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CHAPTER ONE 

The thin winter day had died early, and at four o'clock it 
was dark night in the long room in which Mr. Inncs gave his 
concerts of early music. An Eliaabethan virginal had come to 
him to be repaired, and he had worked all the afternoon, and 
when overtaken by the dusk, he had impatiently sought a candle 
end, lit it, and placed it so that its light fell upon the jacks. . . . 
Only one more remained to be adjusted. He picked it up, 
touched the quiU and dropped it into its place, rapidly tuned rm 
instrument, and ran his Angers over the keys. 

lron>grcy hair hung in thick locks over his fonrhead, and, 
shining through their shadows, his eyes drew attention from the 
rest of his face, so that none noticed at first the small and firmly 
cut nose, nor the scanty growth of beard twisted to a point by a 
movement habitual to the weak, white hand. His face was in 
his eyes : they reflected the fiamc of faith and of mission ; they 
were the eyes of one whom fate had thrown on an obscure wayside 
of dreams, the face of a dreamer and propagandist of old-time 
music and its instruments. He sat at the virginal, like one who 
loved its old design and sweet tone, in such strict keeping with 
the music he was playing—a piece by W. Byrd, ** John, come 
kiss me now "—and when it was finished, his fingers strayed 
into another, “ Nancic,” by Thomas Morlcy. His hands moved 
over the keyboard softly, as if they loved it, and his thoughts, 
though deep in the gentle music, entertained casual admiration 
of the sixteenth century organ, which had lately come into his 
possession, and which he could see at the end of the room on a 
slightly raised platform. Its beautiful shape, and the shape of 
the old instruments, vaguely perceived, lent an enchantment to 
rhe darkness. In the comer was a viola da gamba, and against 
the walls a haipsicbord and a clavichord. 

Above the virginal on which Mr. Innes was playing there hung 
a portrait of a W'-'man, and, happening to look up, a sudden 
memory came upon him, and he began to play an aria out of 
Don Giotfonni. But he stopped before many b^, and holding 
the candle end high, so that he could see the face, continued the 
melody with his right hand. To see her lips and to strike the 
notes was almost like hearing her sing it again. Her voice came 
to him through many yean, from the first evening he had heard 
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her sing at La Scala. Then he was a young man spending a 
holiday in Italy, and she had made his fortune for the time by 
singing one of his songs. They were married in Italy, and at the 
end ot some months they had gone to Paris and to Brussels, 
where Mrs. innes had engagements to fulfil. It was in Brussels 
that sle had lost her voice. For a long while it wras believed 
that she might recover it, but these hopes proved illusory, and, 
in trying to regain what she had lost irrevocably, the money she 
had earned dw'indlcd to a last few hundred pounds. The Innes 
had returned to London, and, with a baby<daughtcr, settled in 
Dulwich. Mr. Innes accepted the post of organist at St, Joseph’s, 
the parish church in Soumwark, and Mrs. Innes had begun her 
singing classes. 

Her reputation as a singer favoured her, and an aptitude for 
teaching enabled her to maintain, for many years, a distinguished 
position in the musical world. Mr. Inncs’s abilities contributed 
to their success, and he might have become a famous London 
organist if he had devoted himself to the instrument. But one 
day seeing in a the words “ viola d'amorc,” he fancied he 

w'ould like to possess an instrument with such a name. The 
instrument demanded the music that had been written for it. 
Byrd’s beautiful vocal Mass had led him to Palestrina and Vittoria, 
and these wakened in him dreams of a sufficient choir at St. 
Joseph’s for a revival of their w’orks. 

So w hen f*.vclyn clambered on her father’s knee, it was to learn 
the chants that he hummed from old manuscripts and missals, 
and it was the contrapuntal fancies of the Elizabethan composers 
that he gave her to play on the virginal, or the preludes of Bach 
on the clavichord. Her infantile graces at these instruments 
W'crc the delight and amazement of her parents. She warbled 
this uld*tin:e music as other children do tjfic vulgar son^p of the 
hour ; she seemed less anxious to learn the operatic music which 
she heard in her mother’s class-rooms, and there was a shade of 
uneasiness in Mrs. Inncs’s admiration of the beauty of Evelyn’s 
taste : but Mr. Innes said that it was better that her first love 
should be for the best, and he could not help hoping that it 
would iiot be with the airs of Lxteia and Traviata that she w'ould 
iKiomc famous. As if in answer, the child began to hum the 
celebrated walrz, a moment after a ^'autiful Avc Maria, composed 
by a ricming at the end of the fifteenth century', a quick, sobbing 
rhythm, expressive of naive petulance at delay in the Virgin’s 
intcicession. Mr. Innes called it natural music—music w^ch 
the modern C hurch abhorred and shamefully ostracised; and 
the C(>nvcrsntion turned on the incurably bad taste and the musical 
misdeeds of a certain priest. Father Cordon, whom Mr. Innes 
judged to be responsible for all the bad music to be heard at St. 

^Joseph’s. 

For Mr. Innes’s ambitiofi was to festose the liturgical chants 
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of the early centuries, from John Ockeghem, the Flemish silver¬ 
smith of Louis XI., whose recreation it was to compose motets, 
to Thomas da Vittoria ; and, after having made known the works 
of Palestrina and of those who gravitated around the great Roman 
composer, he hoped to disinter the masses of Orlando di Lasso, 
of Goudimel and Josquin dcs Pr^s, the motets of Nannini, of 
Felice Anerio, of Qemens non Papa. ... He would go still 
further back. For before this music was the plain chant or 
Gregorian, bequeathed to us by the early Church, coming down 
to her, perham, from Egyptian civiUsation, the mother of all 
art and all religion, an incomparable treasure which unworthy 
inheritors have mutilated for centuries. It was Mr. lnncs*s 
belief that the supple, free melody of the Gregorian was lost in 
the shouting of operatic tenors and organ accompaniments. 
The tradition of its true interpretation had been lust, and the 
text itself, but by long study of ancient missals, Mr. innes had 
penetrated the secret of the ancient notation, vague as the cycbills 
of the blind, and in the absence of a choir that could read this 
strange alphabet of sound, he cherished a plan for an edition of 
these old chants, rc>wrictcn by him into the ordinary notation 
of our day. But impassable obstacles intervened: the apathy 
and indifference of the Jesuits, and their fear lest such radical 
innovations should prove unpopular and divert the congregation 
of St. Joseph’s elsewhere. He had abandoned hop>c of converting 
them from their error, but he was confident that reaction was 
preparing against the jovialities of Rossini, whose iiaba/ Mater, 
he said, still desecrated Good Friday, and against the erotics of 
M. Gounod and his suite. And this inevitable reactir>n Mr. Innes 
strove to advance by his pupils. Many became disciples and 
helped to preach the new musical gospel. I*lc induced them to 
learn the old instruments, and among them found material for 
his concerts. Though a weak man in practical conduct, he was 
steadfast in his ideas. His concerts had begun to attract a little 
attention; he was receiving support from some rich amateurs, 
and was able to continue his propaganda under the noses of the 
worthy fathers in whose church he was now serving, but where 
he knew that one day he would be master. 

But, unfortunately, Mr. Innes could only give a small part of 
his time to these concerts. Notwithstanding his ^rsuaslvencss, 
there remained on his hands some intractable pupils who would 
not hear of viol or harpsichord, who insisted upon being taught 
to play modem masses on the organ, and these he could not 
afford to refuse. For of late years his wife’s failing health had 
forced her to relinquish teaching, and the burden of earning 
their living had fallen entirely upon him. She hoped that a long 
rest might improve her in healthy and that in some months— 
six, she imaj^ned as a auflicient interval—she would be able 
to undertake to full camrsmnsi het daughter’s education. To do 
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this had become her dearest wish ; for there could now be link 
doubt that Evelyn had inherited her voice, the same beautiful 
quality and fluency in vocalisation ; and thinking of it, Mrs. Innes 
heid out her hands and looked at them, striving to read in them 
the progress of her illness. Evelyn wondered why, just at that 
moment, her father had turned from the bedside overcome by 
sudden tears. But whoever dies, life goes on the same, our 
interests and necessities brook little interference. Meal-times 
are always fixed times, and when father and daughter met in the 
parlour—it was just below the room in which Mrs. Innes was 
dying—Evelyn asked why her mother had looked at her hands 
so significantly. 

He said that it was thus her mother foreshadowed Violetta’s 
death, when Amnand’s visit is announced to her. 

In the silence which followed this explanation their souls 
seemed to say what their lips could not. Sympathies and per¬ 
ceptions hitherto dormant were awakened ; he recognised in her, 
and she, in herself, an unsuspected inheritance. Her voice she 
had received from her mother, but all else came from her father. 
She felt his life and character stirring in her, and moved as by a 
new instinct, she sat by his side, holding his hand. They sat 
waiting for (he announcement of the death which could not be 
delayed much longer, and each thought of the diflcrence the passing 
would make in their lives I It was her death that had brought 
them together, that had given them a new and mutual life. And 
in those hours their eyes had seemed to seal a compact of love 
and fealty. 

This was three years ago; but since Mrs. innes’s death very 
little had been done with Evelyn's voice. The Jesuits had spent 
money in increasing their choir and orchestra, and Mr. Innes 
was constantly rehearsing the latest novelties in religious music. 
All his Sparc time was occupied with private teaching; and 
discovering in his daughter a real aptitude for the lute, he bad 
taught her that instrument, likewise the viola da gamba, for 
which she soon displayed even more original talent. She played 
both instruments at his concerts, and as several pupils oflered 
themselves, he encouraged her to give lessons—he had made of 
her an excellent musician, able to write fugue and counterpoint; 
only the production of the voice he had neglected. Now and 
again, in a flt of repentance, he had insisted on her singing some 
scales, but his heart was not in the lesson, and it fell throu{^. 

He was suspicious that she knew she could not learn singing 
from him; but an avowal of his inability to teach her would 
necessitate some departure from his own ideas, and, like all men 
with a mission, Mr. Innes was defleient in moi^ courage, and in 
spite of himself he evaded all riiat did not coincide with the 
purpose of his life. He loved his daughter above everything, 
except his music, and the thought that & was sacrificing her to 
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his ambition afflicted him with cnicl assaults of conscience. 
Often he asked himself if he were capable of xedeemine his promise 
to his dead wife, or if he shirked the uncongenial labour it en< 
tailed ? And it was this tormenting question that had impelled 
him to light the candle, smd raise it so that he could better see 
his wife's face. 

Though an indifferent painting, the picture was elaborately 
like the sitter. The pointM oval of the face had been faithfully 
drawn, and its straight nose and small brown eyes were set 
characteristically in the head. Remembering a photograph of 
his daughter, Mr. Innes fetched it from the other end of the 
room, and stood with it under the portrait, so that he could 
cumpate both faces, feature by feature. Evelyn's face was 
rounder, her eyes were not deep-set like her mother's; they lay 
nearly on the surface, pools ot light illuminating a very white 
and Howcr-like complexion. The nose was short and high ; the 
line of the chin deflected, giving an expression of wistfulncss to 
the face in certain aspects. Her father was still bent in examin¬ 
ation of the photograph when she entered. It was very like her, 
and at first sight Nature revealed only two more significant 
facts : her height—she was a tall girl—and a beautiful undulation 
in her walk, occasioned by the slight droop in her shoulders. She 
was dressed in dark green woollen, with a large hat to match. 

” Well, darling I and how have you been getting on ? ” 

The vague pathos of his grey face was met by the bright 
effusion of hers, and throwing her arms about him, she kissed 
him on the cheek. 

“ Pretty well, dear ; pretty well." 

“ Only pretty well," she answered reproachfully. “ No one 
has been here to interrupt you; you have had all the afternoon 
for finishing that virginal, and you've only been getting on 
' pretty well.' But I see your ncclaie has come undone." 

Then overlooking him from head to foot— 

" Well, you have been making a dav of it." 

** Ob, these are my old clothes—that is glue; don’t look at 
nie—had an accident with the glue-pot; and that’s paint. Yes ; 
1 must get some new shirts, these won't hold a button any longer." 

The conversation paused a few seconds, then running her 
finger down the keys, she said— 

" But it goes admirably." 

'* Yes; Tve Wished it now; it is an exquisite instrument. 
I could not ^ve it till it was finished." 

“ Then what are you complaining of, darling ? Has Father 
Gordon been here ? Has he discovered any new Belgian com¬ 
poser, and does he want all his music to be given at St. Joseph's ? " 

" No; Father Gordon hasn't been here, and as for the Belgian 
composers, there ate none left; he has discovered them all.'" 

" Then you've been thinking about me, about my voice. 
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lliat’s it/* she said, catching sight of her own photograph. 
“ You’ve been frowning over that photograph, thinking **—- 
her eves w'cnt up to her mother’s portrait—“ all sorts of non¬ 
sense, making yourself miserable, reproaching yourself that you 
do not teach me to vocalise, a thing which you know nothing 
about, or lamenting that you are not rich enough to send me 
abroad, where 1 could be taught it.” Then, with a pensive note 
iti her voice which did not escape him, she s^d— 

“ As if there was any need to worry. I’m not ta'cnty yet.” 

” No, you’re not twenty yet, but you will be very soon. Time 
is going by." 

Well, let time go by, I don’t care. I’m happy here with you, 
father. 1 wouldn’t go away, even if you had the money to send 
tnc. I intend to help you make the concerts a success. Then, 
perhaps, 1 shall go abroad.” 

i-lis heart went out to his daughter. He was proud of her, 
and her fine nature was a compensation for many disappoint¬ 
ments. I Ic took her in his arms and thankfully kissed her. She 
was touched by his emotion, and conscious that her eyes were 
threatening tears, she said— 

** 1 can’t stand this gloom. I must have some light. Til go 
and get a lanip. Besides, it must be getting late. I wonder 
what kind of a dinner Margaret has got f^or us. 1 left it to her. 
A good one, 1 hope. I’m ravenous.” 

A few minutes after she appeared in the doorway, holding a 
lamp high, the light showing over her virhite skin and pale gold 
hair. ” hlargarcc has excelled herself—boiled haddock, melted 
butter, a neck of mutton and a rice pudding. And 1 have brought 
back a bag of oranges. Now come, darling. You’ve done 
enough to that virginal. Run upstairs and wash your hands, 
and renu mber that the fish is getting cold.” 

She was waiting for him in the little back room—the lamp 
w'as on the table—and when they sat down to dinner she began 
the tale of her day’s doings. But she hadn’t got farther than the 
fact that they had asked her to stay to tea at Queen’s Gate, when 
her tongue, which always went quite as fast as her thoughts, 
betrayed her, and before she was aware, she had said that her 
pupil’s sister was in delicate health and that the family was going 
abioad for the winter. This was equivalent to saying she had 
lost a pupil. So she rattled on, hoping that her fatlur would not 
perceive the inference. 

” There dc^sn’t seem to be much luck about at present/* 
he said. *' I'hat’s the third pupil you’ve lost this montn.” 

” It is unfortunate . . . and just as 1 was beginning to save 
a little money.” A moment after her voice lud recovered its 
habitual note of cheerfulness. ” Then what do you think I did ? 
An idea struck me; 1 took the omnibus and went straight to St. 
James’s Hall.” 
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“ To St. James’s HaUr* 

** YeSj you old darling; don’t you kno'ar that M. Desjaidin, 
the French composer, has come over to give a scries of concerts. 
J thought I should like him to try my voice.” 

“ You didn’t see him ? ” 

” Yes I did. VC'lien 1 asked for him, the clerk said, pointing to 
a gentleman coming downstairs, that is Monsieur Desjardin. 
1 went straight up to him, and told him who 1 was, and asked 
him if he had ever heard of mother, Just fancy, he never had ; 
but he seemed interested when 1 told him that everyone said my 
voice was as good as mother’s. We went into the hall, and I 
sang to him.” 

“ What did you sing to him ? ” 

” * Have you seen but a white lily grow ? ’ and * Que vous me 
coutez chcr, mon cceur, pour vos plaisirs.* ” 

'* Ah 1 that music must have stu’prised him. What did he 
say ? * 

1 don’t think I sang very well, but he seemed pleased, and 
asked me if 1 knew any m^ern music. I said * Very little.’ 
He was surprised at that. But he said 1 had a very fine voice, 
and sang the old music beautifully, but that it would be impossible 
for me to sing modern music without ruining my voice, until 1 
had been taught. 1 asked him if it would not be well to try to 
cam a little money by concert singling, so that 1 might go abroad 
later on. He saicl, * 1 am glad that all my arrangements are made, 
otherwise I might be tempted to offer you an engagement. One 
engagement leads to another, and if you sing b^orc your voice 
is properly placed ’—* pos^ * was the word he used—‘ you will 
ruin it.* ” 

** Is that all ? ” 

” Yes, that’s all.” Then, noticing the pained look that had 
come into her father’s face, she added, ” It was nice to hear that 
he thought well of my voice.” 

But she could tell what he was thinking of, and regretting 
her tongue’s indiscretion, she tried to divert his thoughts from 
herself. His brooding look continued, and to remove it she had 
to fetch his pipe and tobacco. When he had 611cd it for the third 
time he said— 

** There is the Bach and the Handel sonata waiting for us ; we 
ought to be getting to work.” * 

*’ I’m quite ready, father. I suppose I must not eat any more 
oranges,” and sf ^ surveyed her plate full of skins. 

Mr. Inncs took up the lamp, Evelyn called to the rervant to 
get another, and followed him into the music-room. The lamps 
were placed on the harpsichord. She lighted some candles, and 
in the moods and aspirations of great men they found a fairyland, 
and the lights disappeared from the windows opposite, leaving 
them still there. 
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llic wings of the hours were light—^weariness could not reach 
them—and at half-past eleven Mr. Innes was speaking of a 
beautiful motet, *' O Mamum Mysterium,’* by Vittoria. His 
fingers lingered in the waiting chords, and he said— 

“ That is where Wagner went for his chorus of youths in the 
cupfjla. I'hc critics haven’t discovered it yet; they arc still 
talking of Palestrina.” 



CHAPTER TWO 


Jesuits from St. Joseph’s were not infrequently seen at 
Mr. Innes’s concerts. The worthy fathers, although they did 
not see their way to guaranteeing a yearly grant of money sufficient 
to ensure adequate performances of Palestrina’s finest works, 
were glad to support, w'ith occasional guineas, their organist’s 
concerts. Painters and men of letters were attracted by them ; 
musicians seldom. Nor did Mr. Innes encourage their presence. 
Musicians were of no use to him. They were, he said, divided 
into two classes—those who came to scoff, and those who came 
to steal. 1 Ic did not want either sort. 

'rhe rare music interested but a handful, and the audience that 
had come from London shivered in remembrance of the cast wind 
which had accompanied their journey. Hut this little martyrdom 
did not seem to be entirely without its sati.sfactions, and conscious 
of superiority, they settled themselves to listen to the few words 
of explanation with which Mr. Innes was accustomed to introduce 
the music that was going to be played. He was speaking, when 
he was interrupted by the servant-maid, who whispered and gave 
him a card: ** Sir Owen Asher, Bart., 27 Berkeley Square.” 
Me left the room hurriedly, and his audience surmised from his 
manner that something important had happened. 

Sir Owen, seemingly a tall man, certainly above the medium 
height, was waiting fur him in the passage. His thin figure was 
wrapped tightly in an overcoat, most of his face was concealed 
in the collar, and the pale gold-coloured moustache showed in 
contrast to the dark brown fur. The face, wide across the fore¬ 
head, acquired an accent in the pointed chin and strongly marked 
jaw. The straight nose was thin and well shaped in the nostrils. 
” An attractive man of forty ” would be the criticism of a woman. 
Sir Owen's attractiveness concentrated in his sparkling eyes and 
his manner, which was at once courteous and manly. He told 
Mr. Innes that he had heard of his concerts that morning at the 
office of the W’affierian Rmea', and Mr. Irmcs indulgccl in his 
habitual dream of a wealthy patron who would help him to realise 
his musical ambitions. Sir Owen had just bought the periodical, 
he intended to make it an organ of advanced musics culture, 
and would like to include a criticism of these concerts. Mr. 
Innes begged Sir Owen to come into the concert-room. But 
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while taking off his coat. Sir Owen mentioned what he had heard 
regarding Mr. Innes’s desire to mvive the vocal masses of the 
sixteenth century at St. Joseph's, and the interest of this con« 
versation delayed them a little in the passage. 

The baronet's evening clothes were too well cut for those of 
a poet, a designer of wall paper, or a journalist, and his hands 
were too white and well cared for at the nails. His hair was 
pale brown, curling a little at the ends, and carefully brushed 
and looking as if it had been freshened by some faintest application 
of perfumed essence. Three pearl studs fastened his shirt front, 
and his necktie was tied in a butterfly bow. He displayed some 
of the nonchalant ease which wealth and position create, smiled a 
little on catching sight of the jersey worn by a lady who had 
neglected to fasten the back of her bcxlicc, and strove to decipher 
the impression the faces conveyed to him. He grew aware of 
that flitting anxiety which is inseparable from the task of finding 
a daily living, and that pathos which tells of fidelity to idea and 
alTStincncc from gross pleasure. A young man, who stood 
apart, in a carefully studied attitude, a dark lock of hair falling 
over his forehead, amused him, and the young man in the chair 
next Sir Owen wore a thrcadlxtre coat and clumsy boots, and sat 
bolt upright. Sir Owen pitied him and imagined him working 
all day in some obscure employment, finding his life’s pleasure 
once a week in a score by Bach. Catching sight of a priest's 
pnjfilc, a lo<ik of contentpt appeared on his face. 

He was of his class, he had lived its life and lived it still, in a 
measure, but from the beginning his ideas and tastes had been 
superior to those of a merely fashionable man. At fivc-and- 
tw'enty he had purchased a Gainsborough, and at thirty he had 
spent a large sum of money in exhuming some sonatas of Bach 
from the dust in which they were lying. At three-and-thirty 
he had wrecked the career of a fashionable soprano by inspiring 
her with the belief that she might become a great singer, a great 
artist; at fivc-and-thirty Bayreuth and its world of musical 
culture and ideas had interest^ him in spite of his unconquerable 
aversion to long hair and dirty hands. After some association 
with geniuses he withdrew from the art-world, confessing himself 
iinuhie to bear the society of those who did not dress for dinner; 
but while repudiating, he continued to spy the art-world from a 
distance. An audience is, however, necessary to a 'cello player, 
and the Turf Qub and the Royal Yacht Club contained not a 
dozen mcmlvrs, he said, who would recognise the Hcroica 
Symphony if they happened to hear it. which was not likely. 
Lately he had declared openly that he was afraid of entering any 
of his clubs, lest he should be asked once more what he thought 
of the Spring Flandicaps, and if he intended sailing the Meatsa 
*in the Solent this season. Nevertheless, his ioumey to Bayreuth 
could not but produce an effect. He had purchased the 
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Rjnfiw; it had led him to Mr. Innea*8 concerts, and he was already 
interested in the prospect reviving the early music and its 
instruments. That thu} new movement should be l^gun in 
Dulwich, a suburb he would never have heard of if it had not 
Licen for its picture gallery, stimulated his curiosity. 

It is the variation, not the ordinary specimen, that is most 
traical, for the variation contains the rule in essence, and the 
deviation elucidates the rule. So in his revolt against the habitual 
pleasures and ideas of his class, Sir Owen became more explanatory 
of that class than if he had acquiesced in the usual imorance <:» 
£iojoqo a year. To the ordinary eye he was merely the con¬ 
ventional standard of the English upper classes, but more intimate 
observation revealed the slight glaae of Bohemianism which 
natural inclination and many adventures in that land had left upon 
him. He listened without parade, his grey eyes following the 
music—they, not the head, seeming to nod to it; and when 
Mr. Innes approached to ask him his opinion, he sprang to his 
feet to tell him. 

One of the pieces they had heard was a pavane for dve viols 
and a harpsichord, composed by Ferrabosco, son of the Italian 
musician who had settled in Greenwich at the end of the sixteenth 
century. Sir Owen was extraordinarily pleased and interested, 
and declared the pavane to be as complete as a sonata by Bach 
or Beethoven ; but his appreciation was suddenly interrupted by 
someone looking at him. 

At a little distance, Evelyn stood looking at him. The moment 
she had seen him she had stopped, and her eyes were delighted as 
by a vision. Though he represented to her the completely 
unknown, she seemed to have known him always in her heart; 
she seemed to have been waiting for knowledge of this unknown, 
and the rumour of the future grew loud in her cars. 

i Ic raised his eyes and saw a tall, fair girl dressed in pale green. 
Mr. Innes introduced them. 

“ My daughter—Sir Owen Asher.” 

In the litdc while which he took to decide whether he would 
take tea or cofice, he thought that something could be said fur 
her figure, and he liked her hair, but, on the whole, he did not 
think he cared for her. She seemed to him an unimportant 
variety of what he had met before. He said he would take tea, 
and then he changed his mind and said he would have coffee, * 
hut Evelyn came back with a cup of tea, and perceiving her 
mistake, she laughed abstractedly. 

” You arc going to sing tw'o songs, Miss Innes. l*m glad; 

I hear your voice is wonderful.” 

The sound of his voice conveyed a penetrating sense of his 
presence. It was the same happiness which the very sight of him 
had awakened in her, and she felt herself yielding to it as to a 
current. She was borne far away into mists of dream, where 
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she seemed to live a long while. Time seemed to have ceased 
and the outside world to have fallen behind her. The sensation 
was the most delicious she had ever experienced. She hardly 
heard the answers that she made to his questions, and when her 
father called her, it was like returning after a long absence. 

She sang much more beautifully than he had expected, and 
during the preludes and fugues and the sonatas by Dach, which 
finished the programme, he thought of her voice, occasionally 
questioning himself regarding his taste for her. Even in this 
short while he had come to like her better. She had beautiful 
teeth and hair, and he liked her figure, notwithstanding the fact 
that her shoulders sloped a little—perhaps because they did slope 
a little. 1 ie noticed, whether her eyes wandered or remained fixed, 
that they returned to him, and that their glance was one of interro¬ 
gation, as if all depended upon him. When the concert was over 
he was anxious to speak to her, so that he grew impatient with the 
people who stopped his way. The back room was filled with 
musical instruments—there were two harpsichords, a clavichord 
and an organ, and Mr. Inncs insisted on explaining these instru¬ 
ments to him. l*lc seemed to Owen to pay too slight a heed 
to his daughter’s voice. That she played the viola da gamba 
very well was true enough, but what sense was there in a girl 
like that playing an instrument ? Her voice was her instrument. 

When he was able to get a few words with her, he told her 
about Madame Savcili. There was no one else, he said, who 
could teach singing. She must go to France at once, and he 
seemed to take it for granted that she might start at the end of the 
week, if she only made up her mind. She did not know what 
answer to make, and was painfully conscious how silly she must 
look standing before him unable to say a word. It was no longer 
the same ; some of the dream had been swept aside, and reality 
had begun to look through it. fler intense consciousness of 
this tali, aristocratic man frightened her. She saw the embroidered 
waistcoat, the slight hips, the gold moustache, and the sparkling 
grey eyes asked her questions to w’hich her whole nature violently 
responded, and, though her feelings were inexplicable to herself, 
she was overcome with physical shame. Father Railston was 
looking at her, and the thought crossed her mind that he would 
not approve of Sir Owen Asher. Feeling very uncomfortable, 
she seized an opportunity of saying good-bye to a friend, and 
escaped from Sir Owen, leaving him, as she knew', under the im¬ 
pression that she was a little fool not worth taking further tlrouble 
about. But his ideas were different from all that she had been 
taught, and it would be better if she never saw him again. She 
did not doubt, however, that she would see him again, and when, 
two days after, the servant announced him and he wadked into 
the music room, she was less surprised than her father. 

The review, he said, could not go to press without an article 
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on the concert, but to do this artide he must consult Mr. Innes, 
for in the first piece, ** La my,** the viols had seemed to him out 
of tunc. Of course this was not so—^perhap one of the players 
had played a wrong note ; that might be the explanation. But 
on referring to the music, Mr. Innes discovered a better one. 
“ From the twelfth to the fifteenth century, writers,*' he sud, 
“ did not consider their music as modems do. Now we watch 
the effect of a chord, a combination of notes heard at the same 
moment, the top note of which is the tune, but the older writers 
used their skill in diviiung musical phrases which could be followed 
simultaneously, each one going logically its own way, irrespective 
of some temporary clawing. They considered their music 
horizontally, as the parts went on ; we consider it vertically, each 
chord producing its impression in turn. To them all the parts 
were of equal importance. Their music was a purely decorative 
interweaving of melodies. Now we have a tune with accom¬ 
panying parts.** 

“ What a wonderful knowledge of music your father has, 
Miss Innes 1 *’ 

Yes, father reads old MSS. that no one else can decipher.” 

” Ihcse discords happened,” Mr. Innes said, as he went to 
the harpsichord, “ when a composition was based upon some old 
plain song melody, the notes of which could not be altered. 
I'hen the musician did not scruple to write in one of the other 
parts the same note altered by a sharp or fiat to suit the passing 
requirement of the musical phrase Plotted to that part. You 
could thus have together, say an F natural in one part and an F 
shaq) in another. 'I'his to modem ears, not trained to under- 
>ianding the meaning of the two parts, is intolerable.’* 

While he spoke of the relative fineness of the ancient and modem 
car, maintaining that the reason ancient singers could sing without 
atr accompaniment was tliat they were trained to sin(^ from the 
monochord, Owen considered the figure of this tall, fair girl, and 
V ondered if she would elect to remain with her father, playing the 
viola da gamba in Dulwich, or bolt with a manager—^that was what 
generally happened. Her father was a most interesting old man, 
a genius in his way, but just such an one as might prove his 
daughter’s ruin. He would keep her singing tm old music, 
perhaps marry her to a derk, and she would be a fat, prosaic 
mother of thr^ in five years. 

However this might k, he, Owen, was interested in her voice, 
and, if he had never met Georgina, he might have lik^ this girL 
It would be better that he should take her away than that she 
sliould go away with a manager who would roo and beat her. 
iiut, if he were to take her away, he would be tied to her; it 
would be like marrying her. Far better stick to married women, 
and he remembered his epigram of last night. It was at Lady 
Ascott's dinner-party, the conversation had turned on marriage, 
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and its necessity had been questioned. ** But, of coutse, marriage 
is necessary/* he had answered. ** You can*t have husbands 
without marriage, and if there were no husbands, who would 
look after our mistresses ? ’* A lot of hypocrites had chosen to 
look shocked ; Georgina had said it was a horrid remark and had 
hardly spoken to him all the evening ; and this afternoon she had 
said she should not come and see him any more—she was afraid 
her husband suspected, her children were growing up, etc. 
When women cease to care for one, how importunate their 
consciences are 1 A little terror took him, and he wondered if he 
were about to lose Georgina, or if she were only trying to make 
him jealous. Perhaps he could not do better than make her 
jealous. For that purpose this young girl was just the thing. 

Moreover, he was interested in the revival of Palestrina at 
St. Joseph’s, and he liked Ferrabosco’s pavane. He would like 
to have a harpsichord; even if he did not play on it much, it 
would Ih: a beautiful, characteristic piece of furniture. . . . And 
it would be a good idea to ask Mr. innes to bring all his queer 
instruments to Berkeley Square, and give a concert to-morrow 
night after his dinner-party. His friends had bored him with 
Hungarian bands, and the improvisations the bands had been 
improvising for the last ten years, and he saw no reason why he 
should not bore them, just for a change, with Mr. Innes. 

At this moment his reflections were interrupted by Mr. Innes, 
who wanted to know if hr did not agree with him regarding the 
necessity for the re-introduction of the monochord, if the sixteenth 
century masses were ever to be sung again properly. All this was 
old story to Evelyn. In a sort of dream, through a sort of mist, 
she saw the embroidered waistcoat and the gold moustache, and 
when the small, grey, smiling eyes were raised from her father’s 
face and looked at her, a delicious sensation penetrated through 
the very tissues of her flesh, and she experienced the tremor of 
a decisive moment; and th^ there came again a gentle sense of 
delicious bewilderment and illusion. 

She did not know how it would all happen, but her life seemed 
for the first time to have come to a dchnite issue. The very 
moment he had spoken of Madame Savelli, the great singing 
mistress, it was as u a light had begun in her brain, and she saw a 
faint horizon line ; she seemed to see Paris from afar; she knew 
she would go there to study, and that night she had fallen asleep 
listening to the applause of three thousand hands. 

But she did not like to stand before him, offering him 6rst the 
cup of tea, then the milk and sugar, then the cake, and bread and 
butter. Her repugnance had nothing to do with him; it was an 
obscure feeling, quite incomprehensible to herself. When he 
looked up she answered him with a smile which she felt to be 
mysterious, and be perceived its mystery, for he compared it to 
the hesitating smile of the Monna Lisa, a print of whi<m hung on 
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the wall. But the remark increased her foreboding and pre~ 
monition. And she was sorry for her father, who was saying that 
he hoped to send her abroad in the spring ; that he would have 
done so before, but she was studying harmony with him. And 
she could see that Owen was bored. He was only staying on in 
the hope of speaking to her, but she knew that her father was not 
going out, so there w'as no chance of their having a few words 
together, liis invitation to Mr. Innes to bring the instruments 
to London, and give a concert to-morrow night at Berkeley Souare, 
he had reserved till the moment he had got up to go. Mr. innes 
was taken aback. He doubted if there 'would be time to get the 
instruments to London. But Owen said that all that; was necessary 
was a Pickford van, and that if he would say ** Yes,*' the van and 
a competent staff of packers would be at Dulwich in the morning, 
and would take all further trouble off his hands. The question 
was debated. Mr. lnne£ thought the instruments had better go 
by train, and Owen could not help smiling when he said that m 
would arrive with the big harpsichord and Evelyn about nine or 
half-past. 

She had two evening gowns—a pale green silk and a white. 
The pale green looked very nice; it had cost her three pounds, 
llie white had nearly ruined her, but it had seemed to suit her so 
well that she had not been able to resist, and had paid five pounds 
ten, a great deal for her to spend on a dress. Its great fault was 
that it soiled at the least touch. She had worn it three times, 
and could not wear it again till it had been cleaned. It was a 
pity, but there was no help f.>r it. She would have to wear the 
green, and to console herself she thought of the compliments she 
had had for it at diderent parties. But these seemed insignificant 
when she thought of the party she was going to to-night. 

She had never been to Berkeley Souare, and expected to be 
surprised. But it lay in a hollow, a aignified, secluded square, 
exactly as she had imagined it. Nor did the great doorway, and 
the carpet that stretched across the pavement for her to walk upon, 
surprise her, nor the lines of footmen, nor the natural grace of the 
wide staircase. She seemed to have seen it all before, only she 
could not remember where. It came back to her like a dream. 
She seemed to recognise the pictures of the goddesses, the Ho\y 
Families and the gola mirrors ; and lifting her eyes, she saw Owen 
at the head of the stairs, and he smiled so familiarly, that it seemed 
strange to think that this was only the third time she had seen him. 

He introduced her father to a fashionable musician, whose 
pavanes and sonatas were composed with that lack of matter and 
excess of erudition which delight the amateur and irritate the 
artist, and he walked down the rooms looking for seats where 
they could talk undisturbed for a few minutes. He was nervous 
lest Georgina should find him sitting with this girl in an intimate 
corner. But he did not expect her for another half-hour, and could 
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not resigt the temptation. He was curious to know how £ir 
Evelyn acquiesced in the obscufe lot which her father imposed 
upon her, to play the viola da gamba, and sing old music, instead 
of singing for her own fame upon the stage. But had she a great 
voice f If she had, he would like to help her. The dis¬ 
covery of a new prima donna would be a fine feather in bis cap. 
Above all, he was also curious to find out if she were the innocent 
maiden she appeared to be, or if she had had flirtations with the 
clerks in the neighbourho^, and he found his opportunity to 
speak to her on this subject in the first line of a French song she 
was going to sing:— 

Que vous me coutea cher, mon cceur, pour vos plaisirs.” 

His appreciation of her digged every moment. Truly her 
eyes lit up with a beautiful light, and her remarks about the length 
cif our payment for our pleasures revealed an apprehension which 
he had not credited het with. But he was alarmed at the quick¬ 
ness with which they had strand to the very verge of things. 
From the other room they would seem very intimate, sitting on a 
sofa together, and he was expecting Georgina every minute. 
If she were to sec them, it would lead to further discussion, and 
supply her with an excuse. But his curiosity was kindled, and 
wlule he considered how he could lead Evelyn into confidences, 
he saw her arm trembling through the gauze sleeve, for it seemed 
to her that all that was happening now had happened before. 
The walls covered with red pleated silk, the bracket-clocks, the 
brocade-covered chairs ; where had she seen them ? And Owen's 
grey eyes fixed upon her : where had she seen them ? In a dream 
perhaps. She asked him if he had ever experienced the sensation 
of having already lived through a scene that was happening at the 
very moment. He did not seem to hear; «he seemed expecting 
someone; and then the vision returned to her again, and she 
could not but think that she had known Sir Owen long ago, but 
how and where she could not tell. At that moment she noticed 
his absent-mindedness, and it was suddenly flashed upon her that 
he was in love with some woman and was waiting for her, and 
almost at the same moment she saw a tall, red-haired woman cross 
the further room. The woman paused in the doorway, as if 
looking for someone. She nodded to Owen and eng^iged in 
conversation with a group of men standing by the fireplace. 
Something told Evelyn that that smooth, cream-coloured neck 
was the woman Owen was in love with, and the sudden formality 
o£ his manner convinced her that she was right, that that was the 
woman he was in love with. He said that he must go and see 
after his other guests, and, as she expected, he went straight to 
«thc woman with the red badr. But sm did not leave her fnends. 
Af^ter shaking hands with Owen, she continued talking to them, 
and he was lat out of the conversation. 

The concert b^an with a sonata for the harpsichord and the 
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viola da gamba, and then Evelyn tang her two aonga. She aang 
for Owen« and it aeemed to her that ahe was telling him that fht 
was sorry tbMt it had all happei^d as it had happened, and that he 
must go away and be happy with die woman x» loved. She did 
not think that she sang p^icularly well, but Owen came and told 
her that she had sung cnarmingly, and in their eyes were strange 
questions and excuses, and an avowal of regret that things wexe 
not difTerent. Slim women in delicious gowns glided up and 
praised her, but she did not think that tl^ had been as much 
impressed by her singing as they said; distinguished men were 
introduced to her, and she felt had nothing to say to them; 
and looking round the circle of men and women she saw Owen 
in the doorway, and noticed that his eyes were restless and con¬ 
stantly wandered in the direction of the tall woman widi the red 
hair, who sat calmly talking to her friends, never noticing him. 
He seemed waiting for a look that never came ; his glances wexe 
furtive and ciuickly withdrawn, as if he fca^ he was being 
watched. When she got up to leave, Owen came forward and 
spoke to her, but she barely replied, and left the room alone. 
Evelyn saw all this, and she was surprised when Owen came 
rapidly through the room and sat down by her. He was pain¬ 
fully absent-minded, and so nervous that he did not seem to know 
what he was saying : indeed, that was the only excuse she could 
make for his remarks. She hardly recomised this man as the 
man she had hitherto known. She hated all his sentiments and 
his ideas; she thought them horrid, and was glad when her 
father came to tell her it was time for her to go. 

** You didn't sing well," he said, as they went home. ** What 
was the matter with you ? " 

Owen and the red-haited lady seemed to fall behind this last 
misfortune. If she had lost her voice she was no longer herself, 
and as she went to her teaching she saw herself a music mistress 
to the end of her days. 

But on Sunday morning she came down stairs singing, and Mr. 
Innes heard a future prima donna in her voice. Her face lit up, 
and she said, Do you think so, dear. It was unlucky 1 sang so 
badly the other night. I seemed to have no voice at all." 

He told her that there were times when her mother suddenly 
lost her voice. • 

" But, father, you are not fit to go out, and can't go out in that 
state." 

** What is the matter ? " and his hand went to his shirt collar. 

“ No, your necktie is all right. Ah I there, you've untied it; 
I'll tie it for you. It's your coat that wants brushing." 

The black frock coat which he wore on Sunuys was too 
small for him. If be buttoned it, it wrinkled round the waist and 
across the chest; if he left it open, its meagre width and the 
shortness of the skirts (they were the fashion of moxe than_ten 
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years ago) made it seem ridiculous. At the elbows the doth was 
shiny with long wear, and the cuds wen frayed. His hat was as 
antiquated as his coat. It was a mere pulp, greasy inside and 
brown outside; the brim was too small, it was too low in the 
crown, and after the severest brushing it remained rough like a 
blanket. Evelyn handed it back to him in despair. He thanYed 
his daughter, put it on his head, and forgot its appearance. But 
in spite of shabby coat and shabbier hat, Mr. Inncs remained free 
from suspicion of vulgarity—the sad dignity of his grey face and 
the dreams that haunted his eyes saved him from that. 

** And whose mass are you going to play to-day ? ** she asked 
him. 

** A mass by Hummel, in B; on Thursday, a mafs by Dr. 
Gladstone; and next Sunday, Moxart’s Twelfth, beloved of 
Father Gordon and village choirs. 1 wonder if he will allow 
the Reproaches to be sung in Holy Week ? He will insist on 
the expense of the double choir.** 

** But, father, do you think that the congregation of St. Joseph's 
is one that would care for the refinement of Palestrina ? Would 
you not require a cultivated Wcst>eQd audience—the Oratory 
or Farm Street ? *’ 

“ That is Sir Owen’s opinion.** 

“ 1 never heard him say so.” 

How had she come to repeat anything she had heard him say ? 
Moreover, why had she said that she had not heard him say so ? 
And Evelyn argued with herself until the train reached their 
station—it* was one of those absurd litdc mental complications, 
the intinitesimal life that flourishes deep in the soul. 

A little way down a side street, a few yards from the main 
thoroughfare, where the roads branched, the great gaunt fagade 
of St. Joseph’s pointed against a yellow sky. Its foundations 
had been laid and its walls built by a priest, who had collected 
large sums of money in America, and whose desire had been to 
have the largest church that could be built for the least money, in 
the shortest possible time. The result was the great, sprawling, 

§ rey stone building with a desolate spite, now fading into tm 
arkness of the snow>storm. Money had run short. The 
church had not been completed when its founder died; then 
another energetic priest had raised another subscription. Doors 
and stained glass had been added, and, for a while, St. Joseph’s had 
become a flourishing parish church, supported by various suburbs, 
and projects for the completion of its interior decoration had 
begun to be entertained; but while these projects were under 
consideration, the suburb® had acemired churches of their own, 
and the congregation of St. Josepo’s had dwindled until it bad 
lost all means of support, except the meagre assistance it received 
from the poor Irish and Italians o£ the neighbourhood. There 
had been talk of closing the church, and it would have had to 
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be dosed if the Jesuits had xiot accepted the missioci. j^ioti^ 
subscription had been started, but the greater part of this third 
subscription the Jesuits had spent upon their schools, so the bite 
of St.Joscph's seemed to be to remain, as someone had said, an 
unfinished ruin.' Their resources were exhausted, and they 
surve}'ed the barren aisles, dreaming of the painting and mosaics 
they would put up when the promises of Father (Gordon were 
realised. For it was understood that their fortunes should be 
retrieved by his musical abilities, and his competence to select 
the most attractive masses. Father Gordon was a typ)e often 
found among amateur musidans—a man with a slight technical 
knowledge, a good ear, a nice voice, and absolutely no taste 
whatever. His natural ear was for obvious rhythm, his taste 
coincided with the popular taste, and as the necessi^ of attracting 
a congregation was paramount, it is easy to imagine how easily 
he conceded to his xuitural inclinations. And the arguments 
with which he rebutted those of his opponents were unanswerable, 
that whatever moved the heart to the love of God was right; 
that if the plain chant failed to hdp the soul to aspiration, we were 
justified in substituting Rossini's Stabat Ma/cr, or whatever other 
musical idiom the neighbourhood craved fur. 

Religious rite, according to Father Gordon, should conform 
to the artistic taste of the congregation, and he urged, with some 
force, that the artistic taste of Southwark stood on quite as high 
a level as that of Mayfair. To get a Mayfair audience they had 
only to follow the taste of Southwark. And so, under his 
guidance, the Jesuits had increased their orchestra and employed 
the best tenors that could be hired. Nevertheless, their progress 
was slow. Father Gordon pleaded patience. The neighbour¬ 
hood was unfashionable ; it was difficult to persuade their friends 
to come 80 far. Mr. Inncs answered that if they gave him a 
choir of forty-five voices—he could do nothing with less— 
the West-end would come at once to hear Palestrina. The 
distance, and the fact of the church being in a slum, he maintained, 
would not be in itself a drawback. Hsm the success of Bayreuth, 
he urged, is owing to its being so far off. And this plan, too, 
seemed to possess some dements of success, and so the Jesuits 
hesitated between very divergent methods by which the same 
result might be attained. * 

A few flak^ of snow were falling, and Evelyn and her father 
put up their umbrellas as they crossed the road to the church. 
Three steps led to the pointea door above which was the figure 
of the fntron saint. 

_ The nakedness of the unfinished and undccorated church was 
hidden in the twilight of the approaching storm, and Evelyn 
trembled as she walked up the aisle, so menacing seemed me 
darkness that descended from the sky. The stained glass, black¬ 
ened by the smoke of tl» factory chimneys, let in but little light. 
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the aisles were plunged in darkness, and kneeling in her favourite 
place the inefFectual gaslight seemed to her like painted flames 
on a dark background. The side chapels which opened on to 
the aisles were shut ofl by no ornamental screens, indeed, the 
only piece of decoration seemed to be the fine modem ironwork 
which veiled the sanctuary. 

She opened her prayer book, but in the shadow of the pillar 
where she was kneeling there was not sufficient light for her to 
read, so she bent her face upon her hands, intent upon losing 
herself in prayer. She aba^ herself b^ore her Father in 
Heaven; attaining once more the wonderful human moment 
when the creature who crouches on this rim of earth implores 
pardon for her trespass from the beneficent Creator of things. 
But to-day her devotional mood was interrupted by sudden 
thought and sensation of Owen’s presence; she was forced to 
look up, and convinced that he was very near her, she sought him 
amid the crowd of people who sat and knelt in front of her, 
blackening the dusk, a vague darkness in which she could at first 
distinguish nothing but an occasional white plume and a bald 
head. But her eyes grew accustomed to the darkness, and above 
the uninteresting backs of middle-aged men she recognised his 
thin sharp shoulders. She had been compelled to look up from 
her prayers, and she wondered if he had been thinking of her. 
If so, it was very wrong of him to interrupt her at her prayers. 
But a sensation of pleasure arose spontaneously in her. At that 
moment he had to remove his hat from the chair on which he 
had placed it, and she noticed the gold stud links in his large 
shirt cuffs, the rough material of w'hich the coat was made, and 
how well it lay along the thin atm. She imagined the look 
vexation on the grave interesting face, and laughed a little to 
herself. What was the poor woman to do ? She had a right 
to her chair. But she aid look so frightened, and was visibly 
perturbed by the presence of so fine a gentleman. Evelyn knew 
the woman by sight—a curious thin and crooked creature, who 
wore a strange bonnet and a little black mantle, and walked up 
the church, mr hands crossed like a doll. . . . 

No doubt he had driven all the way from Berkeley Square. 
She could see him leaning back in his brougham, humming 
various music, or plaintively thinking about the kdy with the red 
hair, who did not care for him. Her breath caught her in the 
throat. That was the reason why he bad come to St. Joseph’s. 
It was all over with the red-hairra lady, and it was for her that 
he had come to St. Joseph’s I But that could not be. . . . 
She saw him moving in rich and elegant society, where everyoiK 
had a title, and the narrowness of her life compared with his 
dismayed ^r. It was impossible that he could care for her. 
She was remaining in Dulwich, with nothing but a few music 
lessons to look forward to. . . . But when she reached the 
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operatic stage her life would be like his, and the vision of her 
fatate passed befoxe her eyes^diamonds in stars, bsskets of 
wondexml flowers, applause, and the pexfume of a love story, 
swinging like a censer over it dl. 

At moment the priests entered; mass began. She opened 
her prayer book, but, however flrmly she fixed her thougnts in 
prayer, tb^ sprang biurk, without her knowing it, to Owen and 
the red'haited woman, with the smooth, cream-coloured shoulders. 
Without being aware of it, she was looking at him, and it was 
such a delight to think of him that she co^ not retain. His 
chair was tM last on the third line from the altar rail, and she 
noticed that be wore patent leather shoes; the hitching of the 
dark grey trousers displayed a silk sock; but he suddenly un¬ 
crossed his legs, and assumed a less negligent attitude. In a 
sudden little melancholy she remembered how he had watched 
the woman with the red luir, and the determined indiflerence of 
this woman's face as she left the room. Immediately after she 
was amused at the way in which his fsce expressed his opinion 
of the music, and she mul to admit to herself that he listened as if 
he understood it. 

It was not until her father began to play the oflertory, one of 
Schubert’s beautiful inspirations, that she noticed the look of real 
delight that held the florid profile till the last note, and for some 
seconds after. ** He certaimy does love music,** she thought; 
and when the bell rang for the Elevation, she bowed her head 
and became aware of the Real Presence. When it rang a second 
time she felt life stifle in her. When it rang a third time she 
a^n became conscious of time and place. But the sensation 
of awe which the accomplishment of the mystery had inspired 
was dissipated in the tumult of a very hideous Amus Dei, in 
the voice of a certain concert singer, who seemeof determined 
to shout down the organ. Evelyn had some difficulty in keeping 
her countenance, so plain was the expression of amazement 
upon the profile in front of her. 

Then the book was carried from the right to the left side of 
the altar, and when the priest had read the Gospel, she began 
once more to ask herself the reason that had brought Sir Owen 
to St. Joseph’s. The manner in which he genuflect before the 
altar told her that he was a Gttholic; perhaps he had come to* 
St. Joseph’s merely to hear mass. 

*' I have come ^o see your father.” 

** You will find him in the organ loft. . . . But he’ll be down 
presently.” 

And at the end of the church, in a comer out q£ die way of 
the crowd, they waited for Mr. limes, and she leamt almost at 
once, from his face and the remarks that be addressed to her, 
that it was not for her that he had come to St. Joseph’s. His 
carriage was waiting, he told the coachman to follow; all three 
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tramped through the snow together to the station. In this 
miserable walk she learnt that he had decided to go for a trip 
round the world in his yacht, and expected to be away for nearly 
a year. As he bade them go^-bye he looked at her, and his eyes 
seemed to say be was sorry that it was so, that he wished^t were 
otherwise. She felt that if she bad been able to ask him to stay 
he would have stayed; but, of course, that was impossible, and 
the last she saw of him was as he turned, fust before getting into 
his brougham, to tell her father that the Mst critic of the Kjm$» 
should attend the concerts, and that he hoped that what be would 
write would bring some people of taste to hear them. 



CHAPTER THREE 


The name was no indication. None (emembered that 
Dowlands was the name of Henty the Eighth’s favourite lute 
player, and there was nothing in the snug masonry to suggest 
an csthctidsm of any kind. The dulcimers, lutes and virginals 
surprised the visitor coming in from the street, and he stayed his 
ste^ as he might on the threshold of a fairy land. 

The villas, of which Dowlands was one, were a builder’s 
experiment.^ They had been built in the hopes of attracting 
w^chy business Wc8t*end shopkeepers; but Efulwich had tailed 
to become a fashionable suburb. Many had remained empty, 
and when Mr. Innes had entered into nef^otiations with the house 
agents, they declared themselves willing to entertain all his 
proposals, and finally he had acquired a lease at a greatly reduced 
rental. 

In accordance with his and Mrs. innes’s wishes, the house 
bad been considerably altered. Partition walls had been taken 
away, and practically the whole ground floor converted into 
class-rooms, leaving free only one Uctle room at the back where 
the^ had their meals. Dtirin^ his wife’s lifetime the bouse suited 
their requirements. The train service from Victoria was fre¬ 
quent, and on the back of their notepaper was printed a little 
map, whereby pimils coming and goi^ from the station could 
find their way. On the second floor was Mr. Innes’s workshop, 
where he restored the old instruments or made new ones after 
the old models. There was Evel^’s bedroom—her mother 
had re-fumished it before she died—and she often sat there; 
it was, in truth, the most bsbitable room in the house. There 
was Evelyn’s old nursery, now an unoccupied room; and there 
were two other enmty rooms. She had tried to convert one into 
a little oratory.. She had placed there a statue of the Virgin, 
agd hong a crudfix on the wall, and bought a prSe^Dieu and put 
it there. But the room was too lonely, and she found she could 
say her prayers more fervently by her Inside. Their one servant 
slept downstairs in a room behind die kitchen. So the house 
of^ had the appearance of a deserted house; and Evcljrn, 
when she xetumM from London, where she went almost dwy 
to give music lessons, often paused on the threshold, afraid to 
enter till her ear detected some slight sound of her servant at 
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work. Then she cried, “Is that you, Margaret?’* and she 
advanced cautiously, till Margaret answered, “ Yes, miss.’’ 

The last summer and autumn had been the pleasantest in her 
life since her mother’s death. Her pupils interested her—she 
had some six or seven. Her flow of bright talk, her eager 
manner, her beautiflil playing of the viola da gamba, her singing 
of certain old songs, her mother’s flune, and tl^ hopes she enter¬ 
tained of one day achieving success on the stage made her a 
heroine among her little circle of friends. Her father was a 
remarkable man, but he seemed to her the most wonderful of 
men. It was exciting to go to London with him, to bid him 
good-bye at Victoria—she to her lessons, he to his—to meet him 
m the evenings, and in conjunction to arrange the programme 
of their next concert. These interests and ambitions had sufficed 
to All her life, and to keep the greater ambition out of sight: and 
since her mother’s death she had lived happily with her father, 
helping him in his work. But lately things had changed. Some 
of her pupils had gone abroad, others had married, and interest 
in the concerts declined. For a little while the old music had 
seemed as if it were going to attract sufficient attention, but 
already their friends had heard enough, and Mr. Innes had been 
compiled to postpone the next, which had been announced for 
the beginning of February. There would be no concert now till 
March, perhaps not even then; so there was nothing for her to 
look forward to, and the wet windy weather whicn swept the 
suburb contributed to her dishcartenment. The only event of 
the day seemed to be her father’s departure in the morning. 
Immediately after breakfast he tied up his music in a brown pap« 
parcel and put his violin into its case; he spoke of missing his 
train, and, from the windows of the music-room, she saw him 
hastening down the road. She had asked him if there were any 
MSS. he wished copied in the British Museum; absent-mindedly 
he had answered *' No ” ; and, drunruning on the glass with her 
Angers, she wondered how the day would pass. There was 
nothing to do; there was nothing even to think about. She 
was tirira of thinking that a pupil might come back—that a new 
pupil might at any moment knock at the door. She was tired 
of wondering if her father’s concerts would ever pay —if the Arm 
of music publishers with whom he was now in treaty would come 
to terms and enable him to give a concert in their hall, or if thev 
would break off negotiations, as many had done before. Aqa, 
more than of everything else, she was tired of thinking if her 
Aither would ever luve money to send her abroad, or if she would 
remain in Dulwich always. 

One morning, as she was returning from Dulwich, where 
she had gone to pay the weekly bills, she discovered thiu she was 
no longer hapfw. She stopped, and, with an empty heart, saw 
the low-lying Aelds with ^ult^ pens, and the hobbled horse 
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grazing by the broken hedtt. The old village was her prison, 
and she longed as a bird longs. She had trundled her hoop 
there; she ought to love it, but she didn’t, utd, lookkig on its 
too familiar aspect, her adiing heart asked if it would never pass 
from her. It seemed to her tW she had not strength nor will to 
return home. A little further on she met the vicar. He boweiL 
and she wondered how he could have thought riiat she coim 
care for him. Oh, to live in that Rectory with him 1 She pitied 
the young man who wore brown clothes, and whose employment 
in a bank prevented him from going abroad for his health. These 
people were well enough, but they were not for her. She seemed 
to see beyond London, beyond the seas, whither she could not 
say, and she could not quell the yearning which rose to her lips 
lite a wave, and over them. 

Formerly, when there was choir practice at St. Joseph’s, she 
used to go there and meet her father, but lately, for some reason 
which she could not explain to herself, she had refrained. The 
thought of this church had become distasteful to her, and she 
returned home indifferent to everything, to music and religion 
alike. Her eyes turned from the pile of volumes—part of Bach’s 
interminable works—and all the old furniture, and she stood at 
the window and watched the rain dripping into the patch of black 
garden in front of the house, surrounded by a low stone wall. 
The villas opposite suggested a desolation wMch found a parallel 
in her heart; the sloppy road and the pale brown sky fri^^tened 
her, so menacing seemed their monotony. She knew all this 
suburb; it was ^ graven on her mind, and all that ornamental 
park where she must go, if it cleared a little, for her afternoon 
walk. She must tramp round that park once more. She strove 
to keep out of her mind its symmetrical walls, its stone basins, 
where the swans floated like white china ornaments, almost as 
lifeless. But worse even than these afternoons were the hours 
between six and eight. For very often her father was detained, 
and if he missed the half-past six train he had to come by the 
half-past seven, and in those hours of waiting the dusk grew 
oppressive and fearful in the music-room. Staraed by a strange 
shadow, she crouched in her armchair, and when the feeling of 
dread passed she was weak from want of food. Why did her 
fiither keep her waiting ? Flungry, faint and weary of life, she 
opened a volume of B^h ; but there was no pleasure for her in 
the music, and if she opened a volume of songs she had neither 
strength nor will to persevere even through the first, and, rising 
from the instrument, she walked across the room, stretching her 
arms in a feverish despair. She had not eaten for many hours, 
and out of the vacuity of the stomach a dimness rose mto her 
eyes. Pressing her eyes with her hand, she leanedj^inst die door. 

Oie evening she walked into the garden. Trc silence and 
damp of the earth revived her, and the sensation of the cold 
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stone, against which she was leaning, was agteeable. Little 
stars SF>eckled a mauve and misty sky, and out of the mysterious 
spring twilight there came a strange and ultimate yearning a 
craving which nothing she had ever known could assuage. But 
those stars—could they tell her nothing ? One, large almost 
as the moon itself, flamed up in the sky, and a voice within her 
whispered that that was her star, that it held the secret of her 
destiny. She gazed till her father called to her from the gate; 
and all that evening she could think of nothing else. The con¬ 
viction flowed within her that the secret of her destiny was dicre; 
and as she lay in bed the star seemed to take a visible shape. 

A face rose out of the gulf beneath her. She could not distin¬ 
guish whether it was the face of man or woman ; it was an idea 
rather than a face. I'hc ears were turned to her for her to take 
the earrings, the throat was deeply curved, the lips were large 
and rose-red, the eyes were nearly closed, and the hair was curled 
dose over a straight, low foreh^d. The face rose up to hers. 
She looked into the subtle eyes, and the thrill of the lips, just 
touching hers, awakened a sense of sin, and her eyes when thev 
opened were frightened and weary. And as she sat up in her bed, 
tn'mhiing, striving vainly to separate the real from the unreal, 
she saw the star still shining. She hid her face in the pillow, and 
was only calmed by the thought that it was watching her. 

She went into the garden every evening to see it rise, and a 
desire of worship grew up in her heart; and thinking of the 
daffodils, it occurred to her to lay these flowers on the wall as 
an offering. Even wilder thoughts passed through her brain; 
she could not keep them back, and more than once asked herself 
if she were giving way to an idolatrous intention. If so, she 
would have to tell the foolish story to her confessor. But she 
could hardly bring herself to tell him such nonsense. ... If 
she didn’t, the omission might make her confession a false one; 
and she was so much perplexed that it seemed to her as if the 
devil took the opportunity to insinuate that she might put off 
going to confession. This decided her. She fesolvea to combat 
the Evil One. To-day was Thursday. She would confess on 
Saturday, and go to Communion on Sunday. 

I'i!! ciuite lately her confessor had been rather Knight—a tall, 
Sparc, tnin-lipped, aristocratic ecclesiastic, in whom Evelyn had 
expected to find a romantic personality. She had looked forward 
to thrilling confessions, but had been disappointed. The romance 
his appearance suggested was not borne out; he seemed unable 
to take that special interest in her which she desired; her con¬ 
fessions were barren of spiritual adventure, and ^ter some 
hesitations her choice dropped upon Father Railston. In this 
selection the law of contrast playea an important part. The men 
vrere very opposites. One walked erect and tall, with measured 
gait; the other walked according to the impulse of the tnoment. 
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wearing his bixetts etriier on one side of the head or the other. 
One was reserved; the other voluble in speech. One was of 
handsome and regular fearures; the other's face was but 
expressive. Evelyn had grown interested in Father Ratlston's 
dark, melancholy eyes; and his voice was a human voice vibrant 
with the terror and suffering of life. In listening to her sins he 
seemed to remember his own. She had accused herself of im¬ 
patience at the circumstances which kept her at home, of even 
nourishing, she would not say protects, but thoughts, of escape. 

** Then, my child, are you so anxious to change your present 
life for tfatt of the stage ? '* 

” Yes, Father.” 

** You weary of the simplicity of your present 1J5:, and sigh 
for the brilliant of the stage ? *' 

** I'm afraid 1 do.” It was thrilling to admit so much, especially 
as the life an actress was not in itself sinful. ” 1 feel that I 
should die very soon if I were to bear I should never leave 
Dulwich.” 

The priest did not speak for a Icmg while, and raising her eyes 
she watched his expression. It scernra to her that her confession 
of her desire of the world had recalled memories, and she wondered 
what were they. 

** I am more than forty—I'm nearly fifty—and my life has 
passed like a dream.” 

He seemed about to tell her the secret of life, and had stopped. 
But the phrase lingered through her whole life, and eventually 
became part of it. ** My life has passed like a dream.” She dia 
not remember what he had said after, and she had gone away 
wondering if life seemed to everyone like a dream when they were 
forty, and if his life would have seemed more real to him if he had 
mven it to the world instead of to God ? Her subsequent con¬ 
fessions seemed trite and commonplace. Not that Father 
Railston failed to listen with kind interest to her; not that he 
failed to divine that she was passing through a physical and 
spiritual crisis. His admonitions were comforting in ner weari¬ 
ness of mind and body; but notwithstanding her affection for 
him, she felt that beyond that one phrase he had no influence over 
her. She almost felt that he was too gentle and indulgent, and 
the thought she would have liked a confessor who was severe, ' 
who would have inflicted heavier penances, compelled her to fast 
and pray, who would have listened in deeper sternness to the sins 
of thought which she with averted face shamefully owned to 
bavinjE{ entertained. She was disappointed that he aid not warn 
her with the lost of her soul, that he did nut invent specious 
expedients for her use, whereby the Evil One might be sucosssfully 
checked. 

One Sunday morning the servant told Mr. Innes that Miss 
Evelyn had left a little earlier, as she was going to Communion. 
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She remained in church for High MasSi and when chided for such 
long abstinence, she smiled sadly and said tfait she did not think 
that it would do her much harm. Durii]j|^'6)e following week 
he noticed that she hardly touched breakfaii; and the only reason 
she gave was that she thought she woufil^like to fast. No, she 
had not obtained leave from her confessor; she had not even 
consulted him. She, of course, knew that she was not obliged 
to fast, not being of age ; but she was not doing any work ; she 
had no pupils; the concert had been postponed; she thought 
she would like to fast. Father and daughter looked at each other ; 
they felt that they did not understand, that there was nothing to 
be done, and Mr. Innes put his fiddle into its case and went to 
London, deeply concerned about his daughter, and utterly unable 
to arrive at any conclusion. 

She fasted, and she broke through her hist, and as Lent drew 
to a close she asked her father if she might make a week^s retreat 
in a convent at Wimbledon where she l^d some friends. There 
was no need for her at home ; it would be at least change of air 
and she pressed him to allow her to go. He feared the influence 
the convent might have upon her, and admitted that his selfish¬ 
ness was largely accountable for this religious reaction. No 
doubt she wanted change, she was looking very poorly. He 
spoke of the sea, but who was to take her to Brighton or Margate ? 
'Jlic convent seemed the only solution of the difficulty, and he 
had to consent to her departure. 

The retreat was to last four dap, but Evelyn begged that 
she might stay on till Easter Tuesday. This would j^ve her a 
dear week away from home, and the improvement that this little 
change wrought in her was surprising. The convent had made 
her cheeks fair as roses, and given her back all her sunny happi¬ 
ness and abundant conversation. She delighted in telling her 
father of her week’s experience. For four days she had not 
spoken (perhaps that was the reason she was talking so much now), 
and during these four days they were nearly always in chapel; 
but somehow it hadn't seemed long, the services were so beautiful. 
The nuns wore grey serge robes and head-dresses, the novices 
white head-dresses ; what had struck her roost was the expression 
of happy content on their faces. 

*' 1 wish, father, you had seen them come into church—their 
long robes and beautiful white faces. 1 don’t think there is 
anything as beautiful as a nun.*’ 

The mother prioress was a small woman, with an eager manner. 
She looked so unimportant that Evelyn had wonderra why she 
bad been chosen, but the moment she spoke you came under the 
spdl of her keen, grey eyes and CKar voice. . . . Mother 
l^ilippa, the mistress of the novices, was quite difierent—stout 
ihd middlc-agcd, and she wore spectacles. She was beautiful not¬ 
withstanding ; her goodness was like a soft light upon her fiwe. 
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. . . Evelyn paused. She could not find woxds to descfibe 
her; at last sm said~ 

** When the comes into the room, I always feel happy.'* 

She could not say which she liked the better, out branched 
off into a description of the Carmelite who bad given the retreat— 
a strong, eagle-faced man, with thin hair drawn hack from his 
forehead, and intenise eyes. He wore sandals, and his white 
frock was tied with a leather belt, and every word he spoke had 
entered into her heart. He gave the meditations, which were 
held in the darkened library. They could not see each other's 
faces ; they could only see the white figure at the end of the room. 

She had had her m<^s in the parlour with two other ladies who 
had come to the convent for the retreat. They were both elderly 
women, and Evelyn fancied that they belonged to the grandest 
society. She could tell that by their voices. The one she liked 
best had miite white hair, and her expression U'as almost that of 
a nun. She was tall, very stout, and walked with a stick. On 
Easter Sunday this old lady had asked her if she would care to come 
into the garden with her. It was such a beautiful morning, she 
said, that it would do both of them good. The old lady w^ked 
very slowly with her stick. But though Evelyn thought that she 
must be at least a countess, she did not think she was very rich— 
she had probably lost her money. The black dress she wore was 
thin and almost threadbare, and it was a little too long for her; 
she held it up in her left hand as she walked—a most beautiful 
hand for an old woman. Both these ladies had been very kind 
to her; she had often walked with them in the garden—a fine 
old garden. There were tall, shady trees ; these were sprinkled 
with the first tiny leaves; and the currant and raspberry bushes 
were ail out. And there was a fishpond swarming with f^old fish, and 
they were so tame that they took bread from the novices* hands. 

The conversation had begun about the convent, and after 
speaking of its good sisters, the old lady, whose hair was quite 
white, had asked Evelyn alwut herself. Had she ever thought 
of being a nun ? Evelyn had answered that she had not. She 
had never considered the question whether she had a vocation. 

... She had been brought up to believe that she was going on 
the stage to sing grand opera. 

** It is hardly for me to advise you. But I know how dangei* 
ous the life of an opera singer is. I shall pray God that ile may 
watch over you. Promise me always to remember our holy 
religion. It it tne only thing we have that is worth having; 
all the rest passes." 

** Father, we were close by the edge of the fishpond, and all 
the greedy fish swarmed to t^ surface, thinking we had come to 
feed them. She said, * I cannot walk further without resting; 
come, my dear, let me sic down on that bendi, and do you sing 
me a little song, very low, so that no one shall bear you but 1? 
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I sang her * John, ccMne kiss me now/ and she said, * My dear, 
you have a bnutiAil voice, 1 piay that you make good use of it.* ** 

But not in one day could all Evelyn's convent experiences be 
related, and it was not until the end of the week that Evel 3 m told 
how Mother Philippa, at the end c£ a long talk in which she had 
spoken to Evelyn al^ut the impulses w'hich had led her to embrace 
a religious life (sbe bad been twenty years in this convent), had 
taken her upstairs to the inBrmary to see Sister Bonaventure, an 
American girl, only twenty-one, who was dying of consumption. 
She lay on a couch in grey robes, her hands and face waxen white, 
and a smile of happy resignation on her lips and in her eyes. 

** But,** exclaim^ Evelyn, ** they told me sbe would die within 
the fortnight, so she may be dead now ; if not to-day, to-morrow 
or after. I hadn’t thought of that. ... 1 shall never forget her, 
every few minutes she coughed—that horrible cough 1 I thought 
she was going to die before mv eyes, but in tlK intervals she 
chattered and even laughed, and no word of complaint escaped 
her. She was only twenty-one . . . had known nothing of 
life ; all was unknown to her, except God, and she was going to 
Heaven. She seemed quite happy, yet to me it seemed the saddest 
tight in the world. . . . She’ll be buried in a few days in the 
sunniest comer of the garden, away from the house—that is their 
graveyard. The mother Prioress, the founder of the convent, 
is buried there; a little dedicatory chapel has been built, and 
on the green turf, tall wooden crosses mark the graves of six 
nuns ; next week there’ll be one more cross.” 

The conversation paused, and Evelyn sat looking into the 
comer of the room, her large clear eyes wide open and fixed. 
Presently she said— 

*' Father, I’ve often thought I should like to be a nun.” 

** You a nun i And with that voice I ” 

She looked at him, smiling a little. 

” What matter?” 

” What matter I Have you not thought—but I understand; 
you mean that your voice is wasted here, that we shall never have 
the means to go abroad. . . . But wc shall.” 

” Father, dear, 1 wasn’t thinking of that. I do believe that 
means will be found to send me abroad to study. But what 
then ? Shall I be happy ?” 

** Fame, fortune, art I ** 

** Those nuns have none of those things, and they are happy. 
As that old lady said their happiness comes from within.” 

” And you’ll be happy with those things, as happy as they are 
without them. You^re in a melancholy mood; come, we’ll 
think of the work before us. I’ve decided that we give our con¬ 
cern the week after next. That will give us ten clear days.** 

fie entered into the reasons whicn had induced him to fpvc 
thia concert. But Evelyn had heard all about the firm of muskal 
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pablisben, who possibly mi^ht ask him to brin^ up the old 
xnstrotnents to London, and give a concert in a fashionable West* 
end hall. Seeing that she was not listening, he broke off his 
narrative with the remark that he had received a letter that morn¬ 
ing from Sir Owen. 

** Is he coming home ? I thought he was going round the 
world and would not be back for a year.** 

** He has changed his mind. This letter was posted at Malta-*- 
a most interesting letter it is **; and while Mr. Innes read Sir 
Owen's account of the discovery of the musical text of an ancient 
hymn which had been unearthed in his presence, Evelyn won¬ 
dered if he had come home for her or—the thought entered her 
heart with a pang—if he had come home for the red-haired woman. 
Mr. Innes stopp^ suddenly in his reading, and asked her of what 
she was thinking. 

** Nothing, father.” 

** You don’t seem to take any interest. The text is incomplete, 
and some notes have been conjecrurally added by a French 
musician.** But much more interesting to Evelyn was his account 
of the storm that had overtaken his yacht on the coast of Asia 
Minor. He had had to take his turn at the helm, all the sailors 
being engaged at the sails, and, with the waves breaking over him, 
he had kept her head to the wind for more than two hours. 

**1 can hardly fancy him braving the elements, can you, 
Evelyn ? ** 

*' 1 don't know, father,'* she said, startled by the question, for 
at that moment she had seen him in imagination as clearly as if 
be were present. She had seen him leaning against the door¬ 
post, a half-cvnical, half-kindly smile floating through his gold 
moustache. Do you think he will like the music you are going 
to give at the next concert ? He is coming, I suppose ? ** 

** It is just possible be may arrive in time ; but 1 should hardly 
think so. I've written to invite him; he’ll like the music; it 
is the most interesting programme we’ve had—an unpublished 
sonata bjy Bach—one of the most interesting, too. If that is 
not good enough for him—by the way, have you looked through 
that sonata ? ” 

** No. father, but T will do so this afternoon.** 

And while oiactising the sonata, Evelyn felt as if life had begtm 
a^n. The third movement of the sonata was an exquisite piece 
of musical colour, and, if she played it properly, he could not fail 
to come and congratulate her. . . . But he would not be here 
in time for the coiKcrt . . . not unless he came straight through, 
and he would not do that after having nearly escapea shipwreck. 
She was sure he would not arrive in time, but the possibility that 
he might gave her additional interest in the sonata, and every day, 
all through the week, she disooveied more and more surprising 
beauties in it. 



CHAPTER FOUR 


She was alone in the music<room reading a piece of music, 
and her back was to the door when he cnterra. She hardly 
recognised him, tired and tossed as he was by long journeying, 
and his grey ciavellii^ suit was like a disguise. 

“ Is tlut vou. Sir Owen ? . . . You’ve come back ? ” 

** Come back, yes, 1 have come back. I travelled straight 
through from Marseilles, a pretty stiff journey. . . . We were 
nearly shipwrecked off Marseilles.” 

** I thought it was off the coast of Asia Minor ? ” 

” I’hat was another storm. We have had rough weather 
lately.” 

Tne music dropped from her hand, and she stood looking 
at him, for he sto<xl before her like an ancient seafarer. His grey 
tweed suit buttoned tightly about him set off every line or his 
spare figure. His light brown hair was tossed all over his head, 
and she could not reconcile this rough traveller with the elegant 
fribble whom she had hitl-icrto known as Sir Owen. But she 
liked him in this grey suit, dusty after long travel. He was 
picturesque and remote as a legend. A smile was on his lips; 
It showed through the frizzled moustache, and his eyes sparkled 
with pleasure at sight of her. , 

” But why did you travel straight through ? You might have 
slept at Marseilles or Paris.” 

One of these days 1 will tell you about the gale. I wonder 
1 om not at the bottom of that treacherous sea; it did blow my 
poor old yacht al-K)ut—1 thought it was her last cruise ; and when 
we got to the hotel 1 was handed your father’s letter. As 1 did 
not want to miss the concert, 1 came straight through.” 

” You must be very fund df music.” 

** Yes, 1 am. . . . Music can be beard anywhere, but your 
voice can only be heard at Dulwich.” 

** Was it to hear me sing that you came back ? ** 

She had spoken unaw'ares, and felt that the question was a 
foolish one, and w'as trembling lest he should be inwardly laughing 
at her. But the earnest expression into which his little grey eyes 
^(mcentrated reassured her. She seemed to lose herseu a little, 
to drift into a sort of dream in which even he seemed to recede, 
and so intense and personal was her sensation that she could not 
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his tsk of adventuie. It was an efibit to listen to it at 
that moment, and she said— 

**But you must be died, you’ve not had a proper, night’s 
sleep ... for a week.” 

’’I’m not very tired, I slept in the train, but I'm hungry. 
I've not had anything since ten o’clock this morning. There 
was no dme to get an^hing at Victoria. I was told that the next 
train for Dulwi^ started in five minutes. 1 left my valet to take 
my trunks home; he will bring my evening clothes on here for 
tbe concert. Can you let me have a room to dress in ? ** 

' Of course ; but you must have something to cat,” 

I thought of going round to the inn and having a chop.” 

We hM a beefsteak pudding for dinner; 1 wonder if you 
could eat beefsteak pudding ? 

** There’s nothing better?* 

"Warmed up?’^ 

" Yes, warmra up.” 

** Then I may run and tell Margaret ? 

** I shall be much obliged if you wUL” 

She liked to wait upon him, and her pleasure quickened when 
she banded him bread or poured out ale, making it foam in the 
glass, for refreshment after his long journey; and when she sat 
opposite, her eyes fixed on him, and he told her his tale of 
adventure, her happy flushed face reminded him of that exquisite 
promise, the pink almond blossom showing through the wintry 
wood. 

" So you didn’t believe me when 1 said that it was to hear 
you sing that I came back ? " 

" That you renounced your trip round the world ? ” 

"Yes, 1 renounced my trip round the world to hear you 
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ung. 

She did not answer, and he put the question again. 

"1 can understand that there might be sufficient reason for 
your giving up your trip round tm world. 1 thought that 
perhaps—no, 1 cannot say-” 

They had been thinking of each other, and had taken up their 
interest in each other at their last thoughts rather than at their 
last words. She was more conscious of the reason of their 
sudden intimacy than he was, but he too felt that they had advanced 
a long way in their knowledge of each other, and their intuition 
was so much in advance of facts that they sat looking at each 
other embarrassed, their words unable to keep pace with their 
perceptions. 

Evelyn suddenly felt as if she were being borne forward, but 
at that moment her fitther entered. 

"Father, Sir Owen wai famishing wlwn he arrived. He 
wanted to go to the inn and eat a chop, but 1 persuaded him to 
rtop and have some beefsteak pudding.” 
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ain fo glad . . . you’ve arrived just in rime. Sir Owen. 
The concert is to-night.” 

** He came atraignt through without stopping; be has not 
been home. So» father, you will never be able to say again that 
your concerts are not appreciated.” 

** VC'cll, I don't think that you will be disappointed. Sir Owen. 
This is one of the most interesting programmes we have had. 
You remember Ferzaboscu's pavane which you liked so 
much—” 

Margaret announced the arrival of Sir Owen’s valet, and 
while Mr. Innes begged of Sir Owen not to put himself to the 
trouble of dressing, Owen wondered at his own folly in yielding 
to a sudden caprice to see the girl. However, he did not regret; 
she was a prettier girl than ^ had thought, and her welcome 
was the pleasantest thing that had happen^ to him for many a 
day. 

** My poor valet, I am afraid, is quite borj df combai. He was 
dreadfully ill while wc were beating up against that gale, and the 
long tram journey has about fimshed him. At Victoria he 
looked more dead than'alive.” 

Evelyn went out to see this pale victim of sea sickness and 
expedirion. She offered him dinner and then tea, but he said 
he had had all he could cat at the refreshment bars, and struggled 
upstairs with the portmanteau of his too exigent master. 

A few of her guests had already arrived, and Evelyn was 
talking to Father Kailston when Sir Owen came into the room. 

” 1 shall not want you again to-night,” he said, turning towards 
the door to speak to his vriet. ” Don't sit up for me, and don't 
call me lo-mortow before ten.” 

She had not yet had time to speak to Owen of a dream which 
she had dreamed a few nights before, and in which she was much 
interested. She had seen him borne on the top of a huge wave, 
clinging to a piece of wreckage, alone in the solitary circle of the 
sea. But Owen, when he came downstairs dressed for the 
concert, looked no Icmgcr like a seafarer. He wore an em¬ 
broidered waistcoat, his necktie was tied in a butterfly bovr, and 
the three pearl studs, which she remembered, fastened the per¬ 
fectly-fitting shirt. She was a little disappointed, and thought 
that she liked him better in the rough grey suit, with his hair 
tossed, just come out of his travelling cap. Now it was bmshed 
about bis ears, and it glistened as u from some application of 
briJliantinc or other toilet essence. Now he was more prosaic, 
but he had been cxtiaordinarily romantic when be ran in to sec 
her, his grey travelling cap just stiatched from his head. It was 
then she should have told him her dream. All this was a very 
faint impression, half humorous, half regretful, it passed, almost 
without her being aware cf it, in the l:^kgrcmnd of her mind. 
But she was kec^y disappointed that be was not impressed by 
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ber dream, and was inclined to consider it in the light of a mete 
coincidence. In the drat place, he hadn't been shipwrecked, 
and that she should dream of shipwreck was most natural stn« 
she knew that he had gone a-seafaring. and any gust of wind in 
the street was encmgh to excite the icka of a castaway in the 
unclosed cellular tissues of her brain. She did not answer, and 
he stood trying to force an answer from her, but she could not, 
nor did she wish to think that her dream was no more than a 
merely ph>'siological phenomentm. But juat at that moment 
Mr. Innes was waiting to speak to Sir Owen. 

He had a great de^ to sav on the subject of the disgraceful 
neglect of the present Royal l^amily in not publishing the works 
of their single artistic ancestor, Henry Vllt. Up to the present 
time none of his numerous writings, except one anthem played 
in the Chapel at Windsor, was imown; the pieces that were 
going to be played that evening lay in MS. in the British Museum, 
and had probably not been hurd for two, maybe three hundred 
years. Encouraged by Sir Owen's sympathy, he referred again, 
in his speech to his audience, to the indiderence of the present 
Royal Family to art, and he added that it was strange that he 
should be doing at Dowlands what the Queen or the Prince of 
Wales should have done long ago, namely, the publication of 
their ancestor's work with all the prestige that their editorship or 
their patronage could f^ivc it. 

** 1 must go," she said ; " they are waiting for me." 

She took ner place among the viol players and began plaving; 
but she had forgotten to tune her instrument, and her &ther 
stopped the performance. She looked at him, a little frightened, 
and laughed at her mistake. The piece they were playing was 
by Henry V1I1„ a masterpiece, Mr. Innes had declared it to be, 
so, to stop the performance on account of Evelyn's viola da 
munba, and then to hear her play worse than he had ever heard 
her play before, was very disappointing. 

** What is the matter ? Arra't you well ? I never heard you 
play so badlv." 

He hopra that abe would ^y better in the next piece, and he 


besought her with a look before he signed to the players to 
begin. She resolved not to think of Owen, and she plaved so 
ww that the next piece was applauded. Except for ber father's 
sake she cared very little how sm played; she tried to play well 
to please him, but she was anxious to sing wcU—she was singing 
for herself and for Owen, which was tte same thing'^-ond she 
tang beautifully in the King's madrigal and the two son« 
accompanied by the lute —** 1 loathe wbiu I did love," and " My 
lytell pretty one," both anonymous, composed in 15 x 0 , and 
oisooveted by Mr. Innes in the British Museum. The musical 
intereat two songs was slight, and Owen reflected chat 

all Mr. lones't ditooveries at the British Museum were not of 
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equal jjmpoitance. But she had sung divinely, and he thought 
how he should praise her at the end of the concert. 

Evelyn hoped he would tell her that she had sung better than 
she had sung on the fatal night of the party in Berkeley Square. 
This was what she wished him to say, and she wished it panly 
because she knew that that was what he would say. That par^ 
had not yet been spoken of, but she felt sure it would be, for it 
seemed a decisive ^>int in their lives. 

She was not playing in the next two pieces—^fantasies for 
treble and tenor viols—and she sat in the l^ckground, catching 
glimpses of Owen between the hands and the li^ds the vied 
players, and over the rims of their instruments. She sat apart, 
not bearing a note of the music, absorbed in herself, a little 
exaltation ^oat in her brain, her flesh glowing as in the warmth 
of an inward Arc, her whole instinct telling her that Owen had 
not come back for the red-haired woman ; he had gone away 
for her, perhaps, but he had not come back for her—of that she was 
sure. In spite of herself, the conviction was forced upon her 
that the future was for her. I’hc red-haired lady was a past 
which he would tell her some day, and that day she knew to be 
not very far distant. 

The programme was divided into two parts, and after the 
first, there was a little interval during which tea and cake were 
handed round. Evelyn helped to hand them round, and when 
she held the ctdcc tray to Ouen, she raised her eyes and they 
looked at each other, and in that interval it almost seemed as if 
they kissed each other. 

I’hcy met again at the end of the concert, and she waited 
anxiously for him to speak. He told her, as she expected he 
would, that she had sung to-night much better than she had sung 
at his party. But they were surrounded by people seeking their 
coats and umbrellas; it was impossible to speak without being 
overheard ; he had told her that she had sung to his satisfaction; 
that was sutHcicnt, and they felt that all had been said, and that 
they understood each other perfectly. 

As she lay in bed, the thought came that he might write to 
her a letter asking her to meet him, to keep an appointment. 
But she w'ould have to refuse, it would be wrong; but it was 
not wrong to think about it. He would be there before her; 
the moment he saw her coming his eyes would light up in a 
smile, and they would walk on together some little way without 
spea^g. Then he would say, ** Dearest, there will be a carriage 
waiting at the comer of the road —and then ? She could ace 
his face and his tall, thin figure, she could picture it all so disdnolv 
that it was almost the same as if it were ^ppening. All be saio, 

WHdl as all she said, kept pouring in up<m her brain withcait 
a missing word, and she hugged hersetf in the delight of these 
imaginings, and the hours went by without weariness for btt. 
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She lay, her arms folcfed, thinking, thinking, seeing him dirou^ 
the darkness. 

He came to see them the folloudng day. Her father 'vas there 
all the time, but to hear and see him was almost enoo^ for her. 
She seemed to lose sight of everything and to be engulfed in 1^ 
own ioy. XKlien he had gone awav she remembered the smile 
which had lit up some pretty thought of her; her ears were full 
of his voice, and she heard the lilt that charmed her whenever 
she pleased. Then she asked herself the meaning of some casual 
renurk, and her mind repeated all he had said liliw a phonograph. 
She alx^y knew his habitual turns of speech; they bad M^n 
to apprar in her own conversation, and ail that was not connected 
with hip) lost interest for her. Once or twice during the week 
she went to bed early so that she might not fancy her father 
was looking at her whUe she thought of Owen. 

Owen called at the end of the week—the V^agfieriM Rtvitm 
always supplied him with sufficient excuse for a visit—but he 
had to spend his visit in discussing the text of a Greek hymn 
which he had seen disinterred in Greece. She was sorry for him, 
sorrier than she was for herself, for she could always find him 
in her thoughts. . . . She wondered if he could find her as 
vividly in his thoughts as she settled herself (the next day was 
Sunday) in the comer of her pew, resolved from the beginning 
not to hear a word of the sermon, but to think of Owen the whole 
time. She wanted to hear why he had left England so suddenly, 
and why he had leturr^ so suddenly. She was sure that she 
and the red-haired lady were the cause of one or the other, and 
that neither was the cause of both. These two facts served for a 
warp upon which she could weave endless mental embroideries, 
tales as real as the tales of old tapestry, talcs of love and jealousy, 
and unexpected meetings, in which she and Owen and the red- 
haired lady met and re-met. Whilst Father Railston was preach¬ 
ing, these tales flowed on and on, subtle as silk, illusive as evening 
tinted clouds; and it was not until she bad exhausted her fancy, 
and Owen had made one more fruitless visit to Dulwich, that she 
began to scheme how she might see him alone. There was so 
t^ they could only tiuk about if they were alone; and 
then she wanted so much to hear the story oTthe red-haired lady. 
If she did not contrive an opportunity for being with him alone, 
she might never hear why he had len England for a trip round 
the w(»ld. and had returned suddenly from the Mediterranean. 
She fdt that, however difficult and however wrong it might be, 
she must find this opportunity. She thought of asking him the 
hour of the tiain by which he generally came to Dulwich, so that 
she n^ht meet him in the station. Other schemes cawc into 
her mii^ but she could think of nothing that was fust right. 

But one day, as she was running to post a letter, she saw Owen, 
more beautifully dressed than ever, coming towaid her. Her 
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feet and her heart atood still, for she wore her old tnoming gow n 
and a pair of old house slippers. But he had already seen her 
and was lifting his hat, and with easy effrontery he told her that 
he had come to Dulwich to consult her father about the Greek 


hymn. 

But father is at St. Joseph's,*' she sud, and then she stopped; 
and then, before she saw bis smile, she kn^ why be had come to 
Dulwich so early. 

The shadows of the leaves on the pavement drew a pretty pattern 
for their feet, and they strolled meditatively through the sub¬ 
dued sunlight, 

" Why did you stop and look so startled when you saw 
me ?" 

“ Because I am so badly dressed; my old house slippers and 
this—" 


"You look very well—dress matters nothing." 

" No one would gather your opinions from your appearance." 

Owen laughed, and admired tlK girl's wit. 

" Do you want to see father very much about the Greek 
hymn ? ” 

" Well," he said, and he looked at her qucstioningly, and not 
liking (o tell her in so many words that he had come to Dulwich 
to see her, he entered into the question of the text of the hymn, 
which was imperfect. Many notes were missing, and had been 
coniccturally added by a French musician, and he had wished to 
consult Mr. Inncs about them. So a good deal of time was wasted 
in c(»nversation in which neither was interested. Before they were 
aware, they were at Dcjwlands, and with an accent of regret in 
her voice, which Owen noticed with pleasure, she held out her 
band and said good-bye. 

" Arc you very busy, then, are you expecting a pupil ? ’’ 

" No, 1 have nothing to do." 

" I'hcn why should we say good-bye ? It is hardly worth 
while getting up so early in the morning to discuss the text of 
an ancient Greek hymn." 

His frankness was unexpected, and it pleased her. 

" No, 1 don't suppose it is ; Greek music at eleven o'clock in 
the morning would be a little trying." 

A delicious sense of humour lit up in her eyes, and he felt bis 
interest in her advance a further stag& 

" If you have nothing to do we might go to the picture gallery. 
There is a wonderful Watteau —** 


" VC atteau at eleven, Greek hymn at one.'* 

But she felt, all the same, that she would give everything to go 
to the picture gallery with him. 

m *' Out I am not dnHued, this is an old thing I wear in the morn¬ 
ing : not that there would be many people tMrc, only die curator 
and a girl copying at eleven in the morning.** 
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** But ii your fitther coming bock at one ?** 

« Why do you auk?" 

** Because you said Greek hymn at one. The time will pass 
^cldy between eleven and one. You need not change your 
ctress.** 

Then, with an expressive little glance which went straif^t to 
his heart, she noted his fastidious dress, the mauve necktie, the 
perfectly 6tting morning coat buttoned across the chest, the ycUow- 
Dfown trousers, and tM long laced boots, half of patent and half 
' of tan coloured leather. 

** 1 could not walk about with you in this dress and hat, but 1 
sha'n't keep you long.'* 

W^iie he waited he congratulated himself on the moment when 
he had determined to abandon his tour round the world, and 
come back to seek Evelyn Inner at Dulwich. 

" She is much nicer, a hundred times more exciting than 1 
thought. Poetry, sympathy, it is like living in a dream.” He 
asked himself if he liked her better than Georgina, and answered 
himself that he did ; but deep down in his heart he knew that the 
other woman had given him deeper and mote poignant emotions, 
and he knit his brows, for he hated Georgina. 

Owen was the first temptation in Evelyn's life, and it carried 
her forward with the force of a swirling river. She tried to 
think, but thoughts failed her, suid she hooked her black cloth 
skirt and thrust her arms into her black cloth jacket with puffed 
sleeves. She opened her wardrobe, and wondered which bat he 
would like, chose one, and hastened downstairs. 

” You've not been long . . . you look very nice. Yes, that 
is an improvement.’* 

His notice of her occasioned in her a little flutter of joy, a little 
exaltation of the senses, and she walked on without speaking, 
deep in her pleasure, and as the sensation died she became aware 
that she was very happy. The quiet silence of the Spring morning 
conesponded to her mood, and the rustle of last year's leaves 
communicated a delicious emotion which seemed to sing in the 
currents of her blood, and a little madness danced in Mr brain 
at the ordinary sight eff nature. ** This way,” she said, and they 
turned into a uuie which almost looked like country. There were 
hedges and fields; and the sunlight dossed amid the cows, and 
over the branches of the high elm the Spring was already shakirfg 
a soft green dust. There were nests in the bare bought—whether 
last year's or tb^s year's was not certain. Further on there was 
a stile, and she thought that she would like to lean upon it and 
look straight through the dim flelds, gathering; the meaning 
which th^ seemed to express.^ She wcmcrcd if Owen felt as 
she did, if he shared her admiration of the sunlight which fell 
about tte stile through the woven branches, making round whke 
•pots on the roadway. 
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** So you were surprised to hear chat I had oiven up my trip 
round the world ? " 

** 1 was surprised to hear you had given it up so that you might 
hear me sing." 

" You think a man incapable of giving up anything for a 
woman ? ” 

He was trembling, and his voice was confused ; experience did 
not alter him; on the verge of an avowal he was nervous as a 
schoolboy. He watched to see if she were moved, but she did 
not seem to be; he waited for her to contest the point he had 
raised, but her reply, which was quite different, took him aback. 

" You say you came back to hear me sing. Was it not for 
another woman that you went away ? 

" Yes, but how did you know ? " 

" The woman with the red hair who was at your party ? ” 

The talc of a past love affair often served Owen as a plank of 
transition to another. He told her the talc. It seemed to him 
extraordinary because it had happened to him, and it seemed to 
Hveiyn very extraordinary because it was her first experience of 
the ways of love. 

“ llicn it was she who got tired of you ? Why did she get 
tired of you ? " 

" Why anything ? Why did she fall in love with me ? " 

" Is it, then, the same thinu ? " 

He judged it necessary to dissemble, and he advanced the theory 
which he always made use of on thcvse occasions^—that women 
were more capricious than men, that so far as his experience 
counted for anything, he had invariably been thrown over. 
The object of this theory was two-fold. It impressed his listener 
with an idea of his fidelity, which was essential if she were a woman. 
It also suggested that he had inspired a large number of caprices, 
thereby Ik gratified his vanity and inspired hope in the lady that 
as a lover he would prove equal to her desire. It also helped to 
establish the moral atmosphere in which an intrigue might develop. 

" Did you love her very much ? " 

'* Yes, I was crazv about her. If I badn*t been, should I have 
rushed off in my old yacht for a tour round the world ? " 

He felt the light of romance fall upon him, and this, he thought, 
was how he ou^ht to appear to her. 

Yet he was sincere. He admired Evelyn, he thought he might 
like to be her lover, and he regarded their present talk as s neces¬ 
sary subterfuge, the habitual comedy in which we live. So, 
when Evelyn asked him if he still loved Georgina, he answered 
that he hated her, which was only ps^ly true; and when she 
asked him if he would go back to her if she were to invite him, 
he said that nothing in the world would induce him to do so, 
^Hiiich was wholly untrue, though he would not admit it to him- 
aeif. He knew t^t if Georgina were to hold up her little finger be 
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would leave Evelyn without a second thought, howevcf foolish 
he n^ht know suw conduct to be. 

** why did you not marry her when she was in love with 
you ? ** 

** You can love a woman very well indeed without wanting to 
marry her; besides, she is married. But are you sure we're 
going right ? . * . Is this the way to the picture gallery ? " 

** Oh, the picture gallery, 1 had forgotten. Wc have passed 
it a long while.” 

They turned and went back, and, in the silence, Owen con- 
sidereu if he had not been too abrupt. His dealings with women 
had always been conducted with the same honour that charac¬ 
terised his dealings on the turf, but he need not have informed her 
so early in their acquaintanceship of bis vow of celibacy. While 
he thought bow he might retrieve his slight indiscretion, she 
struggled in a little crisis of soul. Owen's words, tone of voice, 
manner were explicit; she could not doubt that he hoped to 
induce her to leave her father, and she felt that she ought not to 
see him any more. She must see him, she must go out to walk 
with him, and her will fluttered like a feather m space. She 
remcmbcied with a gasp that he was the only thing between her¬ 
self and Dulwich, and at the same moment he decided that he 
could not do better chan to suggest to her that her lather was 
sacrificing her to his ambitions. 

** 1 wonder,*' he said, assuming a meditative air, ** what will 
become of you ? Eventually, I mean.” 

” What ao you think ? ** Her eagerness told him that he had 
struck the right note. 

** You have grown up in an atmosphere of great music, far 
removed from the tendencies of our day. You have received 
from your father an extraordinary musical education. He has 
prepared you on all points but one for your career, he has not 
developed your voice ; his ambition intervened-” 

” You must not say that. Father does not allow his ambition 
to interfere with his duties regarding nu;. You only think that 
because you do not know him; you don't know all the difficulties 
he has to contend with.” 

Owen smiled inwardly, pleased at the perception be had shown 
in divining her feelings, and he congtatiilated himself on having 
sown some slight seed of discontent; and then, as if he were 
withdrawing, or at lesutt attenuating, the suggestion he had thrown 
out, he said— 

” Anyone can see that you and your father are very attached 
to each other.” 

” Can they ? ” 

” You always like to be near him, and your favourite attitude 
is with your hand on his shoulder.” 

” So many people have noticed that. Yes, 1 am very fond of 
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father. We were always very fond of each other, but now we are 
more like pals than father and daughter.** 

He encouraged her to talk of herself, to tell him the story of 
her childhood, and how she and' her father formed this great 
friendship. Evclyn*s story of her mother*s death would rave 
interestea him if he had been able to bestow suAicient attention 
upon it, but the intricacy of the intri^e he was entering upon 
engrossed his thoughts. Thete were her love of her father, her 
duty towards him, and her piety to be overcome. Against these 
three considerable influences there were her personu ambition 
and her love of him. A very evenly matched game, he thought, 
and for nothing in the world would he have missed this love 
adventure. 

At that moment the words, ** A few days later she died,** 
caught on his car. So he called all the sorrow and reverence he 
could into his eyes, sighed, and raised his eyebrows expressing 
such philosophic resignation in our mortal lot as might siiflice 
to excuse a change in the conversation. 

** That is the picture gallery,** Evelyn said, pointing to a low 
brick building, almost hidden at the back of a weli>kept garden. 
The unobtrusive doorway was covered with a massive creeper, 
just beginning to emerge from its winter’s rest. ** Do you 
care to go in ? '* she sain negligently. 

'* You know the pictures so wcU, I am afraid they will bore 
you.** 

** No, I should Like to see them with you.** 

He could see that her aesthetic taste had been absorbed by 
music, and that pictures meant nothing to her, but they meant a 
great deal to him, and, unable to resist the temptation, he 
said— 

*' Let us go in for a little while, though it does seem a pity to 
waste this b^utiful Spring day.** 

There was an official who took her parasol and his cane, and 
they were impressed by the fact of having to write their names 
side by side in the book—Sir Owen Asher, Evelyn Innes. 

^ pushing through the swing-door, they found themselves 
in a small room hung with the Dutch school. There were other 
rooms, some four or five, opening one into the other, and lighted 
so that the light fell sideways on to the pictures. Owen praised 
the architecture. It was, he said, the most perfectly-constructed 
little gallery he had ever seen, and he ought to know, for he. had 
seen every gallery in Europe, But he had not been here for 
many years and bad quite forgotten it. *' A veritable radikdon 
of masterpieces,** he said, stepping aside to see one. But the 
girl was the greater attraction, and only half satisfied he returned 
p to her, and when the attraction of the pictures grew irresistible 
he tried to engage her attention in their beauties, so that he might 
be allowed to enjoy them. To hb ■urptise and pteaame the 
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renurkt he had hazarded provoked an extraordinary interest In 
her, and she begged of him to tell her mote about the paintings. 
He was not without suspicion that the pictures were a secondary 
interest; but as it was dear that to bear him talk excited her 
admiration, he favoured her with all he knew regarding the Dutdi 
school. She followed attentive as a peahen, he sptMuling a 
gorgeous tdl of accumulated information. He asked if the oark 
Mckground in Cu 3 ^*s picture, White Horse and the 

Riding School," was not admirable? And that old woman 
peeling onions in her little kitchen, painted by a modem would 
be realistic and vulgar; but the Dutchman knew that by light 
and shade the meanest subject could be made as romantic as a 
fairy tale. As dreamers and thinkers they did not compare with 
the Italians, but as painters they were ecjual to any. They were 
the first to introduce the trivialities of daily life into Art—^ toil 
of the held, the gross pleasures of the tavern. ** Look at these 
boors drinking; they are by Ostade. Are they not admirably 
drawn and painted ? Brick>making in a Landscape, by Teniers 
the younger. Won't you look at this ? How beuitiful I 
How interesting is its grey sky I Here are a set of pictures by 
Wouvermans—pictures of hawking. Here is a Brouwer, a very 
rare Dutch master, a very fine example too. And here is a 
Gerard Dow. Miss Innes, will you look at this composition ? 
Is it not admirable ? That rich curtain hung across toe room, 
how beautifully painted, how sonorous in colour." 

" Ah! she's playing a virginal I" said Evelyn, suddenly. 
" She is like me, playing and thinking df other things. You can 
see she is not thmkmg of the music. She is thinking ... she 
is thinking of the world outside." 

This pleased him, and he said, " Yes, I suppose it is like your 
life; it is full of the same romance and myste^." 

" What romance, what mystery ? Tell me." 

They sat down on the bench in the third room, opposite the 
colonriisde by Watteau, to which his thoughts frrauently went, 
while telling her how, when cruising among the Greek islands, 
he had oftm seen htf, sometimes sitting in the music-room 
playing the virginal, sometimes walking in the ornamental puk 
un^ a wet, grey sky, a somewhat desolate figure hurrying 
through shadows of storm. • 

" fmw Strang you should think all that. It is quite true. I 
often walked fai due hateful park." 

** You will never be djle to stand another winter in Dulwich." 

She raised her eyes, and be nocked with an inward glee their 
little frightened look. 

" I tl^gbc of you In that ornamental park watching London 
from the crest ot the hill; and 1 thought London—great, 
unconscious London—waiting to be awakened with the oiime 
of your voke." 
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She turned bee heed aside, overcome by bis praise, and he exulted, 
seeing the soft rose tint mount into the whiteness o£ her face. 

** You must not say such things to me. How you do know 
how to praise I '* 

** You don't realise how wonderful you are." 

** You should not say such things, for if they are not true, 1 
shall be so miserable." 

" Of course they are true,** he said, hushing his voice; and 
in his exultation there was a savour of cruelty. " You don't 
realise how wonderful your story is. As 1 sailed through the 
Greek Isles, I thought less and less of that horrid, red-haired 
woman; your face, dim at first, grew clearer and dearer. . . . 
All my thoughts, all things converged to you and were absorbed 
in you, until, one day on the deck, 1 felt that you were unhappy ; 
the knowledge came, how and whence 1 know not; 1 only know 
that the impulse to return was irresistible. 1 called to the skipper, 
and told him to put her head about." ■ 

" Then you did think of me whilst you were away ? ** 

Evelyn looked at him with her soft, female eyes, and meeting 
his keen, bright, male ^es, she drew away from him with a little 
dread. Immediately after, this sensation of dread gave way to 
a ddicious joy; an irresponsible joy deep down in her hesut, 
a joy so intimate that she was thank^ to know that none could 
know it but herself. 

Her woman’s instinct told her that many women had loved 
him. She suspected that the little lilt in his voice, and the glance 
that accompanied it, were the relics of an old love affair. She 
hoped it waa not a survival of Georgina. 

** It must be nearly one o'clock. It is time for you to come 
to talk to father about the Greek hymn." 

“ Let’s look at this picture first—* The Ffite beneath the 
Colonnade *—it is one of the most beautiful things in the world." 



CHAPTER FIVE 

Sipping her co^!ce, her feet on the fender, she abandoned 
herself to memories of the afternoon. She had been to the 
Carmelite Church in Kensington, to hear the music of a new 
and very realistic Belgian composer; and. walking down the 
High Street after Mass, she and Owen had argued his artisdc 
intentions. At the end of the High Street, he had proposed that 
they should walk in the Gardens. The broad walk was full of 
the colour of Spring and its perfume, the thick grass was like a 
caipet beneath their feet; they had lingered by a pond, and she 
had watched the little yachts, carrying each a (;^rtcnt of her own 
success or failure. The Albert flail curved over the tops of the 
trees, and sheep strayed through the deep May grass in Arcadian 
peacefulness; out the most vivid impression was when they 
had come upon a lawn stretching gently to the water's edge. 
Owen had feared the day was too cold for sitting out, but at tf^ 
moment the sun contnulicted him with a broad, warm gleam. 
He had fetched two chairs from a pile stacked under a tree, and 
sitting on that lawn, swept by the sruidow of softly moving trees, 
they had talked an hour or more. The scene came back to her at 
she sat looking into the fire. She saw the Spring, easily victorious 
amid the low bushes, capturing the rough branches of the elms 
one by one. and the distant slopes of the park, grey like a piece 
of faded tapestry. And as in a tapestry, the ducks came through 
the mist in long, pulsing flight, and when the day cleared the pea 
fowl were seen across the water, sunning themselves on the high 
branches. While watching the spectacle of the Spring, Owen 
had talked to Evelyn about herself, and now their entire con¬ 
versation floated back, transposed into a higher key. 

** I want your life to be a great success.** 

Do you think anyone’s life can be that ? ** 

“ That is a long discussion; if we seek the bottom of things, 
none is less futile than another. But what passes for success, 
wealth and renown, are easily within your reach. ... If it be 
too much trouble to raise your hand. Let roe shake the branches, 
and they'll fall into your lap." 

** 1 wonder if they would s^m as precious to me when I had 
got them as they do now. Once 1 did not know what it was to 
despond, but 1 lost my pupils last winter, and everything seemed 
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hornless. I sm not vain or egotistic ; I do not pine for applause 
and wealth, but I should like to sing. . . . Tve heard so much 
about my voice that I'm curious to know what people will 
think of it.** 

Once I was afraid that you were without ambition, and were 
content to live unknown, a little suburban legend, a suburban 
might-have-been.** 

*' *rhat was long ago. . . . Tve been thinking about myself 
a great deal lately. Something seems always crying within me, 
* You*re wasting your life; you must berome a great singer 
and shine like a scar in the world.' ** 

** That is the voice of vocation speaking within you, a voice 
that may not be disobeyed. It is what the swallows feel when 
the time for departure has come.** 

** Ah, yes, what the swallows feel.** 

** A yearning for that which one has never known, for distsuit 
places, for the sunshine which instinct tells us w'e must breathe.** 
** Oh, yes, chat is it. I used to feel aU chat in the afternoons 
in that ornamental park. I used to stop in my walk, for 1 seemed 
to see far away, to ^rccive dimly as in a dream, another country.** 
** And since I came back have you wished to go away ? ** 

** No ... for you come to see me, and when 1 go out with 
you I'm amused.** 

** I’m afraid 1 do little to amuse you.*' 

** You do a great deal—you lend me books. 1 never cared to 
read, now I’m very fond of reading—and 1 think more.” 

” Of what do you think ? ** 

“You see, I never met anyone like you before. You’ve 
travelled; you’ve seen everything; you Imow everything and 
everyone. When you come 1 seem to sec in you all the grand 
world of &shion.** 

“ Which you used to sec far away as in a dream ? ** 

“ No, the world of fashion 1 did not think of till I saw you. 
Since you came back 1 have thought of it a little. You seem to 
express it somehow in your look and dress; and the men who 
nodded to you in Piccadilly, and the women who bowed to you, 
all wore the same look, and when they spoke they seemed to 
know all about you—^where you were last summetp and W'here 
you arc going to spend this autumn. Their friends are your 
friends ; you’re all like one family.” 

*' You’re very observant. 1 never noticed the things you 
speak of, but no doubt it is so. But society is ready to receive 
you ; society, believe me, is most anxious for you.” 

After some pause she heard him say— 

“ But you must not delay to go abroad and study.” 

“ Tell me, do you think the concerts will ever p^ ? ” 

** No, not in tlte sense of your Rquirements. Bvelyn, since 
you ask me, 1 must speak the truth. Thoae concerts may come 
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to pay their cxpeiuet, with a little over, but it is die veriest 
delusion to unsgine that they will bring enough money to take 
vou and your father abroad. Moreover, your fathtf would 
have to resign his position at St. Joseph's, where he is required; 
there his mission is. It is painful for me to tell you these things, 
but I cannot see you waste your life.'* 

** What you say is quim true. . . . I've known it oil along." 

" Only you have shut your eyes to it." 

" Yes, that's it,** 

" Don't look so frightened, Evelyn. It was better that you 
should be brought bice to fux with the truth. You'll have to 
go abroad and studv." 

" And my father 1 Don't advise me to leave him. 1 couldn't 
do that." 

" Why make my task more diflficult than it is ? I wish to be 
honest, 1 should speak just the some, believe me, if your father 
were present. Is not our first duty towards ourselves ? The 
rest is vague and uncertain, the development of our own faculties 
is, after all, that which is most sure. . . . I'm uttering no 
paradox whra 1 say that we serve others best by considering our 
own interests. Let us suppose that you sacrifice yourself, that 
you dedicate your life to your father, that you do all that con¬ 
ventional morality says you should do. You look after hu house, 
you sing at his concerts, you give music lessons. Tra, fifteen 
years pass, and then, remembering what might have been, but 
what 18 no longer possible, you forgive him, and he, overcome 
with remorse tor the wrong he did you, sinks into the grave 
broken-hearted." 

** 1 should at least have the satisfaction of knowing that 1 had 
done my duty." 

" Words, Evelyn, words. Take your life into your keeping, 
go abroad and study, come back a great success." 

** He would never forgive me." 

" You do not think so. , , • Evelyn, you do not believe 
that." 

" But even if I xrished to leave home,* 1 could not. Where 
should 1 get the money ? You have not thought what it would 
cost.'* 

** Have you forgotten the knight that came to release the 
sleeping b^uty of the woods from her bondage? Fifteen 
hundred or two thousand pounds would be ample. 1 con costly 
afibxd it." 

" But 1 cannot afford to accept it. Father would not allow 
me.*' 

** You can pay it all bock." 

"Yes, 1 could do that. But why don't you offer to help 
father instead ? " 

" Why ore you what you ore ? Why am 1 interested in you ? " 
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** If I went abroad to study, I should not see you again for a 
long whil e -two years.** 
could go to Phris.** 

She did not remember what answer she had made, if she had 
made any answer, but as she leaned forward and stirred the fire, 
she saw bis hands, their strength and comeliness, the kindliness 
of his eyes. She was not sure that he was fond of, but she 
thought that she could make him like her. At that moment be 
seemed to take her in his arms and kiss her, and the illusion was 
so vivid chat she was taken in an instant’s swoon, and shuddered 
through her entire flesh. When her thoughts returned she found 
herself thinking of a volume of verses which had come to be 
mentioned as they walked through the Gardens. He had told 
her of the author, a Persian poet who had lived in a rose-garden 
a thousand years ago. He had compared life to a rose, an ex¬ 
quisite flower to be caught in the hand and enjoyed for a passionate 
moment, and had recit^ many of the verses, and she had listened, 
eochantt^ by the rapid interchange of sorrow, and gladness, and 
lofty rcsi^ation before the inevitable. Often it seemed as if her 
own soul were speaking in the verses. “ So do not refuse to 
accept the flowers and f^ruit that hang in reach of your hands, 
for to-morrow you may be where there arc none. . . . The 
caravan will have reached the no'hing it sec out from. . . . 
Surely the potter will not toss to hell the pots he roa’-red in the 
making.*' She started from her reverie, and suddenly grew 
aware of his very words, “ However we may strive to catch a 
glimpse of to-morrow, we must fall back on to-day as the only 
solid ground we have to stand on, though it be slipping moment¬ 
arily from under our feet." She recalled the intonation of his 
sigh as he spoke of the inscrutable nature of things, and she 
wondered if he, too, with all his friends and possessions, was 
unhappy. She seemed to have exhausted her thoughts about 
him, and in the silence of her mind, her self came up for con¬ 
sideration. . . . Owen intended to ask her to go away with 
him; but he did not intend to marry her. It was shocking to 
chink chat he could be so wicked, and then with a thrill of pleasure 
chat it would be much more exciting to run away with him than 
to be married to him by Father Railston. But how very wicked 
of her to think such things, and she was frightened to find that 
ahe could not think diflerently ; and with sensations of an elope¬ 
ment clattering in her brain, a^ sat still aedving to restrain her 
thoughts. 



CHAPTER SIX 

On leaving bcr at Viaoria, he had walked down the Budk- 
ingham Palace Road, not quite knowing wheie he was going. 
Suddenly an idea IKnick him. He put up his stick, stopped a 
hansom, and drove to Georgina ; for he was curious to see what 
impression she would make upon him. He spent an hour with 
her, and returned to Berkeley Square to dine alone. He was 
sure that he cared no more fur Georgina, that she was less than 
nothing to him. He dismissed her from his thoughts, and fixed 
them on Evelyn, lie had said he would send her a book. It 
stood next to his hand, on the shelf by the round table where he 
wrote his ankles. After dinner, he would walk from the dining* 
room into the library, take down the volume and pack it up, 
kaving orders that it should be sent ofl' by the first post. 

When man ceased to capture women, he reflected, man invented 
art whereby he might win them. The first melody blown 
through a r^ pipe was surely intended for woman’s ears. The 
first verses were composed in a like intention. Afterwards man 
beg^ to take an interest in art for its own sake. . . . Women, 
having no necessity for art, have not been artists. The idea 
amused him, and he remembered that while Evelyn’s romantic 
eyes and ^Id hair were sufiicicnt to win his regard, he had availed 
himself of a dozen devices to tempt her. Suddenly his face grew 
grave, and he asked himself how this flirtation was to end. As a 
sufficient excuse for seeing her be was taking music lessons; 
be wrote to her every oth^ day and often sent her books and 
music. Urey had met in London. ... He had been observed 
walking with her, and at Lady Ascote’s lunch the conversation 
had suddenly turned on a tall girl with gold hair and an un¬ 
dulating walk. Pointed observations had bm made. . . . Lady 
Lovedaie had looked none too well pleased. He didn’t wish to 
be cynical, but he did want to know whether he was going to 
fall in love? . . . They had now arrived at that point when 
love-making or an interruption in their intimacy was imperative. 
He did not/regtet having offered her the money to go abioad to 
study, it was well he should have deme so, but m should not have 
said, ** But VH go to see you in Paris.” She was a clever gtrl, 
and knew as well as he now such adventures must end. . . . 
was a religious gid, a devout Catholic, and as he had himself 

49 



50 


EVELYN INNES 


been brought up in that religion, he knew how it leattained the 
texual passion or fashioned it in the mould of its dogma. But 
we are animals first, we are religious animab uterwards. 
Religious defences must yield before the pressure of the more 
original instinct, unless, indeed, hen was a merely sexual con¬ 
science. The lowest forms of Anglicanism are reduced to 
perceiving conscience nowhere except in sex. The Catholic was 
more concerned with matten of faith. Not in Prance. Italy or 
Spain did Catholicism enter so largely into the private life of the 
individual as it did in England. 'Die foreign, or to be more 
exact, the native Catholic Md worn the yoke till it 6tted loose 
on his shoulden. His was a more eclectic Christianity; he took 
what suited him and left the rest. But in’IBngland Romanism 
had never shaken itself free from the Anglican conscience. The 
convert never acquired the humanities of Rome, and in addition 
the lover had to contend ai^ainst the confessional. But in 
Evelyn's case he could set against the confdssional the delirium 
of success, the joy of art, the passion of emulation, jealousy and 
ambition, and last, but far from least, the ache of her own passion¬ 
ate body. Remembering the fear and humility with which he 
had been used to approach the priest, and the terror of eternal 
fire in which he hra waited for him to pronounce absolution, 
Owen paused to think how far such belief was from him now. 
Yet he had once believed—in a way. He wonder^ at the 
survival of such a belief in the nineteenth century, and asked 
himself if confession were not inveterate in man. The artist in 
his studio, the writer in his study, strive to tell their soul's secret; 
the peasant throws himself at the feet of the priest, for, like them, 
he would unburden himself of that terrible weight of inwardness 
which is man. Is not the most mendacious mistress often taken 
with the desire of confession . . . the wish to reveal laerself ? 
Upon this bed rock of human nature the confesaional has been 
built. And Owen admired the humanity of Rome. Rome was 
terribly human. No Church, he reflected, was so human. Her 
doctrine may seem at times quaint, medieval, even gross, but 
when tested by the only test tlut can be applied power to teach 
to human neras, and adnninister consolation to Che greatest 
number, the most obtuse-minded cannot fail to tee that Rome 
easily distances her rivals. Her dogma and ceremonial are alike 
concaved in extraordinary tymp^y with man's oominon 
nature. . • • 

Our lives are enveloped in mystery, the sdentisc concedes 
that, and the woof of which the scuff of life is woven is shot 
through with many a thread of unknown origin, untraceable to 
any outhly shuttle. These is a mystery, and in the elucicbtion 
of chat m^tery man never tires; the ^vereign Pontiff and the 
humblest crysw gazer are engaged in the same adventure. The 
mystery is ao iniensc, and lives so intimaidy in all, chat Rome 
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dafed to come formud with « complete caplanttion. And her 
necessarily perfunctory cxplanition she dnpes in a ritual so 
magnificent, that even the philoaopher ceases to question, -and 
pauses abashed by the granwur of the symbolism. High Mass 
in its own home, under the arches of a Gothic cathedral, appealed 
alike to the loftiest and humblest intelligence. Owen paused 
to think if there was not something vulgar in the parade of the 
Mass. A simple prayer breathed by a burdened heart in secretl 
awaked a more iimn^ate and intimate response in him. That ■ 
was Anglicanism. Perhaps he preferred Anglicanism. The 
truth was, he was deficient in the religious instinct. 

Awaking from his reverie, he raised himself from the mantel¬ 
piece against which* he was leaning. Never had he thought so 
briUiantiy, and he regretted that no magical stenogrepher should 
be there to register his thoughts as they passed. But they were 
gone. . . . Resuming his position against the mantelpiece, he 
continued his interrupted train of thoughts. 

There would be the priest's interdiction . . . unless, indeed, 
he could win Evelyn to stgnosticism. In his own case he could 
imagine a sort of religious agnosticism. But is a woman capable 
of such a serene contemplation and comprehension of the mystery, 
which perforce we must admit envelops ua, and which often 
seems charged with murmurs, recollections and warnings of the 
under world ? Docs not woman need the grosser aid of dogma 
to raise her sensual nature out of complete abjection ? But all 
this was verv metaplmicaL The protiability was that Evelyn 
would lead the life of the ordinary prima donna until she was 
fifty, that she would then retire to a suburb in receipt of a band- 
some income, and having nothing to do, she would begin to think 
again of the state of her soul. The line of her chin deflected; 
some would call it a weak diin, but he had observed the same 
in men of genius—her father, for instance. None could be mote 
resolute than he in the pursuance of his ideas. The mother's 
thin, stubborn mouth must find expression somewhere in her 
daughter. But where ? Evelyn's mouth was thin and it drooped 
at tlw ends. . . . But she was only twenty; at five-and-twenty, 
at thirty, she might be possessed bv new ideas, new passions. . . . 
llie moment we look into life and examine t^ welt a little, what 
a mystery it becomes, bow occult the design, and out of what 
impenetrwle darkn^s the shuttle passes, weaving a strange 
pattern, harmonious in a way, and y^ deducible to none of our 
laws] This little adventure, the little fact his becoming 
Evelyn's lover, was sown with every eventuality. ... If; 
instead c£ his winning her to agnosticism, she should win him to 
Rome I They th^ would have to Kparate or marry, otherwise 
th^ would bum in bell for ever. 

But he would never be fool enough to soo^t such a storjp 
as that again* That God should concern himself at all in out' 
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creditable to him, but that he should manage us to the extent 
of the mere registration of a cohabitation in the parish books 

was-. Owen flung out his arms in an admirable gesture of 

despair, and crossed the room. After a while he returned to 
the fireplace calmer, and he considered the question anew. By 
no means did he deny the existence of conscience; his own was 
particularly exact on certain points. In money matters he believed 
himself to be absolutely straight. He had never even sold a 
friend a horse knowing it to he unsound; and he had always 
avoided—no, not making love to his friends' wives (to whose 
wives are you to make love if not to your friends* ?)—^he bid 
avoided making women unhappy. But mdeh more than in 
morals his conscience found expression in art. lliat Evelyn 
should use her voice except for the interpretation of masterpieces 
would shock him quite as much as an elopement would shock 
the worthy Fathers of St. Joseph’s. He smiled at his thoughts, 
and remembered that it was through fear of not making a woman 
happy that he had not married. He hated unhappiness. His 
wish had always been to see people happy. Was not that why 
he wished to go away with Evelyn i* A particularly foolish 
woman had once told him that she liked going out hunting 
because she liked to sec people amused. ... He did not pretend 
to such altruism as hers, and he remembered how be used to 
watch for her at the window as she came across the square with 
her dog. But Evelyn was quite diHcrcnt. He could not have 
her to luncheon or tea, and send her back to her father. Some¬ 
how, it would not seem fsir to her. No; he must break with 
her, or they must go away together. Which was it to be ? Mrs. 
Hartrick had written three times that week I And there was 
Lady Lovedale. She had promised to come to tea on Friday. 
Was he going to renounce the list, or was he going to put all hu 
eggs in one oasket? The list promised much agreeable inter¬ 
course, but it was wholly lacking in unexpectedness. He had 
been through it all before, and knew how each sto^ would cod. 
In mutual indifference or in a titf because he wearied of accom¬ 
panying her to all racecourses and all theatres. Another would 
pretend that her husband was jealous, and that she daren’t come 
to see him any more. But Evelyn would be quite different. 
In her case, he could not see further than driving to Charing Cross 
and getting into the mail train for Paris. Stic was worth the list, 
not a doubt of it. If he were only sure that be loved her, he 
u'ould not hesitate. He was interested in her, he admired her, 
but did he love her ? A genuine passion alone would make mu 
elopement excusable. 

• One of his moralities xiras that a man who did not love hit 
mistress was a beast, and that a man who loved a woman who 
wasn’t, was a fooL Another waa that although every man of the 
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world knew a haison would not last for ever, be should not b^in 
one unless it seemed as if it were going to. In other wordb, 

S ou should not be able to see the end More you began. But 
e had never even kissed Evelyn, and it was impossible even to 
guess, even approximatelv, if you were going to uke a girl before 
^u had kissra her. There could be no harm in kissing her. 
llien, if he was sure he loved her, they might go away toother. 
Of course, there were hypocrites who would say that m had 
seduced her, that he had ruined her, robbed Mr. Innes of his only 
daughter. But he was not concerned with conventional, but 
wirn real morality. If he did not go away with her, what would 
happen ? He had told her the truth in the park that morning, 
and he believed every word he had said. ... If she did not 
leave her father she would learn to hate him. It was terrible to 
think of, but it was so, and nothing could change it. He tried 
to recall his exact wonis, and easily imagined her fither stricken 
with remorse, and Evelyn looking across the table, hating him 
in spite of herself. But if he could persuade her to leave him 
for two years he would engara to bring her back a great singer. 
And what an interest it would be to watch the development of 
that voice, surely the most beautiful soprano he had ever heard 1 
She might begin with Margaret ** and ** Norma,** if she liked, 
for in singing these popular operas she would acquire the whole 
of her voice, and also the great reputation which should precede 
and herald the final stage of her career. ** Isolde,'* *' Brunn- 
hilde,** ** Kundiy,** Wafer’s finest works, had remained unsung 
—they had been merely howled. Evelyn should be the first 
to sing them. His eyes glowed with subdued passion as he 
thought of an afternoon, some three years hence, in the great 
theatre planned by the master himself, when he should see her 
rush in as the Witch Kundry. The marvellous evocation of 
Arabia flashed upon him. . . . Would he ever hear her sing 
it? . . . Yes, if she would consent to go away with him he 
would hear her sing it. But would she go away with him ? 
Her love of her father, and her religion, might prevent her. . . . 
She might not even care for him. . . . She might be thinking 
marr^'ing him. Was it possible that she was such a fool 1 
What good would it do her to marry him ? She could not go 
on the stage as Lady Asher. Lady Asher as Kundry I Qnud * 
anything be more f^tesque ? How beset life was with diffi¬ 
culties I Without her vocation she was no kmger the Evelyn 
Innes be was in love with. . . . Someone else, a pretty, interest¬ 
ing girl, the daughter of a suburban organist. To marry her 
now would be to ruin her. But he might marry her five or six 
years hence, for there was no reason why she should continue 
singing ** Isolde '* and ** Brunnhilde ** till she had no shred of 
voice te. When she bad established a standard she would have 
achieved her mission, then it would be for others to maintain 
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the standard. In the full blaze of her gloty she mi^ beaxne 
Lady Asher. He would have to end his life somehow, that way 
as well as another. Five years are a long while—anything might 
happen. She might leave him for someone else . . . anythmg 
—anything—anvthing might happen. It was impossible to 
divine the turn human lives would take. The simple fact of bis 
elopement contained a dozen different stories in germ. Each 
would find opportunities of development; they would struggle 
for masteiy; which would succeed ? . . . Keep women you 
couldn't; he had long ago found out that. Marry them, and 
they came to hate the way you walked across the room; remain 
their lover, and they jilt^ you at the end of six months. He 
had hardly ever heard of a liaison lasting mote than a year or 
eighteen months, and Evelyn would meet all the nicest men in 
Europe. All Europe would be his rival—really it would be 
better to give her up. . . . She was the kind df woman who, 
if she once let herself go, would play the devil. Turning from 
the fire he looked into the glass. ... He admitted to eight- 
and-thirty, he was forty—a very well preserved forty. There 
were times when he did not look more than five-and-thirty. His 
hair was paler than it used to be; it was growing a little thin 
on the forehead, otherwise he was the same as when he was 
five-and-twenty. But he was forty, and a man of forty cannot 
marry a prima donna of twenty. Five pleasant years they might 
have tof^ther, five delicious years ; it were vain to expect mote. 
But he would not get her to go away with him under a promise 
of marriage; all such deception he Mid to be as dishonourable 
as cheating at cards. So in their next interview it would have to 
be suggested that there could be no question of marriage, at least 
for the present. At the same time he would have her understand 
that he intended to shirk no responsibility. But if he were to 
tire of her I That was another possibility, and a hateful one; 
he would prefer that she should jilt him. Perhaps it would be 
better to give her up, and throw his fate in with the list. But he 
was tired of countiy houses, with or without a liaison^ and felt 
that he could not go through another season's hunting; he had 
no horses that suitra him, and didn't seem to be able to find any. 
To go abroad with Evelyn, watch over the cultivation of her 
voitt, sec her fame rising, that was his mission I The only 
question to decide was whether he was in love with her. He 
would not hesitate a moment if he were only sure of that. He 
thought of the women he knew. Georgina was the first to come 
up in his mind. He had been to see 1^, and had come away 
at a loss to understand what he had ever seen in her. She had 
struck him as vulgar and middle-class, sly, with a taste for intrigue. 
He remembered that was how she had struck him when he first 
saw her. But if anyone had described her as vulgar and middle- 
dass six months ago. Good heavens 1 



CHAPTER SEVEN 

The dav grew too fine, as he said, for false notes, so the 
music lesson was abandoned, and they went to sit in the garden 
behind the picture gallery, a gteen with high walls covered 

with creeper, and at one end a great cedar with a seat built about 
the trunk ; a quiet place rife with songs of birds, and unfrequented 
save by them. They had taken with them Omar’s verses, and 
Evelyn hoped that he would talk to her about them, for the 
garden of the Persian poet she felt to be separated only by a 
wicket from theirs. But Owen did not respond to her humour. 
He was prepense to argue about the difficulties of her life, and 
of the ur^nt necessity of vanquishing these. 

lie had noticed, he said, as they sat in the park, that she had 
a weak face. Her thoughts were far away; he had caught her 
face, as it were, napping, and had seen through it to the root of 
her being. The conclusion at which he had arrived was that 
she was not capable of leading an independent life. 

Am ] not right ? Isn’t it so ? ” 

** You think that because 1 drm’t leave father and go abroad.*' 

** You might go abroad and lead a dependent life; you might 
ttay at home and lead an independent life." 

He asked her what ofiers of marriage she had had. 

One was from the Vicar, a widower, a man of fifty, the other 
from a young man in a solicitor's office. She did not care for 
either, and h^ not entertained their proposals for a second. 

** If you marry anyone, it must be a duke. Life is a battle; 
society will get the better of us unless we get the better of society. 
Everyone must realise that--evcry young man, every young 
woman. We must conauer or be conquerra." 

Society, he argued, aid not require a chaperon from her; , 
society would, indeed, resent a chi^ron if she were to appear 
with one. Society not only granted her freedom, but tkmanded 
that she should exercise it. As a freelance she would be taken 
notice of, as a respectable, marriageable girl she would be passed 
over liie cradle and the masterpiece were irreccmcilable ideals. 
He drew an amusing picture of the prima donna’s husband, the 
fellow who waits with a scarf ready to wind it round the throat 
of his musical instrument; the fellow who is always on the watch 
lest someone should walk otf with hit means of subsistence. 
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Evelyn listened because she liked to hear him talk; she knew 
that he was trying to influence her with argument, but it was 
he himself who was influencing her, she di^ded his presence, 
not his argument. 

She got up and walked across the sward ; and as they returned 
through the flowery village street, the faint May breeze shed the 
white chestnut bloom about their feet. It seemed to him better 
to say nothing; there are times when silence is more potent 
than speech. They were walking under the trees of the old 
Dulwich street, ana so charming were the hedge-hidden gardens, 
and the eighteenth-century houses with white porticoes, that 
Owen could not but think Dulwich at that moment seemed the 
natural nativity of the young girl's career. A few moments 
after they were at Dowlands. She was trembling, and had no 
strength of will to refuse to ask him in. She would have had the 
strength if she had not been obliged to give him her hand. She 
had tried to bid him g(KKl-hye without giving her hand, and had 
not succeeded, and while he held her hand her lips said the words 
without her knowing it. She spoke unconsci(}usly, and did not 
know what she had said till she had said it. 


» 


And while they waited for tea, Evelyn lay back in a wicker 
chair thinking. He had said that life without love was a desert, 
and many times the conversation trembled on the edge of a 
pcrsofial avowal, and now he was playing love music out of 
** Tristan ** on the harpsichord. 1‘he gnawing, creeping sensuality 
of the phrase brought little shudders into her flesh ; all life seemed 
dissolved into a dim tremor and rustling of blood ; vague colour 
floated into her eyes, anil there were moments when she could 
hardly restrain herself from jumping to her feet and begging of 
him to stop. . . . The servant brought in the tea, and she 
thought she would feel better when the music ceased. But 


neither did the silence nor the tea help her. Me sat opposite her, 
his eyes fixed upon her, that half-kindly, half-cynical face of his 
showing through the gold of his moustache. He seemed to 
know that she could not follow the conversation, and seemed 


determined to drive the malady that was devouring her to a head. 
He continued to speak of the motive of the love call, how it is 
interwoven with tne hunting fanfare ; when the fanfare dies in 
the twilight, how it is then heard in the dark loneliness of the 
garden. She heard him speak of the handkcrchirf motive, of 
thirty violins playing three notes in ever precipitated rhythm, 
until we feel that the world reels behind the woman, that only 


one thing exists for her—Tristan. A giddiness gathered in 
Evelyn’s brain, and she fell back in her chair, slightly to the left 
side, and letting her hand slip towards him, said, with a beseeching 
look— 


** I cannot go on talking, I am too tired.” 

It seemed as if she were going to faint, and this made it easy 
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and natural for him to take her hand, to put his atm about her, 
and then to whisper— 

** Evelyn, dear, what is the matter ? '* 

She opened her eyes; their look was sufficient answer. 

“ Dearest Evelyn,** he said; and bending over, he kissed her 
on the cheek. 

** This is very foolish of me,** she said, and throwing her arm 
about his neck, she kissed him on the mouth. ** But you am 
fond of me?** she said impulsively, laying her hand on his 
shoulder. It was a movement full of affectionate intima^. 

** Yes,** he said, moving her face again towards him. ** 1 
love you, Tve always loved you.** 

'* No.** she said, ** you didn’t, not always; I know when you 
began to care for me.** 

When?** 

" When you returned from Greece, at the moment when you 
said you wanted me to like you. 1$ it not true ? ** 

Owen dared not tell her that it was at the moment of kissing 
her that he had really begun to love her. In that moment he had 
entered into her atmosphere; it was fragrant as a flower, and it 
had decided him to use every effort to Ixxomc her lover. 

** No,’* she said, ** you must nOt kiss me again.** 

She got up from the low wicker chair; he followed her, and 
they sat close together on two low scats. He put his arm round 
her and said— 

** 1 love to kiss you. . . . Why do you turn away your head ? ** 
** Because it is wrong; I shaU be miserable to>night.** 

** You don*t think it wrong to kiss me ? ** 

•• Yes, I do.** 

Then turning her face to liis, she kissed him. 

** Who taught you to kiss like that ? '* 

** No one, 1 never kissed anyone before—father, of course. 
You know what 1 mean.** 

*’ She'll be an adorable mistress,** be thought, ** and in four 
years the greatest singer in England. 1 shall get very fond of 
her. 1 lilw her very much as it is, and when she gets over bet 
religious scruples—^when I’ve reformed her—she’U be enchanting. 
It is lucky the met me; without me she’d have come to nothing?* 
She asked him what he was thinking about, and he answered 
of the happiness he bad begun to feel was in store for them. 

** What happiness ^ ** she asked ; and he answered— 

** The happiness of seeing each other constantly—the happi¬ 
ness of lovers. Now we must see each other more often.** 

** How often ? Every day ? ** 

He wondered what was die exact colour of her eyes, and he 
pressed her to answer. Ac last she said— 

** You cannot come here oftener chan you do at present. Vm 
deceiving father about these lessons. What will yon do if he 
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asks yoa to play to him ? What excuse viU you give ? You 
daren’t attempt the simplest exercise, you haven’t got over the 
diflcrence of the bowing ; you’d play fuse notes all the time.” 

** Yes,” be said ; ** I’ve not n^e much progress, have 1 ? ” 

” No, you haven’t; but that isn’t my fault.” 

** But the days 1 don’t see you seem so long t ” 

** Do you think they do not seem long to me ? I’ve nothing 
to think about but you.” 

** Then, on your weariest days, come and see me. We can 
always see each other in Berkeley Square. Send me a wire saying 
you are coming.” 

” 1 could not come to see you,” she said, still looking at him 
fixedly ; ” you know that 1 could not. . . . Then why do you 
ask me?” 

” Because I want you.” 

** You know that I’d like to come.” 

” Then, if you do, you'll come. I don’t believe in temptations 
that we don’t yield to.” 

” I suppose that the temptation that we yield to is the tempta¬ 
tion ? ” 

” Of course. But, Evelyn, you are not going to waste your 
life in Dulwich. Come and liee me to-morrow and, if you like, 
we’ll decide.” 

”On what?” 

** You know what I mean, dearest.” 

” Yes, I think I do,” she said, smiling at once sadly and ardently; 
** but I’m afraid it wouldn't succeed. I’m not the kind of woman 
to play the part to advantage.” 

'* I'm very fond of you, and I think you’re very food of me.” 

” You don’t think about it—you know 1 am.’* 

” Then why did you say you would not come and see me ? ” 

** I did not say so. But something tells me that if 1 did go 
away vrith you it would not succeed.” 

” Why do you think that ? ” 

” 1 don’t know. Something whispers that it wouldn’t succeed. 
All my people were good people—^my mother, my grandmother, 
my aunts. 1 never had a relative amunst whom anything could 
be said, so I don’t know why 1 am vmat I am. For I’m only half 

g ood! It is you who make me bad, Owen ; it isn’t nice of you.” 

he flung her arms about him, and then recoiled from him in a 
sudden revulsion of feeling. 

” When you go away 1 shall be miserable; I shall repent of 
all this . . . I’m horrid.” She covered her fiKC in her hands. 
** 1 didn’t know I was lilm this.” 

A mcxnent after she reached out her hand to him sayinj^ 

^ ” You’re not angry with me ? I can’t help it if I’m like tfaia. 

I should like to to and see you; it would be so much to me. 
But I must not. But why mustn’t I ? ” 
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** I know no cetson, except d&at you don't cace for me.** 

But you know that isn't so." 

** Come, dearest, be reasonable. You're not going to stop 
here all your life playing the viola da gamba. The hour of 
departure has come," m said, perceiving her very thought; ** be 
reasonable, come and sec me to-morrow. Come to lunch, and 
rU arrange. You know chat you-" 

*' Yes, 1 believe that," she said, in respcmae to a change which 
had come into her appreciation. *' But can 1 trust myself ? 
Suppose 1 did go away, and repented and left you. Where 
shomd 1 go ? 1 could not come back here. Father would for¬ 

give me, I daresay, but I could not come bock here." 

** * Repented.* Those are fairy tales," he said lifting her gold 
hair from her ear and kissing it. ** A woman docs not leave the 
man who adores her." 

" You told me they often did." 

** How funny you are. . . . They do sometimes, but not 
because they repent." 

Her head was on his shoulder, and she stood looking at him a 
long while without speaking. 

** Then you do love me, dearest ? Tell me so again." 

Kissing her gently on the mouth and eyes, he answered— 

" You know very well that I do. Come and sec me to-morrow. 
Say you will, for 1 must go now." 

" Go now I ” 

** Do you know what time it is ? It is past seven." 

She followed him to the cate of the little garden. The lamps 
were lighted far away in the suburbs. Again he asked her to 
come and see him. 

" I cannot to-morrow ; to-morrow will be Sunday." 

Mis footsteps echoed through the chill twilight, and seeing a 
thin moon afloat like a feather in the sky, she thought of Omar's 
moon, that used to seek the lovers in their garden, and that one 
evening sought one of them in vain. 


c 



CHAPTER EIGHT 


There was no other place except the picture gallery where 
they could see each other alone. But the dimity of Velasquez 
ancf the opulence of Rubens distracted their thoughts, and they 
were ill at case on a backless seat in front of a masterpiece. Owen 
regretted the Hobl)ema ; it was Jess aggressive than toe colonnade. 
A sun-lit clearing in a wchxI and a water mill raised no moral 
question. He turned his eyes from the dancers, but however he 
resisted them, their frivolous life found its way into the conversa¬ 
tion. They were the wise ones, he said, lliey lived for art and 
love, and what else was there in life ? A few sonatas, a few 
otKrras, a few pictures, a few books, and a love story ; we had 
always to come back to that in the end. Me spoke with convic¬ 
tion, his only insincerity being the alteration of a plural into a 
singular. But no, he did not think he had lied; he had spoken 
what seemed to him the truth at the present moment. Had he 
used the singubr instead of the plural a fortnight ago, he would 
have lied, but within the last week his feelings for Evelyn had 
changed. If she had broken with him a week ago, he would 
have found easy consolation in the list, but now it was not women, 
but a woman that be desired. A mere sexual curiosity, and the 
artistic desire to save a beautiful voice from being wasted, had 

g iven way to a more personal emotion in which aHcction was 
eginning. Looking at him, thinking over what he had just 
said, unable to stifle the hope that those women in the picture 
were the wise ones, she heard life calling her. The art call and 
the love call, subtly interwoven, were modulated now on the 
violins now on the flutes of an invisible orchestra. At the same 
moment his immeshed senses, like greedy fish, swam hither and 
thither, perplexed and terrified, finding no way of escape, and he 
dreaded lest he had lost his balance and fallen into the net he had 
cast so often. He had begun to see that she was afraid of the sin, 
and not at all of him. She bad never a^tked him if he would 
always love her—that she seemed to ndee for granted—and be 
had, or fancied he had, begun to feel that he would never cease 
to love her. He looked into the future far enough to see that it 
would be she who would tire of him, and that another would 
appear two or three years hence who would appeal to her sensual 
imagination just as he did to-day. She would strive to xeaitt it 



EVELYN INNES 6x 

she vould argue with herself, but the enticing illusion would 
draw her as in a silken net. He was now enmg^ in the destruc* 
tion of her moral scruples—in other words, making tlx way 
easy for his successor. 

lliev were in the gallery alone, and, taking her hand, he con* 
sidcred in detail the trouble this £aijon would bring in its train. 
He no longer doubted that she would go abroad with him sooner 
or later. He hoped it would be sooner, for he had begun to per* 
ceive the absurdity of his visits to Dulwich. The question was 
whether she was worth an exile in a foreign country. He would 
have to devote himself to her and to her interests. She would 
have a chaperon. There would be no use in their openly living 
together—chat he could not stand. But at that moment the 
exquisite happiness of seeing her every day, coming into the room 
where she was reading or singing, and kissing her as he leaned 
over her chair affectionarely, as a matter of course, deriving his 
enjoyment from the prescriptive right to do so, and then talking 
to her about ordinal^ affairs of life, came upon him suddenly 
like a vision ; and this imagined life w’as so intense that for one 
moment it was equivalent to the reality. He saw himself taking 
her home from tne theatre at night in the brougham. In the 
next instant they were in the train going to Bayreuth. In the 
next he saw her as Kundry rush on to the stage. He felt that, 
whatever it cost him, that was the life he must obtain. He felt 
that he could not live if he did not acquire it, and so intense was 
the vision that, unable to endure its torment, he got up and pro¬ 
posed they should go into the garden and sit under the cedar. 

They were alone in the garden as they were in the gi^cry, but 
lovers are averse to open spaces, and Owen felt that their appear¬ 
ance coincided too closely with that of lovers in many p^ular 
engravings. He hoped he was not observed, and regrettra he 
had often spoken of the picture gallery to his friends. An unlucky 
chance might bring one of them down. 

It was in this ^den, amid the scent and colour of May, that 
the most beaucifiii part of their love story was woven. It was in 
this garden that they talked about love and happiness, uid the 
mystery of the attraction of one person to another, and whilst 
listening to him, a poignant memory of the afternoon when he 
had first kissed her often crossed her mind. Little faintnesses ' 
took her in the eyes and hean. Their voices broke, and it seemed 
that they could not continue to talk anv longer c£ life and art. 
It was in this gparden that they forgot eacn other. Their thoughts 
wandered far away, and then, when one called the other’s atten¬ 
tion, he or she reUnquisbed scenes and sensations and came back 
appearing suddenly like someone out of a mist. Each asked the 
ocher wi^ be or she had been dreaming. Once be told her fail 
dream. It was of a villa in the middle of a large garden sur¬ 
rounded by chestnut trees and planted with rhododendrons. In 
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this villa there dwelt a great singer whose name was a glory in 
the world, and to this villa there came very often a tul, thin, 
ugly man, and, seeing the beautiful sii^r walking with him, 
the folk wondered how she could love him. 

it was a sort of delicious death, a swooning ecstasy, an absorp< 
tion of her individuality in his. Just as the spring gradually 
displaced the winter by a new branch of blossoni, and in that 
corner of the garden by the winsome mauve of a lilac bush, with¬ 
out her knowing it his ideas caught root in her. New thoughts 
and perceptions were in growth within her, and every day she 
discovered the new where she had been accustomed to meet the 
familiar idea. She seemed to be slipping out of herself as out of 
a soft, white garment, unconsciously, without any effort on her 
part. 

Very often they discussed whether sacrifice of self is not the 
first of the sins against life. *' llrat is the sin,*' he said, ** that 
cries loudest to Nature for vengeance. To discover our best 

S ift from Nature, and to cultivate that ^t, is the first law of life." 

' she could not accept this theory of life as valid and justifiable, 
she had at least begtm to consider it. Another of Owen’s ideas 
that interested her was his theory of beauty, i le said that he 
could not accept the ordinary statement that a w'oman was beauti¬ 
ful and stupid. Beauty and stupidity could not exist in the same 
face, stupidity being the ugliest thing on earth; and he con¬ 
tended that two-thirds of human Ixauty were the illumtnation of 
matter by the intelligence, and but onc-third proportion and 
delicacy of line. After some hesitation, he admitted that at first 
he had been disappointed in her, but now everything about her 
was an enchantment, and when slie was not present, he lived in 
memories of her. He spoke without emphasis, almost as if he 
were speaking to himself, and she could not answer for delight. 

Her father was vaguclv conscious of some chai^ in his 
daughter^ and when one Jay he heard her singing ** I^ust," be 
was peqAcxcd; and when she argued that it was a beautiful 
and human aspiration, he looked at her as if be had never seen 
her before. He asked her how she had come to think such a 
thing, and was perplexed by her embarrassments. She was 
surcy for her liking for Councxi’s melodies. It seemed to 
alienate them; they seemed to have drifted apart. She saw a 
sUcntlv widening distance, as if two ships were moving away. 
One day he aski»i her if she were going to cennmunion next 
Sunday. She answered that she did not think so, and sat thinking 
a long while, for she had become suddenly aware that she was not 
as pious as she used to be. She did not think that Owen’s argu¬ 
ments had touched her faith, hut she no longer felt the same 
interest in religion; and in thinking over this change, whidi 
seemed so independent of her own wiU, she grew pensive and 
perplexed, lier melancholy was a sort of veduptuous meditation. 
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She WM conscious all the while of Owen’s ptesence. It was as 
if he were standing by her, and she felt that nc must be thinking 
of her. 

He had often spoken of going away uMth her; she had smiled 
plaintively, never regarding an elopement as possible. But one 
evening her father had gone to dine with a certain Roman prelate 
w'ho believed in the advantage to the Catholic Church of a musical 
reformation. And she had gone to meet Owen, who had 
driven from London. I'hcy had walked two hours in the lanes, 
and when she got home she ran to her room and undressed 
hurriedly, thinking how delightful it would be to lie awake in the 
dark and remember it all. And feeling the cool sheets about her she 
folded her arms and abandi>ncd herself to every recollection. 
Her imagination, heightened as by a drug, enabled her to see the 
white, dusty road and the sickly, yellow moon rising through the 
branches. Again she was standing by him, her arms were tm his 
neck; again they stood looking into the vague distance, seeing 
the broken paling in the nuxinlight. I'hcrc were his eyes ana 
hands and lips to think about, and when she had exhaustol these 
memories, others sprang upon her. It was in the \cry centre of her 
being that she was thinking of (he moment w'hen she had spied 
his horse’s head over the hill top. She had rca>gniscd his 
silhouette against the sky. I Ic had whipped up the horse, he had 
thrown the reins to the groom, he haa sprung from the step. 
The evening was then lighted by the sunset, and as the sky 
darkened, their love had seemed to grow brighter. In com* 
parison writh this last meeting, all past meetings seemed shadowy 
and unreal. She had never loved him Ixrforc, and if her smile 
had dwindled when he asked her to come away with him, she had 
liked to hear him say the dogcart w^as w'aiting at the inn. But 
when they stood by the stile where cattle were breathing softly, 
and the moon shone over the shccpfold like a shepherd’s lantern, 
her love had grown wilful, and she had liked to say that she would 
go away w'ith him. She knew not whether she could fulfil her 
promise, but it had been a joy to give it. They had walked slowly 
towards Dulwich, the gr<x>m had brought round the dog-cart; 
Owen had asked her once more to get in. Oh, to drive away 
with him through the night 1 ** Owen, it is impossible," she 

said ; " I cannot, at least not now. But I will one day very soon, 
sooner perhaps than you think." 

He had dnven rway, and«^ standing on the rAoon-whitened 
road, she had watched the whiite dast whirl about the wheels. 

One of the difficulties in the indulgence of these voluptuous 
mediutions was that they necessitated the omission of her evening 
prayers. She could not kneel by her bedside and pray to GexI to 
deliver her from evil, all the while nourishing in her heart the 
intention of abandoning herself to the thought of Owen the 
moment she got into bed. Nor did the omission of her evening 
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pnyen quite solve the difiiculty, for when she could think no 
note of Owen, the fear of God returned. She dared not go to 
sleep, and lay terrified, dreading the devil in every comer ^ the 
room. I^t she might die in her sleep and be summoned before 
the judgment seat, she lay awake as long as she could. 

When she fell asleep she dreamed of the stage when the world 
was won, and when it seemed she had only to stretch her hands 
to the sky to take the stars. But in the midst of her triumph she 
perccivea that she could no longer sing the music the world 
reauired; a new music was drumming in her cats, drowning the 
old music, a music written in a melancholy mode, and playra on 
invisible ^rps. Owen told her it was madness to listen, and 
she strove to close her ears against it. In great trouble of mind 
she awoke; it was only a dream, and she had not lost her voice. 
She lay back upon the pillow and tried to recall the music which 
she had heard on the invisible harps, but already it was forgotten ; 
it faded from her brain like mist from the surface of a mere. But 
the humour that the dream had created endured after the dream 
was dead. She felt no longer as she had felt over night, and lay 
in a sort of obtuse sensibility of conscience. She got up and 
dressed, her mind still clouded and sullen, and her prayers were 
said in a sort of middle state between fervour and indifference. 
Her father attributed her mood to the old cause; several times 
he was on the point of speaking, and she held him for the moment 
by the lappet of his coat and looked aficctionatciy into his face. 
But something told her that if she were to conhde her trouble to 
anyone, she would lose the power she had acquired over heiself. 
Something told her that all the strength on her side was reposed 
in the scctccv of the combat. If it were known, she could 
imagine herself saying— 

** Well, nothing matters now ; let us go away, Owen.** 

He was coming to see her betw'cen eleven and tu'clve—at 
the very time he knew her father would be away from home, 
and this very fact stimulated her ethical perceprion. Her manner 
was in accordance with her mood, and the moment he entered 
he saw that something had hapmrncd, that she was no longer the 
same Evelyn from w'hom he had parted a couple of nights before. 

** Well, 1 can see you have changed your mind; so we ate 
not goiag nway together. Evelyn, dear, is it not so ? Tell me.** 

He vsaa a little ashamed of his hypocrisy, for, as be had driven 
home in , 1 ^ dogcart, the adventure he was engaged ih had 
appeared him under every disagreeable aspect. He could not 
but think dbat the truth of the story would leak out, and he could 
hear all the women he knew speaking of Evelyn as a girl he had 
picked up in the suburbs—an organist’s daughter. Pie had 
thought again of the responsibilitv that going away with this 
^1 imposed upon him, and he had come to tin condusioo that 
It would be wiser to drop the whole thing and get out of k while 
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tbefe wu time. That night, as he lay in bed, he sav hlnwetf 
telling people how many c^iai ihe knew; and the tales of bee 
successes in Vienna and Naples. * • . But he need not always 
be with bet, she would have a chaperon; and he had fallen asleep 
thinking which among his friends would undertake the task foe 
him. In the morning he had awakened in the same nervous 
indecision, and had gone to Dulwich disheartened, provoked at 
his own folly. It therefore happened that her refusal to to away 
with him coincided exactly with his humour. So all was 
necessary was a mere polite attempt to persuade her that she was 
sacrificing her career, but without too much insistence oa the 
point; a promise to call again soon ; then a letter saying he was 
unwell, or was going to Paris or to Rivcrsdalc. A month after 
they could meet at a concert, but he must be careful not to be 
alone with her, and ve^ soon the incident—after all, he had o^v 
kissed her—would be forTOtten. But as be sat face to face with 
her, all his carefully considered plans seemed to drop behind him 
m ruins, and he doubted if he would be able to deny himself the 
pleasure of taking her away. That is to say, if he could induce 
her to go, which no longer seemed very sure. She might be one 
of those women in whom the sense or sin was so obdurate that 
they could not but remain virtuous. 

But of what was she thinking ? he asked himself; and he 
scanned the yielding face, reading the struggle in a sudden sup¬ 
pressed look or nervous twitching of the lips. 

“ Dearest Evelyn, 1 love you. Life would be nothing with¬ 
out you.” 

” Owen, 1 am very fond of you, but there would be no use in 
my going away with you. I should be miserable. 1 know 1 am 
not the kind of woman who would pUy the part.” 

Her words roused new doubts. It would be useless to to 
away with her if she were to be miserable all the while. He did 
not want to make anyone miseraUe ; he wanted to make people 
happy. He indulged in a moment of complacent self-admiration, 
and then reflected that this adventure would cost a great deal of 
time and money, and if lie were really to get nothing out of it but 
tears and repentance, he had better take her at her word, bid her 
good-bw, aind write to-morrow saying be was called away to 
iiiverscwe on business. 

” But you are not cross with me ? You will come to tee roe 
.ill the same ? ** 

He wondered if she were tortured with as many dlSeiiigit and 
opposing desires as he was. Perhaps not, and he wetehed her 
tender, truthful eyes. In her truthful nature, filled full of passion 
.'i.'id conscience, there was no place for any slightest caI|pulation. 
But he was mistrustful, and asked himself if all this resistance 
was a blind to induce him to marry her. If be thought that, he 
would drop her at once. This suspicion was lost sight of in a 



66 


EVELYN INNES 


8udclcn lighting of her faftir, caused by a slight turning of her head. 
Beyond ar)ubt she was a fresh and delicious thing, and if he did 
not take her, someone else would, and then he would curse his 
indecision ; and if she had a great voice, be would for ever r^ret 
he .had not taken her when he could get her. If he did not take 
her now, the chance was gc»ne for ever. She was the adventure 
he had dreamed of all his life. At last it had come to him, perhaps 
through the sheer force of his desire, and now, should he refrain 
from the dream, or should he dream it ? He saw the exquisite 
sensual life that awaited him and her in Paris, lie saw her, pale 
and pathetic, and thc»ught of her eager eyes and lips. 

Evelyn sat crestfallen and repentant, but her melancholy was 
a pretty, smiling melancholy, and her voice had not quite lost the 
^parkle and savour of wit. She regretted her sin, admitted her 
riiipabiliry, and he was forced to admit that sorrow and virtue sat 
l>ccomingly upon her. Her mood was in a measure crHitagious, 
and he talked gently and gaily about herself, and the day when 
the w'orkl would listen to her with delight and approbation. 
But while he talked, he was like a man on the rack. He was 
dragged from diflerent sides, and the questioner was at his 
ear. 

Hitherto he had never compromised himself in his relations with 
women. As he had often said of himself, he had inspired no 
great passion, but a multitude of caprices. But now he had 
Ix'gun to feel that it is one love and not tveenty that makes a life 
memorable, lie w'ished to redeem his life from intrigues, and here 
was the very chance he was waiting for. But habit had xendeied 
him cowardly, and this seduction frightened him almost as much 
ns marriage had done. To go away with her, he felt, was equiva¬ 
lent to marrying her. His life would never be the same again. 
The list wottld lx: lost to him for ever, no more lists for him; 
he would lx: known as tlie man wht) lived with—lived with 
whom ? A girl picked up in the suburbs, and sang rather prettily. 
If she were a great singer he would not mind, but he could not 
stand a mcdiixrre singer about whom he would haVc to talk 
continual nonsense : conspiracies that were in continual prcigress 
against her at Covent Garden, etc. I le had heard all that sort of 
thing before. . . . What should he do? He must make up 
his mind. It might be as well if he were to ask her to come to 
his house ; then in some three or four months he would be able 
to see if she were worth the great sacrilicr he was going to make 
for her. 

Her hand lay on her knees. He knew that he should not take 
it, but it lay on her knees so plaintively, that in spite of all his 
resistance he ttxik it and examined it. it did not strike him as a 
particularly beautiful hand. It was long and white, and exceed¬ 
ingly flexible. It w'as large, and the finger-tips were pointed. 
The palms curved voluptuously, but the slender fingers closed 
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and opened with a virile movement which sugrostcd active and 
spontaneous impidses. In taking Iwr hand a^ carcssinj^ it, he 
knew he was prejudicing his chance of escape, and fearing the 
hand he held in his might never let him go ag^, he said— 

** If your destiny should be to play the viola da gamba in Dul> 
wich, and mine to set forth again on my trip round the 
world.'* 

in an instant, in a rapid succession of scenes, the horrible winter 
she had spent in Dulwich passed before her eyes. She saw her¬ 
self stopping at the comer of a street, and looking at a certain tree 
and the slope of a certain house, and asking herself if her life would 
go on for ever, if there would be no change. She saw herself 
star-gazing, with daffodils for offering in her hands; and the 
memory of the hungry hours when she waited for her father to 
come home to dinner was so vivid, that she thought she felt the 
same wearying pain and the exhausting yearning tx;hind her eyes, 
and that feeling as if she wanted to go mad. No ; she could not 
endure it again, and she cried plaintively, falling slightly forward— 
“ (^'en, don't make things more difficult than they are. Why 
is it wrong for me to go away with you ? 1 don't do any harm to 

anyone. God is merciful after all.” 

” If I were to marry you, you could not go on the stage ; you 
wcjuld have to live at Riversdalc and look after your children.’* 

” Ifut 1 don’t want children. 1 want to sing.” 

” And 1 want you to sing. No one but husbands liavc chil¬ 
dren, except on the stage and in novels.” 

”It would be much more exciting to run away together, than 
to be married by the Vicar, It is very wicked to say these things. 
li is you who make me wicked.'* 

A mist blinded her eyes, and a sickness seemed instilled in her 
^ cry blood, and in a dubious faintness she was conscious of his 
lips. He hardly heard the words he uttered, so loud was the 
clatter of his thoughts, and he seemed to see the trail of his 
destiny unwinding itself from the distaff in the hands of Fate. He 
was frightened, and an impulse strove to force him to his feet, and 
hence, with a rapid good-bye, to the door. But instead, he leaned 
forth his hands, he sought her, but she shrank away, and turning 
her face from him. she said— 

” Owen, you must not kiss me.** 

A^n he nught choose between sailing the Medusa in searcii 
if adventuxe, or crossing the Channel in the mail packet in search 
of art. 

” Will you come away with me ? ** he said. His heart sank, 
and he thought of the Rubicon. 

” You don't mean this very instant ? 1 could not go away 
Without seeing father.** 

** Wliy not ? You don't intend to tell him you are going away 
with me ?** 
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** No; it is not the soxt of thing one generally tells one’s 
father, but—I cannot go away with you now'- 

** When will you come ? 

** Owen, don^t press me for an answer. 1 don’t know.” 

” The way ^ escape is still open to me/* he thought; but he 
could not resist the temptati/^m that this girl’s face and voice 
presented to his imagination. 



CHAPTER NINE 

She sat in the music-room thinking, asking hetaelf what 
use it would be to meet him in Berkeley Square unless to go away 
with him to Paris. She sat engrossed in her emotion; it ‘vras 
like looking into water where weeds are carried by a current out 
of the dim depths into the light of day. In a pensive atmosphere, 
a quiet daylight, his motives were revealed to her. She was in 
the humour to look at things sympatheticallv, and she understood 
that for him to run away with her entailed as much sacrifice on 
his part as on hers. It meant a giving up of his friends, pursuits 
and habits of life. There were sacrifices to be made by him as well at 
by her, and she smiled a little sadly as she thought of'^the difiereoces 
o£ their several renunciations. She was asked to surrender her 
peace of mind, he his worldly pleasure. Often the .sensation was 
almost physical; it rose up like a hand and seemed to sweep her 
heart clear, and at the same moment a voice said—It is not right. 
Owen bad argued with her, but she could not quench the feeling 
that it was not right, and yet, when he asked act to explain, she 
could give no ot^r reason except that it was fbrbiddra by the 
Church, 

Each thought that very little was asked from the other. To him 
her conscience seemed a wght forfeit, and worldly pleasure seemed 
very little to her. She thought that she would readily forfeit 
this world for him. . . . But eternity was her forfeit; even 
that she might sacrifice if she were sure her conscience would not 
trouble her in thi) world. She followed her conscience like a 
river; it fluttered along full of unexpected eddies and picturesque 
shallows, and there were pools so drap that she could not see to 
the bottom. 

Suddoily the vision changed. She was no lon^ in Dulwkh 
with her father. She saw nulway trains and steamboats, and then 
the faint outline of the coast of France. Her foreboding was so 
clear and distinct that she could not doubt that Owen was the 
future that avndtcd her. The presentiment filled her with delight 
and fear, and both sensations were mingled at the same moment 
in her heart as she rose from her chair. She stood rigid as a 
visionary; then, hoping she would not be disturbed, sm sank 
back into her chair and allowed her thoughts their will. She 
followed the course of the journey to France, and at every moment 
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the sensation grew more exquisite. She heard him say what she 
wished him to say, and she saw the white villa in its garden planted 
with rhrxlodcndrons and chestnut trees in Hower. The mild 
soring air, faint with perfume, dilated her nostrils, and her eyes 
(Irank in the soft colour of the light shadows passing over 
the delicate grass and the light shadows moving among the 
trees. She lay back in her chair, her eyes fixed on a distant comer 
of the riwm, and her life went by, clear and surprising as pictures 
seen in a cr>'stal. When she grew weary of the villa, she saw 
herself on the stage, and heard her own voice singing as she 
wished to sing. Nor did she foresee any break in the lulling 
enchantment of her life of music and love. She knew that Owen 
did not love her at present, hut she never doubted that she could 
get him to love her, atid once he loved her it seemed to her that 
he must always love her. What she had heard and read in books 
concerning the treachery of men, she remembered, but she was 
not influenced, for it did not seem to her that any such things were 
to liappcn to her. She closed her eyes so that she might drink 
nKjre deeply of the visiem, so that she might bring it more clearly 
before her. l.ikc aspects seen on a misty river, it was as beauti* 
fill shadows of things rather than the things themselves. 'Fhc 
meditation grew voluptuous, and as she saw him come into her 
room and take her in his arms, her conscience warned her that 
she should cease to indulge in these thoughts ; but it was impos¬ 
sible to check them, and she dreamed on and on in kisses and 
tendernesses of speech. 

That afterntxm she vi'as going to have tea with some friends, 
and as she paused to pin her hat Ix^furc the glass, she remembered 
that if Owen were right, and that there w'as no future life, the only 
life that she was sure of would be wasted. Then she would 
endure the burden of life for naught; she would not have attained 
its tecom{>ensc; the calamity would be irreparable; it would 
l^e just as if she had not lived at all. 'I'hought succeeded thought 
in instantaneous successiim, contradicting and refuting each 
other. No, her life would not be wasted, it w'oyld be an example 
to others, it was in renunciation that we rose above the animal 
and attained spiritual existence. At that moment it seemed to 
her that she could renounce everything but love. Could she 
renounce her art ? Hut her art was not a merely personal sacrifice. 
In the renunciation of her art she wus denying a great gift that 
had been given to her by Nature, that had cornu she knew not 
w hence nor ht^w, but clearly for exercise and for the admiration 
c>f the world. It therefore could not have been given to her to 
hide or to waste ; she would be held responsible for it. Her 
voice was one of her responsibilities; not to cultivate her voice 
would be a sort of suicide. This seemed quite clear to her, and 
reflected, and with some personid satisfaction, that she had 
incurred duties toward herself. Right and wrong, as Owen said. 
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wtt a auetckm of time and plaoe. What vas tight here vu 
wtong tnete, but oneaelf was the one oeitain thing, 1 ^ to remain 
with her father meant the abandonment of herself. . . . She 
wanted herself 1 Ah, ahe wanted to Uve, and how well she Imew 
that she was not living, and could never live, in Dulwich. The 
nuns I Strange were their renunciations I For they yielded dae 
preaent moment, which Owen and a Persian poet called our one 
possession. She seemed to see them fading in a pathetic de* 
cadence, falling like etiolated dowers, and their holy sin^licttks 
seemed merely pathetic. 

And in the ci^tation of her resolution to live, her smil melted 
again into Owen's kisses, and she drew herself tc^ther, and die 
spasm was so intense and penetrating that to overcome it ahe 
s^ked across the room stretching her arms. It seemed to her 
more than impossible that she comd endure Dulwich any longer. 
The life of love and art tore at her heart; always she saw Owen 
odcring her love, fame, wealth; his hands were full of gifts; he 
seemed to drop ^cm at her feet, and taking her in his arms, his 
lips closed upon hers, and her life seemed to run down like' the 
laM struggling sand in a glass. 

Besides this personal desire there was in her brain a strange 
alienation. Paris rose up before her, and Italy, and they were 
so vague that she hardly knew whether they were temembranoes 
or dreams, and she was compelled by a force so exterior to herself 
that she looked round frightened, u if she believed she would 
find someone at her dhow. She did not seem to be alone, there 
seemed to be others in the zoom, presences from which she ooukl 
not escape ; she could not see them, but she felt them about her, 
and as she sought them with fearing eyes, voices seemed speaking 
inside her, and it was with extreme terror that she baud the 
proposal that she was to he one of God’s virgins. The heU 
which opened on the other side of Owen ceased to frighten her. 
llie devils waiting there for her soul grew less substwtial, and 
thoughts and things seemed to converge more and more, to draw 
together and become one. She was aware of the hallucination 
in her brain, but could not repress it, nor ail sorts of rapid <pes- 
tions and arguments. Suddenly a voice reminded her that if she 
were going to abandon the life oS the soul for the life rjf the desh, 
she should accept the flesh wholly, and not subvert its 
intentions. She should become the mother of chiidrea. life * 
was ooncemed more intimately with children than with her art. 
But scMiM^w it did not seem the same renunciation, and she 
stood perplexed before the enigma of her conscience. 

She lo^ed round the room, dreading and half believinj^ in 
some diabolic influence at her elbow, perceiving nothing, 
an ungovernable impulse took her, and her steps strayed to the 
door, in the desire and almost in the intention of going to Londoru 
But if she went there, how would explain her vkut ? . . . 
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Owen would undejrstand; but if he were not in, ihe could not 
wait until he came in. She paused to consider the look of 
pleasure that would come upon his face when he came in and 
found her there. There would be just one look, and they would 
throw themselves into each other’s arms. She was about to rush 
away, having forgotten all else but him, when she remembered 
her father. If she were to go now she must leave a letter for him 
explaining—telling him the story. And who would play the 
viola da gamba at his conceits ? and there would be no one to 
sec that he had his meals. 

Was she or was she not going away with Owen to Paris on 
Thursday night ? 'Ilie agonising question continued at every 
moment to present itself. Whatever she was doing or saying, 
she was always conscious of it, and as the time drew near, wim 
every hour, it seemed to approach and menace her. She seemed 
to feel it beating like a neuralgic pain behind her eyes ; and though 
she laughed and talked a great deal, her father noticed that her 
animation was strained and nervous, and he noticed, too, that 
in no part of their conversation was she ever entirely with him, 
and he wondered what were the eights and scenes he faintly 
discerned in her changing eyes. 

On getting up on W^nesday morning, she remembered that 
the best train from Dulwich was at three o’clock, and she asked 
herself why she had thought of this train, and that she should 
have thought of it seemed to her like an omen. Her father sat 
opposite, looking at her across the table. It waa all so clear in 
her mind that she was ashamed to sit chinking these things, for 
thinking as clearly as she vras thinking seemed equivalent to 
accomplishment; and the difference between what she thought 
and wnac she said was so repulsive to her that she was on the 
point of flinging herself at his feet several times. 

There were times when the temptation seemed to have li^t 
her, when she smiled at her own weakness and folly; and having 
reproved herself sufficiently, she thought of other things. It 
seemed to her extraordinary why she ^ould argue and trouble 
about a thing which she rcallv bul no intention of doing. But 
at that moment her heart tola her that this was not so, that she 
would go to meet Owen in Berkeley Square, and she was again 
taken with an extraordinary inward trembling. 

Our actions obey an unknown law, implicit in ourselvet, but 
which does not conform to our logic. So we very often succeed 
in proving to ourselves that a certain course is the proper oftie 
for us to follow, in preference to another course, but, when it 
comes for us to act, we do not act as we intended, and we ascribe 
the discrepancy becu'een what we think and what we do to a 
deficiency of will power. Man dates not admit that he acts 
According to his instincts, that bis instincts are his destiny. 

We n^e up our mind to change ouz oondua in certain 
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fDstten, but ve go on acting just the same; and in spite of every 
fcason, Evelyn was still umecidcd whether she should go to 
meet Sir Owen. It was quite clear that it was wrong for her to 
and it seemed ail settled in her mind; but at the bottom of 
her heart something over which she had no kind of control told 
her that in the end nothing could prevent her from going to meet 
him. She stopped, amazed and terrihed, asking herself why she 
was going to a thing which she seemed no longer even to 
desire. 

In the afternoon some girl friends came to see her. She 
played and sang and talked to them, but they, too, noticed that 
she was never really with the^ and her friends could see that 
she saw and heard thin^ invisible and inaudible to them. In 
the middle of some trifling chatter—^whether one colour or 
another was likely to be fashionable in the coming season—she 
had to put her hand in her pocket for her handkerchief, and 
happened to meet the k^ of the square, and it brought back to 
her in a moment the entire drama of her destiny. Was she going 
to take the three o'clock train to London, or to remain in Duf 
wich with her father ? She thought that she would not mind 
whatever happened, if she only knew what would happen. 
Either lot seemed better to her than the uncertainty. She rattled 
on, talking with fictitious raiety about the colour of bonnets and 
a party at which Julia had sung, not even hearing what she was 
saying. Wednesday evening passed with an inward vision so 
intense that all the outer worm nad receded from her, she was like 
one alone in a desert, and she ate without tasting, saw without 
seeing what the lookt^ at, spoke without knowing what she was 
saying, heard without hearing what was said to Mt, and moved 
Without knowing where she was going. 

On Thursday morning the obsession of her destiny took all 
colour from her check, and her eyes were nervous. 

** What is it, my girl ? ** her father said, taking her hand, and 
the music be was t^g up dropped on the floor. ** Tell me, 
Evelyn; something, 1 can see, is the matter.*' 

It was like the breaking of a spring. Something seemed to 
give way within her, and slipping on her knees, she threw her 
arms ab^c him. 

** I am very unhappy. 1 wish I were dead.** 

He strove to laise her from her knees, but the attitude exptessed 
her fcelinn, and she remained, leaning her face against hink 
Nor could he coax any information from l»r. At Lut she said, 
raising her teaefui eyes— 

** If I were to leave you, father, you would never forgive me ? 
But I am your only daughter, and you would forgive me; what¬ 
ever hai^xned, we shoiud always love one another ? ** 

** But whj should you leave me ? ** 

“ But if I loved someone ? I don't mean as I love you. 1 
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could never love anyone so tenderly; I mean quite difiefeotly. 
Don’t make me say more. I am so ashamed of myself.** 

“ You are in love with him ? ** 

** Yes, and he has asked me to go away with him.*' And as 
she answered, she wondered at the quickness with which her 
father had guessed that it was Owen. He was such a clever 
man; the moment his thoughts were diverted from his music, 
he understood things as well as the most worldly, and she felt 
that he would understand her, that she must open her heart to 
him. 

** If I don’t go away with him 1 shall die, or kill myself, or go 
mad. It is terrible to have to tell you thoe thing^ father, 1 
know, but 1 must. * I was ill when he went away to Greece, you 
remember. It was nothing but love of him.” 

** Did he not ask you to marry him ? ” 

” No, he will never marry anyone.” 

” And that made no difference to you ? ” 

*' Oh, father, don’t be angry, don’t think me horrid. You 
ate looking at me as if you never saw me before. I know I 
ought to have been angry when he asked me to go away with 
him, but somehow 1 wasn’t. 1 don’t know that 1 even wanted 
him to marry me. I want to go away and be a great singer, and 
he is not more to blame than I am. I can’t tcU lies. What is 
the use of telling lies ? If I were to tell you anything else, it 
would be untrue.” 

” Ilut are you going away with him ? ” 

” 1 don’t know. Not if 1 can help it; ” and at that moment 
her eyes went to the portrait of her mother. 

” You lost vour mother very early, and 1 have neglected you. 
She ought to M here to protect you.” 

” No, no, father; she would not understand me as well as 
you do.” 

” So you are glad that she is not here ? ” 

Evelyn nodded, and then she said— 

** If tie were to go away and I were left here again, I don’t 
know what would become of me. It isn’t my mult, father; 
1 can’t bdp it.” 

** I did not know that you were like this. Your mother-” 

” Ah I mother and 1 ate quite different. I am mtMce like you, 
fitthcr. You can’t blame me; you have been in love with 
women—with mother, at least—and ought to imdeistand.” 

” Evelyn . . . these ate subjects t^t cannot be discussed 
between us,” 

The eyes of the mother watched them, aiMl there was some¬ 
thing in her cold, distant glance which went to their besurts, but 
they could not interpret its meaning. 

*' 1 either had to go away, father, telling you nothing, or 1 had 
tell you everythu^.” 
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** I wUl go to Sir Owen.** 

** No, father, you mustn’t. Promise me you wem’t. 1 have 
trusts you, and you mustn’t make me r^tet my trust. This 
is my secret.** He was frightened by the strange light that 
appeared in her eyes, and he felt that an appeal to Owen would 
be like throwing cm on a flame. ** You mustn’t go to Sir Owen; 
you havejxpoinised you won’t. 1 don’t know wlut would happen 

His daughter*8 confession had frightened hint, and he knew 
not what answer to make to her. When the depths And voice 
we stand aghast, knowing neither ourselves nor those whom we 
have lived with always. He was caught in the very den of his 
being, and seemed at every moment to be turning over a leaf 
of his past life. 

*' If you had only patience, Evelyn—ah 1 you have heard 
what I am going to say so often, but 1 don’t blame your in¬ 
credulity. 'Jlust was why 1 did not tell you before.” 

** Wlut has happened ? ” she asked eagerly; for she, too, 
wished for a lull in this stress of emotion. 

” Well,” he said, ” Monsignor Mostyn, the great Roman 
prelate, who has just arrived from Rome, and is atayit^ with the 
Jesuits, shares all my views regarding the necessity of a musicai 
refionmrion. He believes that a revival of Palestrina and Vittoria 
would be of great use to the Catholic cause in England. He says 
that he can secure the special intervention of the Pope, and, 
what is much more important, he will subscribe largely, and has 
no doubt that suflicient money can be collected.” 

Evelyn listened, smiling through her sorrow, like a bird when 
the rain has ceased for a moment, and she asked questions, 
anxious to delay the inevitable return to her own unhu^y con¬ 
dition. She was interested in the luck that had come to her 
father, and was sorry that her conduct had clouded or spoilt it. 
At last a feeling of shame came upon them that at such a time 
they should be engaged in speaking of such singularly irrelevant 
topics. She could see that the same thought had come upon 
him, and she noticed his trim, square figure, and the old blue 
jacket which she had known so many years, as he walked up and 
down the room. He was getting very grey lately, and when ahe 
returned he might be quite white. 

**Oh, father, father,” she exclaimed, covering her face with 
her hands, ” how unhappy 1 am.” 

** 1 shall send a telegram to Monsignor saying 1 can’t tee him 
this morning.” 

** Ah ! you have to see him this morning; ” and she did not 
know whether she was glad or sorry. Periiaps she was more 
ffightenod than either, for the appointtnrnt left her quite free to 
go to London by the three o'clock tnun 

” I can’t leave you alone.” 



EVELTM INNES 


76 

** DarlJng, if I had wanted to deceive you, 1 should have tok) 
you nothing; and, however you were to watch me, 1 could 
always get away if I chose/* 

She was right, he could not keep her by force, he could do 
nothing; shame prevented him from appealing to hex affection 
for him, for it was in his interest she would stay. After all, 
Sir Owen will make a great singer of her. The thought had 
come and gone before he was aware, and to atone for this in* 
voluntary thought he spoke to her about her religion. 

** 1 usM to M religious,*’ she said, ** but 1 am relimous no 
longer. 1 can hardly say my prayers now. I said £em hot 
night, but this morning 1 couldn^t.** 

He passed his hand across his eyes, and said— 

** It seems all like a bad dream.*' 

He felt that be ought to stay with her, and at the same time 
he felt that she was right; that his intervention would be un* 
availing, for the strug^e resided in herself. But if she should 
learn from Sir Owen to forget him ; if he were to lose her alto¬ 
gether ; if she should never return ? The thought of such a 
calamity was the rudest blow of all, and the possibility of her 

O away for a time, shocking as it was, seemed almost light 
\ it. He struggled against these thoughts, for he hated 
and was ashamed of them. They came into his mind unasked, 
and he hoped that they represented nothing of his real feeling. 
Suddenly ms face changed, he remembered his passion for her 
mother. He had suffer^ what Evelyn w'as sufifering now. She 
had divined it by some instinct; true, they were very much like 
each other. Nothing would have kept him from Gertrude. 
But all that was so long ago. Good Gcm I It was not the same 
thing, and at the vciy same moment he regretted chat it was not a 
music lesson he was going to, for an appointment with Monsignor 
introduced a personal interest, and if he were not to stay by bar, 
it would seem that he was indifferent to what became of her. 

“ No, Evelyn, I shan’t go ; I will stay here, I will stay by you.** 
•* But I don’t know that 1 am going away with Sir Owen.’* 

“ You said just now that you were.” 

** Did 1 say so ? Father, you must keep your impointnient 
with Monsignor, and you must say nothing to Owen it you should 
meet him; you promise me that ? It tests with me, father, it 
is all in the heart.’* 

He stood looking at her, twisting his beard into a point, and 
while she w'ondcred whether he w'ould go or stay, sm admired 
the dcUcacy of his hand. 

** Think of the disgrace you will bring upon me, and just at 
the time, too, when Monsigoor is beginning to see that m really 
great choir in London- ** 

** Then, father, you do think that my going away will ptejudke 
him against you ?^* 
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** 1 don't say that. 1 im»a that this time seema less—Of 
course you cannot go. It is very shocking that we should be 
discussinjE the subiect together.'* 

A suddcfi fortitude came upon her, and a sudden desire to 
saotiike herself to her finher. 

** Then, father, 1 shah stay. I will do nothing that will inter¬ 
fere with your work." 

" My dearest child, it is not for me—it is yourself-" 

She threw herself into his arms, begging him to forgive her. 
She wanted to stay with him. She loved him better than her 
voice, better than anything in the world. He did not answer, 
and when she raised her eyes she caught a slight look of doubt 
upon his face, and wondered what it could mean. At the very 
moment she had determined to stay with him, and forfeit her 
love and her art for his sake, a keen sense of his responsibility 
towards her was borne in upon him, and the feeling within him 
crushed like a stone that he could never do anything for her, not 
anything else except, perchance, achieve that reformation of 
Church music upon which his hc^ was set. He understood in 
that instant that she was sacrificing all her life to his, and he feared 
the sacrifioe she was making, and anticipated in some measure 
the remorse he would suffer. But he dared not think that she 
had better go and achieve her destiny in the only way that was 
open to her. He urged himself to believe that she was-acting 
rightly, it was impossible for him to hold any other opinion. 
The thoughts that came upon him he strove to think were merely 
nervous accidents, and he forced himself to accept the irresponsi¬ 
bility of the sacrifice. He wished not to be selfish, but, however 
he acted, he always seemed to be acting in his own interest. 
Since she had promised him not to go away with Sir Owen, he 
was quite free to keep his appointment with Monsignor, and be 
gathered up his music, and then he let it fall again, fearing that 
she would interpret his action to mean that he was glad to get 
away. 

Sne besought him to go; she said she was tired and wanted 
to lie down, and all the while he spoke she was tortured with an 
uncertainty as to whether she was speaking the truth or not; 
and be had not been TOtie many minutes when she remembered 
that she had not told mm that Owen had asked bet to meet him 
that very afternoon in Berkeley Square, and that the kev of the * 
square lay in her pocket, t. Like one with outstretched hands, 
striving to feel he** way in the dark, she sought to discover in 
her sow whether she hra deliberately suppressed or accidentally 
omitted the fact of her appointment with Owen. It might be 
that the conversation had taken a sudden turn, at the moment she 
was about to tell him, for the thought bad crewsed her mind that 
she ought to tell him. Then she seemed to lose count of every¬ 
thing, acd was unable to distinguish truth from falsehood. 
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To increase her difficulties, she remembefed that ^ had 
becra^ Owen's confidence. She could not ^tute admit to 
herself that she had a right to tell her father that it was he. But 
he had guessed it. ... It seemed impossible to do rj^ht. Per¬ 
haps there was no right and no wrong, as Owen said; and a 
wish rose from the bottom of her heart that it might be so, and 
then she feared she had been guilty of blasphemy. Perhaps she 
should warn Owen of her indiscretion, and she thought of mrsclf 
going to London for this purpose, and smiled as she deleted the 
deception which she was trying to practise on herself. 

There was nothing for her to do in the house, and when she 
had walked an hour in the ornamental park, she strayed into 
the pictuie gallery, and strxxl a long time looking at thie Dutch 
lady who was playing the vir^^inal, and whose life passed peacefully 
apparently without any emotion, in a silent house amid rich furni¬ 
ture. But she was soon drawn to the Watteau, where a rich 
evening hushes about a beautiful carven colonnade, under which 
the court is seated ; where gallants wear deep crimson and a2ure 
cloaks, and the ladies striped gowns of dainty refinement; where 
all the rows are full of amorous intrigue, and vows arc being 
pleaded, and mandolines are playing; where a fountain sings in 
the garden and dancers perform their pavane or minuet, the lady 
holding out her stripicd skirt, and the gentleman bowing to her 
with a deference that seems a little mocking. An hour of pensive 
attitudes and whispered confidences, and over every fan a face 
wonders if there is truth in love. 

" it is strange," Evelyn thought, " how one woman lives in 
obscurity, and another in admiration and success. That woman 
playing the virginal is not ugly; if she were dressed like these 
seated under the colonnade, she would be quite as pretty ; but she 
is not as clever, Owen would say, or she wouldn’t be playing the 
virginal it) a village. It is strange how I remember evcr)'thing 
he says." 

She thought of herself as the lady in the centre, the one that 
looked like the queen, and to whom a tail young man in a lovely 
cloak was being introduced, and then imagined herself one of the 
less important ladies who, for the sake of her beautiful voice, 
would be surrounded and admired by all men ; she would create 
bitter jealousies and annoy a number of women, which, however, 
she would endeavour to overcome by giving hack to them the 
several lovers whom she did not want ibr herself. 

The life in this picture would be hers if she took the thtee 
o'clock train and went to Berkeley Square, llic life in the other 
picture would be hers if she remained tn Dulwich. 

Only one more hour remained between her and the moment 
when she would be getting into the train, and cm going out of 
the gallery her senses all seemed awake at the same moment; 
she saw and felt and heard with equal distinctness, and she teemed 
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to be welkin^ eotocntticBlly, to be morin^ forweid as if on wheels. 
She met a fnend on her way home, but it was like talking to one 
across a river or gulf; she wondered what she had said, and hardly 
heard, on account of the tumuk within her, what was being said 
to her. When she ^ home, she noticed that she did not take 
off her hat; and sne ate her lunch without tasting it. Her 
thoughts were loud as the clock which ticked out the last minutes 
she was to remain at home, and trying not to hear them, she turned 
to the Monoa Lisa, wemdering what Owen meant wlien he had 
said that the hesitating smile in the picture was like her smile. Her 
thoughts ran on tickmg in her brain like the clock in the comer 
of a r(x>m, and though she would have given anything to stop 
thinking, she could not. 

Every moment the agony of anxiety and nervousness inctessed, 
and it was almost a rellcff when the clock pointed to the time when 
she would have to go to the station. She looked round the room, 
a great despair mounted into her eyes, and she walked quickly out 
of the house. As she went down the street she tried to think 
that she was going to Owen to tcU him she had told her father 
that she was resolved to give him up. It seemed no longer 
difficult to do this, for, on looking into her mind, she could 
discover neither desire nor love, nor any wish to see him. She was 
only conscious of a nervous agitation which she could not con¬ 
trol, and through this waking nightmare she walked steadily, 
thinking with extraordinary clcamess. 

In the railway carriage the passengers noticed her pallor, and 
they wondered what her trouble was, and at Victoria the oimiibus 
conductor just saved her from being run over. The omnibus 
jogged on, stopping now and then for people to get in and out, 
and Evelyn wondered at the extraordinary mechanism of life, 
and she took note of everyone's peculiarities, wondering what 
were their business and desires, and wondering also at the con¬ 
ductor's voice crying out the different parts of the town the 
omnibus would pass through. 

** This is Berkeley Street, miss, if you arc getting out here." 

She watted a few minutes at the ciirncr, and then wandered down 
the street, asking herself if it was yet too late to turn back. 

The sun glanced through the foliage, and glittered on the 
cockades of the coachmen and on the shining hides of the horses. 

It was the height of the season, and the young beauties of the year, ' 
and the BtshionaUe beautk's of the last decode, lay back, sunning 
themselves under the shade of their parasols. The carriages came 
round the square close to the curb, under the waving branches, 
and, waiting for an opportunity to cross, Evelyn's eyes followed 
an unusually beautiful carriage, drawn by a pair of chestnut horses. 
She did not see the lady's face, but she wore a wUow dress, and 
the irises in her bonnet nodd^ over the hood of the carriage. 
This lady, graceful and idle, seemed to mean something, but 
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what ? Evelyn thought of the plctuce 61 the colonnade in the 
gallery. 

The men to whom the stately servants opened the doors wore 
long frock coats pinched at the waist, and they swung their canes 
and carried their thick, vellow gloves in their hands. They were 
all like Owen. They w lived as he lived, for pleasure; they were 
all here for the season, for balls and dinner parties, for love- 
making and the opera. 

“They are the people,** Evelyn thought, “who will i»y 
thousands to hear me sing. They are the people who will invite 
me to their houses. If my voice is cultivated, if 1 ever go 
abroad.** 

She ran across the street and walked under the branches until 
she came to a gate. But why not go straight to the house ? 
She did not know. . . . She was at the gate, and the scjuare 
looked green and cool. The ^te swung to and closed with a 
snap; but she had the key and could leave when she liked, and 
worn out with various fears she walked aimlessly about the grass 
plots. There was no one in the square, to if he were watching for 
her he could not fail to see her. Once more a puerile hope 
crossed her mind fitfully, that perhaps it would be as well if he 
failed to see her. But no, since she had gone so far she was deter¬ 
mined to go on to the end, and before this determination, her 
spirits revived, and she waited for him to come to her. But for 
sliyness she did not dare to look round, and the minutes she walked 
under the shady trees were very delightful, for she was penetrated 
with an intimate conviction that she would not he disappointed. 
And one of the moments of her life that hxed itself most vividly 
on her mind was when she saw (>wcn coming towards her 
through the trees. He was so tall and thin, and wdked so grace¬ 
fully ; there was something in his walk that delighted her; it 
seemed to her that it was like the long, soft stride of a cat. 

** 1 am glad you have come,** he said. 

But she could not answer. A moment afterwards he said, and 
she noticed that his voice trembled, “ You are coming in to tea ? ** 

Again she did not answer, and thinking it safer to take things 
for granted, he walked towards the gate. He was at the point 
of saying, “ That is my house,'* but he checked himself, thinking 
chat silence was safer than speech. He could not get the gate 
open, and while he wrenchea at the lock, he dreaded that delay 
might give her time to change her mind. But Evelyn was now 
quite determined. Her brain seemed to efferve^ and her bldbd 
to bubble with joy, a triumphant happiness filled her, for no 
doubt remained that she was going to Paris to-night. 

“ Let us have tea as soon as possible, and tell Stanley to bring 
the brougham round at once.** 

* “ Why did you order the brougham ? ** 

“ Arc you not—? 1 thought—** 
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The brUliifiqr of her eyes answered him, and be took her hoods. 

** Then you aie coming with to Paris ? ** 

** Yes. if you like, Owen, anywhere. . . . But let me kiss you.** 

And she stood in a beautiful, amorous attitude, her arm thrown 
about his ncxk, her eyes aflame. 

*'Tbe brougham will be round in half an hour. There is 
a train at sis to Dover. It gets there at nine. So we shall have 
time to dine at the Lord warden, and get on board the boat 
before the mail arrives.** 

** But 1 have no clothes.** 

** The night is fine; we shall have a lovely crossing; jrou will 
only want a shawl and a rug.... But what are you tbinung of ? 
You don't regret ? ** 

His eyes were tenderer chan hers. She perceived in their 
grey lights a tenderness, an aiTection which seemed in contradic* 
tion to his nature as she had hitherto understood it. Even the 
thought flashed dimly in the background of her mind that hit 
love was truer than hers; his cynicism, which had often fright¬ 
ened her, seemed to have vanished ; indeed, there was something 
diflicrent in him from the man she had hitherto known—a difler- 
ence which was rendered evident by the accent with which he 
said— 

** Dearest Evelyn, this is the happiest moment of my life. 1 
have spent two terrible days wondering if you would come.** 

'* Did you, dear ? Did you think of me P Are you fond of 
me?** 

He pressed her hand, and with one l(X>k answered her question, 
and she saw the streets flash past her—for they were in the 
brougham driving to Charing Cross. There was still the danger 
of meeting Mr. Inncs at the station but the danmr was slight. 
She knew of no business that would take him to Charin||^ Cross, 
and they were thankful the train did not start from Victoria. 

Owen called to his coachman to hasten. They had wasted, 
he said, too much time over the tea-table, and might miss the 
train. But they did not miss it, and through the heat of the long, 
summer afternoon the slow train jogged pea^fuliy through the 
beautiful undulations of the southern counties. The sky was 

a uiet gold and turquoise blue, and far away were ruby tinted 
iouds. A peaceful light floated over the hillsides and doased 
in the hollows, and the happiness of the world seemed etemat 
Deep, cool shadows filled the copses, and the green com was a 
foot high in thi. fields, and eveW gate and hedgerow wore a 
picturesque aspect. Evelyn and C^en sat opposite each other, 
talking in whispers, for they were not alone; the^y had not been 
in time to secure a private carriage. The dchghc that filled 
their hearts was tender as the light in the valleys and the hill sidco. 
But Evelyn's feelings were the more boisterous, for she was 
entering into life, whereas Owen thought be was at lost widiin 
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i«ach (}f the ideal he had sought from the beginning of bis 
life. 

This feeling, which was very present in his mind, appeared 
somehow through his eyes and in his manner, and even through 
the tumult of her emotions she was vaj^ly aware that he was 
even nicer than she had thought. She had never loved him so 
much as now; and anin the thought passed that she had not 
known him before, and far down in her happiness she wondered 
which was the true man. 



CHAPTER TEN 


From Dover they telegraphed to Mr. Inncs—Your 
daughter is safe. She has gone abroad to study singing; “ and 
at midnight they were on bo^ the boat. The night was strany^ly 
calm and blue ; a little mist was about, and they stood watching 
the circk (>f light which the vessel shed upon the water, moving 
ever onwards, with darkness before and after. 

“ Dearest, what are you thinking erf" ? ” 

** Of father. He has received our message by now. Poor 
dad, he won’t sleep to-night. To-morrow will all have the' 
news, and on Sunday in church they will * be raising about it.* ** 

*' But your voice w'ould have been wasted. Your father 
would have reproached himself; he would think he had sacrifioed 
you to his music.” 

“ Which wouldn’t be true.” 

*' True or false, he’d think it. Besides, it would be true in a 
measure.” 


Evelyn told Owen of her interview with her father that morn¬ 
ing, and he said— 

” You acted nobly.” 

** Nobly ? Owen 1 ** 

“ There was nobility in your conduct.” 

” He’ll be so lonelv, so lonely. And,” she exclaimed, clasping 
her hands, ” who will play the viola da gamba ? ” 

“ When 1 bring you back a great singer . . . there’ll be 
substantial consolation in that,” 

” But he won’t close his eyes to-night, and he’ll miss me at 
breakfast and at dinner—his poor dinner all by himself.” 

** Bur you don't want to go back to him ? You love me as 
much as your father ? ” ^ 

They pressed each other’s hands, and, striving to see through* 
the blue hollow of the night, they thought of the adventufe of 
the voyaM they had undertaken. Spectral ships loomed up 
and vanished in the spectral stillness; and only within the little 
circle of light couki they perceive the waves over which thev 
floated. The moon drifted, and a few stars showed through 
the white wrack. Whither were their lives striving ? She liM 
thought that her life in Dulwich must endure for ever, but it had 
passed from her like a dream; it had snapped eoddenly, and she 
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floated on another Toyage, and still the same myttery encircled 
her as before. She knew that Owen loved her. This was the 
little circle of life in which she lived, and beyond it she might 
imagine any story she pleased. 

Her thoughts reverts to the Eastern dreamer, and she realised 
that she was living through the tragedy which he had written 
about a thousand years ago in his rose garden. She might 
imagine what she pleased—that she was going to become a great 
singer, that artistic success was the harbour whither she steered, 
but in truth she did not know. She could not believe such an 
end to be her destiny. Then what was her destiny ? All she 
had ever known was behind her, had floated into the darkness 
as easily as those spectral ships; her religion, her father, her 
home, all had vanished, and all she knew was that she was sailing 
through the darkness without them. Seen for a moment in the 
light of the high moon, and then in shrouded blue light, a great 
•hip came and went, and Evelyn clung to the arm of her lover. 
He folded the rough shawl he had nought at Charing Cross 
about her shoulders. The lights of Oilais harbour grew larger, 
the foghorn snorted, the vessd veered, and there was preparation 
on board; the crowd thickened, and as the night grew fainter 
they saw between the dawn and the silvery moon the long low 
sandhills of the French coa.st. The vessel veered and entered 
the harbour, and as she churned alongside the windy piers, the 
mystery with which a moonlit sea had flllcd their hearts passed, 
and they were taken in an access of happiness: and they cried 
to each other for sheer joy as they struggled up the gangway. 

They were in France I their life of love was b^ure them I 
He could hardly take his eyes ofl the delicious girl; and soon 
two or three waiters attended at her first meal, her first acquainN 
anoe with French food and wine t Owen was known on the line, 
and the obsequiousness shown to him flattered her, and it was 
thrilling to read his name on the window of their carriage. Her 
foot was on the footboard, and seeing the empty carriage the- 
thought struck her, ** We shall be alone; hc*U be able to kiss 
me.'* And, her heart baiting with fear and delight, she got in 
and sat speechless in a comer. 

As the train moved out of the station he took her hand, and 
said that he hoped they would be very happy together. She 
looked at him, and in her eyes there was a little questioning, 
almost cynical look, which perplexed him. The part he had to 
play was a difllcult one, and on board the boat, in the pauses 'of 
their conversation, he had felt that his future influence oyer 
Evelyn depended upon his conduct during the forthcoming 
week. This foresight had its origin in his tempenunent. It 
was his temperament to suggest and to lead, and as he talked to 
Bcr of Madame Savclli, the great singing mistress, and Lady 
Ducklc, a lady whom he hopM to induce to come to Parts to 
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chapcfoci her, he gaw the hotel utting-ioom at the moment when 
the waiter, having brought in the cof&, and delayed his departuxe 
as long as he possibly could, would 6naUy close the door. Ner¬ 
vousness dilated her eyes, and his thoughts were often ha from 
his words. He often had to catch his breath, and he quailed 
before the dread interrogation which often looked out of her eyes. 
They had passed Boulogne, and dirough the dawn, vague as an 
opal, appt^red a low range of hills, and as these receded, the 
landscape flattened out into a bleak, morose plain. 

What lives were lived yonder in that low grange, crouching 
under the flve melancholy poplars ? An hour later father ana 
son would go forth in that tteacherous quaking boat, lying amid 
the sedge, and cast their net into one of those olack pools. But 
these pictures of prioueval simplicities which the landscape 
evoked were not in accord with a journey toward love and 
pleasure. Evelyn and Owen did not dare to contrast their lives 
with those of the Picardy ^asants, and that they should see n<^ 
roses and sunshine, but a broken and abandoned boat amid the 
sedge, and mournful hills faintly outlined against the heavy, 
lowering sky seemed to them significant, 'i^ey watched the 
filmy, diffused, opal light of the dawn, and they were filled with 
nervous expectation. The man who appeared at the end of the 
plain in his primitive guise of a shephera driving his flock towards 
the hard thin grass of the uplands seemed menacing and hostile. 
His tall felt hat seemed like a helmet in the dusk, his crook like 
a lanoc, and Owen understood that the dawn was the end of the 
truce, that the battle with Nature was alx>ut to begin again. 
At that moment she was thinking that if she had done wrong in 
leaving home, the sin was worth all the scruples she might endure, 
and she rejoiced that she endured none. He folded her in his 
rug. The train seemed to stop, and the names of the stations 
sounded dim in her ears. Her perceptions rose and sank, and, 
as they sank, the villa cngarlandcd, o< which Owen had spoken, 
seemed there. Its gates, though unbarred, were impassable. 
She thought she was shaking them, but when she opmed her 
eyes it was Owen telling her that they had passed the fortifications, 
t^t they were in Paris. 

He had brought with lum only his dressing-bag, so they were 
not detained at the Customs. His valet was following with the, 
rest of bis luggage, and as soon as she had had a few hours* sleep, 
he would take .her to different shops. She dung on to his arm. 
Paris seemed very cold and cheerless, and she did not like the tall, 
haggard houses, nor the slattern waiter arranging chairs in front 
of an early cafe, nor the humble servant tittering down the 
pavement in wooden shoes. She saw these things with tired 
eyes, and she was dimly aware of a decrepit carriage drawn by 
two decrepit horses, and then of a great hotel built about a 
courtyard. She beard Owen arguing about rooms, but it seemed 
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to her that a room where there was a bed was all that she desired. 

But the blank hotel bedroom, so formal and cheerless, fright¬ 
ened her, and it seemed to her that she could not undress and 
climb into that high bed, and she had no clothes—not even a 
nightgown. The chambermaid brought her a cup of chocolate, 
ai^ when she had drunk it she fell s^eep, seeing the wood fire 
burning, and thinking how tired she was. 

It was the chambermaid knocking. It was time for her to 
get up, and Owen bad sent her a brush and comb. She could 
only wash her face with the comer of a damp towel. Her 
stockings were full of dust; her chemise was like a rag—all, she 
lefiected, the discomforts of an elopement. As she brushed out 
her hair with Owen's brush, she wondered what he could see 
to like in her. She admired his discretion in not coming to her 
room. But really, this hotel seemed as unlikely a pbee for 
love-making as the gloomy plain of Picardy. 

She was pinning on her hat when he knocked. He told her 
that he had been promised some nice rooms on the second floor 
later in the day, and they went to breakfast at Voisin's. I'he 
rest of the day was spent getting in and out of cabs. 

They took the shops as they came. The first was a boot 
and shoe maker, and in a few moments between four and five 
hundred francs had been spent. 'I'his seemed to Evelyn an 
unheard-of extravagance. Tca-gr)wns at five hundred and six 
hundred francs apiece were a joy to behold and a delicacy to 
touch. The discovery that' every petticoat cost fifty francs 
seriously alarmed her. They visited the bonnet shop later in the 
afternoon. By that time she had grown hardened, and it seemed 
almost natural to pay two hundred francs for a hat. Tw'u of her 
dresses were bought ready made. A saleswoman held out the 
skirt of a Howered silk, which she was to wear that night at the 
<^ra; another stood bv, waiting for her and Owen to approve 
of the stockings she hefd in her hands. Some were open-work 
and embroidered, and the cheapest were fifteen francs a pair. 
It had to be decided whctlicr these should be upheld by suspenders 
oi by garters. Owen’s taste was for garters, and the choice of a 
pair filled them with a pleasurable embarrassment. In the next 
shop—it was a glove shop—as she was about to ccwisult him 
reg^ing the number of buttons, she remembered, in a sudden 
moment of painful realisation, the end for which they had met. 
She turned pale, and the words caught in her throat. Fortun¬ 
ately, his eyes were turned from her, and he perceived nothing o£ 
the nervous agitation which consumed her; but on leaving the 
sh^, a little way down the street, when she had recovered herself 
sumcientJy to observe him, she perceived that he was suffering 
from the same agitation. He seemed unable to fix his attention 
%non the present moment. He seemed to have wandered far 
aMld, and when with an efibrt he returned from the ever nearing 
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futuce, he seened like a man coming out of another atmoaphere— 
out of a mist I 

At six they were back at their hotel, surveying the' sitting- 
rooms, already littered with cardboard boxes. But he hurried 
her off to the Rue dc la Paix, sayu^ that she must have some 
jewels. Tnys of diamonds, rubies, emeralds and pearls were 
presented to her for dioice. 

** You*re not looking,** he said, feigning surprise. *' You 
take no interest in jewels ; aren't you well ? ** 

**Ye8, dearest; but Tm bewildered.** 

When they returned to the hotel, the gown she was to wear 
that night at the opera had arrived. 

** It must have cost twenty pounds, and 1 usen't to spend much 
more than that in a whole year on my clothes.** 

Neither cared to go to the opera; but half-past ten seemed 
to him Guitc a proper time for them to return home, and for this 
makeshitt propriety he was so bored with ** Loli^ngrin ** that 
he never saw it afterwards with the old pleasure; and Evelyn's 
glances told of the wasted hours. While Elsa sang her dream, 
he fMlised the depth of his folly. If something were to happen ? 
If they were to Mr. Innes waiting at the ooor of the hotel ? 
If he were robbed of her, it would serve him right. The aria 
in the second act was beautifully sung, and it helped them to 
forget; but with the rather rough chorus of men in the seoxid 
half of the second act, their nervous boredom began again, and 
Evelyn’s face was explicit. 

** You're tired, Evelyn; you’re too tired to listen.” 

” Yes, I’m tired, let’s go ; give me my cloak.” 

** 1 don’t care mudii for the nuptial music,” he remarked 
accidentally; and then, feeling obliged to cake advanta^w of the 
slip oE the tongue, he raid, ** Lohengrin and Elsa are in w bridal 
chamber in the next act.” 

He felt her hand tremble on his arm. 

** In two years hence you’ll be singing here. . . . But you 
don’t answer.” 

** Owen, dear, I’m thinking of you now.” 

Her answer was a delicious flattery, and he hurried her to 
the carriage. The moment his arm was about her she leaned 
over him, and when their lips parted he uttered a little cry. But 
in the middle of the sitting-room she stopped and faced him, 
barring the way. He took her cloak from her shoulden. 

” Owen, dear, if anything should happen.” 

But it was not till the third night tlwt they entered into the 
full possession of their delight. Every night after seemed mote 
exquisite than the last, like sunset skies, as beautiful and as 
unrememberahle. She could recall only the moment when from 
the threshold he looked back, nodded a good-night, and then 
told her be would call her when it was time to get up. llien in a 
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happy weariness she closed her eyes; and when they opened 
she closed them quickly, and curled herself into dreams and 
thoughts of Owen. 

They were going to the races, and he would come and tell her 
when It was time to get up. She hoped this would not be till 
she had dreamed to the end of her dream. But her eyes opened, 
and she saw him in his dressing i^own with blue facings standing 
in the middle of the room watching her. His little smile was in 
his eyes; they seemed to say. So there you are; 1 haven't lost 
you. 

** You're the loveliest thing,” he said, “ in God's earth.” 

** Dearest Owen, I'm very fond of you; *' and there was a 
plaintive and amorous cry in her voice which found echo in the 
movement with which she threw herself into her lover's arms, 
and laid her head upon his shoulder. 

** I've never seen such a hand, it is like a spray of fern; and 
chose eyes—look at me, Eve.” 

** Why do you call me live ? No one ever called me Eve 
before.” 

” Sometimes they are as green as sea water, at other times they 
are grey or nearly grey, most often they arc hazel green. Ann 
your feet are like hands, and your ankle—see, I can span it between 
forefinger and thumb. . . . Your hair is faint, like fiowers. 
Your throat is too thick, you have the real singer's throat; 
thousands of pounds lie hidden in that whiteness, which is mine 
—the whiteness, not the gold.” 

** How you know how to praise, Owen 1 ” 

” I love that sweet indecision of chin.” 

** A retreating chin means want of character.” 

** You have not what 1 call a retreating chin, the line merely 
deflects. Nothing more unlovable than a firm chin. It means 
a hard, unimaginative nature. Eve, you're adorable. Where 
should 1 find a sweetheart equal to you ? ” 

“ That isn't the way 1 want you to love me,” 

Isn't it ? Arc you sure of that ? ” 

” 1 don’t know—(xirhaps not. But why do you make me say 
these things ? ” 

She held his face between her hands, and moved aside his 
moustache with her lips. . . . Suddenly freeing herself from 
his embraces, she said, ** I don't want to kiss you any more. 
Let's talk.” 

” Dearest, do you know what time is it ? You must get up 
and dress yourself. It is past nine o'clock. We arc going to the 
races. I'll send you the chaml)cnnaid. You promise me to 
get up ? ” 

It was these little authoritative airs that enchanted her le- 
cnembrance of him ; and while the chambermaid poured out her 
bath ahe thought of the gown she was going to wear. She 
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knew that she had some pink silk stockings to match it» but it 
took her a long while to find them. She opened aU the wrong 
btnes. ** lt*8 eztnocdinaiy/* she thought, ** how long it takes 
one to dress sometimes; iH one's things get wrong.'* And 
when hooking the skirt she suddenly retnembeted slw had no 
parasol suitable to the gown. It was Sunday; it would he 
impossible to buy one. l^ere was nothing for it but to send for 
Owen. If there was anything wrong wim her gown he would 
give her no peace. He wished her to wear a Bower-embroidered 
dress, but her fancy was set on a pale yellow muslin, and it amused 
her to «t cross with him and to send him out of the room; but 
when me door dosed siie was moved to run after him. The 

g rave question as to what she would wear dispelled other thoughts. 

he must be serious; and to please him she decided she would 
wear the gown he liked, and as she fixed the hat that went with it 
she admi^ the contrast of its purple with her rich hair. Owen 
was always right. She bad never thought that she could look 
so well, and it was a happy moment when he took her by both 
hands and said— 

** Dearest, you are delicious—quite ddicio^ You’ll be the 
prettiest woman at Longchamps to-day.*' 

She asked for tea, but be said they were in France, and must 
conform to French taste. When Marie Antoinette was informed 
that the people wanted bread, etc., Evelyn thought Marie 
Antoinette must have been a cruel woman. But she liked 
chocolate and the brioche, and henceforth they were brought to 
her bedside, and in a Sevres service, a present from Owen. 

When they had finished the little meal he rang for writing 
material, and said— 

** Now, my dear Evelyn, you must write to your father.** 

** Must 1 ? What shaJl 1 say ? Oh, Owen, 1 cannot write. 

If I did, father would come over here, then-** 

*' rU tell you what to say. I’ll dictate the letter you ought to 
write. You need not give him any address, but you must let 
him know you're well, and why you intend to remain abroad. 
It is by relieving his mind on these subiects that you’ll save your¬ 
self from the vexation of his hunting you up here. . . • Come, 
now,** he said, noticing the agonist and bewildered look on 
Evelyn's face, ** this is the only disagreeable hour in the day-— 
you must put up with it. Here is the pen. Now write— 

** * Mr D 2 AE r ATHaa,—^I should be nappy in Paris, very ha|^y, 
if it were ndc for the l^wlcdge of the gnef that iny flight must 
have occasioned you. Of course 1 have acted very wrongly, 
very wiclusdly- * ** 

** But,** said Evel 3 m, ** you told me 1 was acting rightly, chat 
to do otherwise would be madness." 

** Yes, and 1 only told you the truth. But in writing to your 
fiKber you must adopt tM conventional tone. There^ no use 
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in trying to persuade your father you did right. ... 1 don't 
loiow, wougn. SctBtch out *1 have acted wrongly and very 
wickedly,' aiM write— 

** ‘ 1 will not aak you to think that I have acted odietwise dian 
wrongly, for, of course, as a father you can hold no other opinion, 
but being also a clever nuui, an artist, you will perhaps be inclined 
to admit that my wrong-doing is not so irzeparanle a wrong¬ 
doing as it might have b^n in other and easily imagined circum¬ 
stances.' FuU stop. 

** You've got that—* so irreparable a wrong-doing as it might 
have been in other and easily imagined circumstances * ?" 

Yes." 

** * Father dear, you know that if 1 had remained in Dulwich 
my voice would have been 'wasted, not through my fault or yours, 
but through the fault of circumstances.* 

*' You have got circumstances a few lines higher up, so put 
* through the fault of fate.’ " 

Father will never believe that I wrote this letter." 

*' That doesn't matter—the truth t.s the truth front whoever it 
comes." 

" * We should have gone on deceiving ourselves, or trying to 
deceive ourselves, hoping as soon as the concerts paid that I 
should go abroad with a proper chaperon. You know, father 
dear, how we dsed to talk, both knowing well that ito such thing 
could be. The years would have slipped by, and at hve-and- 
thirty, when it would have been too late, I should have found 
myself exactly where I was when ntothcr died. You would 
have reproached yourself, you would have suHcred remorse, we 
should have both been miserable ; whereas now I hope that we 
shall Lx>th be happy. You will bring about a revival of Palestrina, 
and I sliall sing etpera. Be reasonable, father, and remember that 
it had to be. V^rirc to me if you can; to hear from you will 
make me very happy. But do not try to seek me out and endeav¬ 
our to induce me to return home. Any meeting between us now 
would merely mean intolerable sufFering to both of us, and it 
would serve no purpose whatever. A Tittle later, when 1 have 
succeeded, when 1 am a great singer, I will come and see you, 
that is to say if you will see me. Meanwhile, for a year or two 
we had better not meet, but I'll write constantly, and shall look 
forward to your letters. Again, my dear father, I beseech you 
to be reasonable; everything will come right in the end. I will 
not conceal from you the fact that Sir Owen Asher advised me 
to this step. He is very fond of me, and is determined to help me 
in every way. When he brings me back to England a great 
singer, he hopes you will try to look on his fault with as much 
^leniency as may be. He asks me to warn you against speaking 
of him in connection with me, for any accusation mought against 
him will in}uze me. He intends to provide me with a pcoper 
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cfaapcton. I need not mention her name; auffioe it to tav diet 
she is a veiy grand lady, so ap^ieanuioes will be preserved. No one 
need know anything for certain if you do not tell them. If you 
will promise to do this, 1 will send the name of the lady with whom 
1 am going to live. You can say that I am living with her; her 
name will he a sufficient cloak—everyone will be satisfied. Inter¬ 
ference can be productive of no good, remember that; let thin« 
take their natural course, and they come right in the end. 
If you decide to do as I ask you, write at once to me, and address 
your letter to 31 Rue Faubourg St. Honorf, care of Monsieur 
Blanco.—Always, dear father. Your afiectiemate daughter,— 
Evelyn Innbs.* ** 

** How clever you are,*' she said, looking up. ** You have 
written just the kind of letter that wUl influence fether. I have 
lived with father all my life, and yet 1 couldn't have known 
how to write that letter. How did you think of it ? ** 

** I*vc put the case truthfully, haven't I ? Now, do you copy 
out that letter and address it; meanwhile rU go round to Voisin's 
and order breakfast. I'ry to have it finished by the time I get hack. 
We'll |x>st it on our way." 

She promised that she would do so, but instead sat a long while 
with the letter in her hands. It was so unlike herself that she 
could not bring herself to send it. It would not satisfy her father, 
he would sooner receive something from her own familiar heart, 
and, obeying a sudden impulse, she wrote— 

" My Darling, —What must you think of me, I wonder 1 that I 
am an ungrateful girl ? I hope not. 1 don't think you would be 
so unjust as to think such things of me. 1 have been very wicked, 
but I have always loved you, father, and never more than now ; 
and had anything in the world been able to stop me, it would 
have been my love of you. But, father dear, it was just as I 
told you ; I was determined to resist the temptation if I could, 
but when the time came I could not. I did my best, indeed I did. 

1 went through agony after agony after you 1<^, and in the end 1 
had to go whether 1 desired it or not. I could not have stopped 
in Dulwich any longer; if I had I should have died, and then you 
would have lost me altogether. You would not have liked to see 
me pine away, grow white, and lie coughing on the sofii Uke poor 
momer. No, you would not. It would have killed you. You 1 
remember how ill I was last Easter when he was away in the 
Meditemnean, darling. We've always been pals, we've alvniys 
told each other evciything, we never had any secrets, and never 
shall. I should have died if I hadn't gone away. Now I've told 
you everything—isn't that so ?—and when 1 come back a great 
suc^s, you'll come and hear me sing. My success would mean 
very little if you were not theic. 1 would sooner see your dear, 
darling face in a box than any crowned head in Europe. If 1 
were only sure that you would forgive me. Everything else will 
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turn out right* Oven will be good to me, I ^mll get on; I heve 
little fear on that score. If I could only know that you were not 
too lonely, that you were not grieving too much. 1 shall write 
to Margaret and beg her to look after you. But she is very care¬ 
less, aim the grocer often puts down things in his book that we 
never had. A couple of years, and then we shall see each other 
again. Do you think, darling, you can live all that time without 
me ? I must try to live that time without you. It will be hard 
to do so, I shall miss you dreadfully, so if you could manage to 
write to me, not too cross a letter, it would make a great d^ of 
didercnce. Of course, you arc thinking of the disgrace I have 
brought on you. There need be none. Owen is going to pro¬ 
vide me with a chaperon—a lady, he says, in the best society. 
I will send you her name next week, as soon as Ou'cn hears from 
her. He may hear to-morrow, and if you say that Tm living with 
her, no one will know anything. It is deceitful, 1 know; 1 told 
Owen so, but he says that we are not obliged to take the whole 
world into our confidence. 1 don’t like it, but 1 suppose if one 
docs the things one must put up with the consequences. Now, 
1 must say good-bye. IVe expressed myself b^y, but you’ll 
know what 1 mean—that I love you very dearly, that 1 hope you’ll 
forgive me, and be glad to see me when 1 come back, that 1 shall 
always be,-— Your am^ionate daughter,— Evelyn.’* 

She put the letter into an envelope, and was addressing it when 
Owen came into the room. 

“ Have you copied the letter, dear ? ** 

She looked at him inquixin^y, and he wondered at her em¬ 
barrassment. 

No,” she said, ” 1 have written quite a different letter. Yours 
was very clever, of course, but it was not like me. I’ve written 
a stupid little letter, but one which will please father better.” 

” I daresay you’re right. If your father suspected the letter 
was dictated by me he would resent it.” 

” That’s just what 1 thought.” 

” Let me see the letter you have written.” 

” No; don’t look at it. I’d rather you didn’t.” 

” Why, dearest ? Because there’s something about me in it ? ” 

” No, indeed. 1 would not write anything about you that 1 
wouldn’t show you. No; what I don’t want you to see is dx>ut 
myself.” 

” About yourself I Well, as you like, don’t show me anything 
you don’t want to.” 

” But I don’t like to have secrets from you, Owen; 1 hate 
secrets.” 

” One of these days you’ll tell me what you’ve written. I’m 
ouite satisfied.” He rauMd her face and kis^ her tenderly, and 
sne fek that she loved him better for his well-assumed indifference. 
Then they went downstairs, and she admired her drcaa in the long 
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giftsset on the itndingt. She listened to his PreDcfa «s he asked 
for a stamp. The oouit>yBtd was full of sunlight and carriages. 
The pages pushed open the glass doors for them to pass, 
tingling with health and all the happiness and enchantment of 
love, m walked by his sick under the arcade-^lad when, in 
walking, they came against each other—swinging her parasol 
pensivdy, wondering what happy word to sav. a little pe^lexed 
that she should have a secret from him. and all the while healthily 
hungiy. Suddenly she recognued the street as the one where they 
had dined on Fnday night. He pushed opoi a white-painted 
door, and it seemed to her that all the white-aproned waiters 
advanced to meet her; and the one who drew the table forward 
that she might pass seemed to fully appreciate the honour of 
serving them. A number of hors d'atmns were placed before her. 
but she only ate bread and butter and a radish, until Owen insisted 
on her trying the jiku d*Mtbois —the very ones she was originally 
most averse from. The sole was cooked very elaboratdy in 
a rich brown sauce. The tiny chicken which followed it was-first 
shown to her in a tin saucepan; then the waiter took it away 
and carved it at a side table. She enjoyed the melon which, for 
her sake, ended instead of beginning tM meal, as Owen said it 
shmild. 

An Eiulishman. a friend of Owen’s, sat at the next table, 
she could see he regretted that Owen had not introduced him. 
Most of his conversation seemed designed for that end. and when 
they got up to go, his eyes surely sain. '* Wdl. I wish that he had 
introduced us; 1 think wc should have got on together.** And 
the eyes of the young man who sat at the opposite table said, as 
plain as any woras. 'Vl’d have given anything to have been intro¬ 
duced 1 Shall we ever meet again ? ** 

So her exit was very thrilling; and no sooner were they on 
the pavement than another surprise was in store for her. 

A smart coachman touched 1 m hat. and Owen stepped back for 
her to get into the victoria. 

** But this is not our carriage ? ** 

** You did not think wc were going to the Longchamps in a 
/Saere, did you ? This is your carriage—I bought these hones 
yesterday for you.** 

You bought this carriage and these horses for me. Owen ? **» 
** Yes, dear. 1 did; don*t let*s waste time. Aux tours$s / ** 

** Owen, den:. I cuinoc accept such a present. I qipredate 
your kindness. Iwt you will not ask me to accept this carri^ 
and horses.** 

“Why not?** 

Evelyn thought for some time before answering. 

“It would only make people think that 1 was an amateur. 
The fine clothes you have txm^t roe 1 shall not be able to wear, 
except when 1 want you to th^ me nice. 1 ahatl have to learn 
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Italian, of which I don’t know a word, and French, of which I 
know very little,** 

Owen looked at her, at once pleased and surprised. 

** You’re cruite right,” he said ; ** this carrta^ and these horses 
are unsuitable to your present circumstances. The chestnuts 
took my fancy . . . however, 1 haven't paid for them. 1*11 
send them back for the present; they, or a pair like them, will 
come in all right later on.” 

After a slight pause she said— 

*' I do not want to run into your debt more than I can help. 
If my voice develops, if it be all you think it is, 1 shall be able 
to go on the stage in a year, at latest in a year suid a half from now. 
My mother was paid three and four hundred a week. Unless 1 
fail altogether, 1 shall have no difficulty in paying you back the 
money you so generously lent me.” 

” But why do you want to cost me nothing ? '* 

” I don't know. Why shouldn't I pay you back ? If I succeed 
1 shall have plenty of numey ; if I don't, I daresay you'll overlook 
the debt. Owen, dear, how enchanting it is to be with you in 
Paris, to wear these beautiful dresses, to drive in this carriage, to 
see those lovely horses, and to wonder what the races will be like. 
You’re not disappointed in me ? I’m as nice as you thought 
I’d be?” 


” Yes ; you’re a great deal nicer. 1 was afraid at one time vou 
might be a bore; scruples of conscience aren’t very interesting. 
But somehow in your case they don’t seem to matter.” 

” I do try to keep them to myself. There’s no use in inflicting 
one’s personal worries on others. 1 am all one thing or all the 
other. When I'm with you. I’m afraid I'm all the other.” 

He had always known that he could ” make something of her,” 
fu be used to put it to himself, but she exceeded his expectations; 
she certainly was an admirable mistress. Her scruples did not 
bore him ; they were, indeed, a novelty and an excitement which 
he would not willingly be without. Moreover, she was so intelli¬ 
gent 1 he had not yet heard her make a stupid remark. She had 
always been interested in the right things; and, excited by her 
admiration of the wooden balconies—the metal lanterns hanging 
from them, the vases standing on the steps leading to the porticoes, 
he attempted a reading of these villas. 

” How plain is this paganism,” he said. ” Seeing them, we 
cannot but think of their deep feather beds, the savoury omelet^ 
made of new-laid eggs served at mid-day, and fbllowM by iuicy 
beefsteaks cooked in the best butter, lliose villas are not only 
typical of Passy, but of France ; their excellent life ascends from 
the peuant's cottage; they ate the result of agriculture, which » 
jhe original loveliness. All that springs from agriculture must 
I be beautiful, just as all that springs from (Kimmcrce must be vile. 
Manchester is the ugliest place on the earth, and the money of 
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eve^ tndmdual cotton spinner se r ves lo mukiidy the original 
ugUnessr—the house he builds, the pktures he Isn’t that 

so ?” 

*’ I can’t say, dear; I have never been to Manchester. But 
how can you thdnk of such things ? ” 

*' Don’t you like those villas f 1 love them, and their comfort 
is secuxe; its toot is in the earth, the only thing ve axe sure of. 
Thexe is more pagan of life and sentiment in France than elsewhere. 
Would you not like to have a I^usy villa ? Would you not like 
to live here ? '* 

*’ One of these days I may buy cMie, then you shall come to 
breakfast, and 1*11 give you an omelette and a beefsteak. For the 
present, I shall have to put up with something less expensive. 
1 must be near my music lessons. Thanks all the same, 
dearest.” 

She sought a season for the expression of thoughtfulness which 
had suddenly come over his face. 

** I don’t know how it is, but I never see Paris without thinking 
of Balzac. You don't know Bahuc; one of these days you must 
read him. The moment I begin to notice Paris, I thmk, feel, see 
and speak Balzac. That dark woman yonder, with her scornful 
face, rills my mind with Balzacian phraacs^—the oelebtated 
courtesan, celebrated for her diamonds and her vices, 'and so on. 
llie little woman in the next carriage, the Princess de Saxcville, 
would delight him. He would devote an entire page to the 
description of her coat of arms—three azure panels, and so on. 
And 1 should read it, for Balzac made all the world beautiful, 
even snobbery. AH interestirg people are Bakactans. The 
moment 1 know that a man is an admirer of Balzac, a sort of 
Freemasonry is established between us, and I am interested in 
him, as 1 should be in a man who had loved a woman whom 1 had 

” But I shouldn’t like a woman because 1 knew that you had 
loved her.” 

” You are a woman; but men who have loved the same 
woman will seek each other from the ends of the earth, and will 
take an intense pleasure in their recollections. 1 don’t know 
whether that aphorism is to be found in Balzac; if not, it is an 
accident that prevented him from writing it, for it is quite Balza¬ 
cian—only he would give it a turn, an air philosophic distinction 
to which It wot^ be useless for me to pretend.” 

** I wonder if I should like him. Tell me about him.” 

** You would be more likely than most women to appreciate 
him. Supposing you put the matter to tlM test. You would 
not aocc|X these horses, maybe you will not refuse a bumbler 
present—an edition of Bab^. There’s a very good one in 
nfty-two vohixnea.” 

” So many as that ? ” 
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** Yet; and not one coo many—each it a maaterpieoe. In 
this enormous work there ate scancthing like two thousand 
chactctcra, and these appear in tome books in principal, in other 
books in subordinate, p^s. Balzac speaks of them at we thooki 
of real people. A young lady is going to the open and to a ball 
afterwards, and he says— 

** * It it easy to imagine her delict and expectation, for was 
the not going to nneet the delicious Duchesse de la Maufremeuse, 
and her friend the celebrated Madame d'Espard, Coralis, Lucien 
de Rubemprd and Rastignac.* 

** 'J hese people are only mentioned in the Mimoins if iuoc 
jfHMs MerUfj. But they are heroes and heroines in other books, 
in Lfs StertU if la Vrinttsst it Cadigfum, La Pin Corh/t and Lts 
Illusions Perdues. Before you even begin to know Balzac, you 
must have read at least twenty volumes. There is a vulgarity 
about those who don't know Balzac; we, his worshippers, 
recognise in each other a reiinement Mnse and a peculiar 
comprehension of life. We are beings apart; we are branded 
with the seal of that great mind. You should h^ us talk among 
ourselves. Everyone knows that Popinot is the sublime hero cu 
UInterdiction^ bur for the moment some feeble Balzacian does not 
remember the other books he appears in, and is ashamed to 
ask. . . . But I’m boring you." 

** No, no; 1 love to listen. It is more interesting than any 
play.” 

Owen looked at her auestioningly, as if he doubted the flattery, 
which, at the bottom of his heart, ^ knew to be quite sincere. 

** You cannot understand Paris until you have read Balzac. 
Balzac discovered Paris; he created Paris. You remember just 
now what 1 said of those villas ? 1 was thinking at the 
moment of Balzac* For he begins one stor^ by a rcadii^ of the 
human cliaractcristics to be perceived in its streets. He says 
that there are mean streets, and streets that are merely honest; 
there are young streets about whose morality the public has not 
yet fbrm^ any opinion; there are murderous streets—streets 
older than the oldest hags; streets that we may esteem—clean 
streets, workw-day streets and commercial streets. Some streets, 
he says, begin well and end badly. The Rue Montmartre, for 
instance, has a fiiM: head, but it ends in the tail of a fish. How 
good that is. You don't know the Rue Montmartre? 1'U 
point it out next time we’re that way. But you know the Rue 
delaPaix?" 

'* Yes ; what docs that mean ? '* 

** The Rue dr la Psix, he says, is a large street, aixi a grand 
street, but it certainly doesn't awaken tM gracious and rmbk 
^thoughts that the Rue Royale suggests to every sensitive mind; 
nor has it the dignity of the Place Venddme. The Place de la 
Bourse, he says, is in the dsytime babble and pirosdtntioo, but at 
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aight it » beautiful. At two o’clock ^ the morning, by moon> 
light, it it a dream of old Greece.** 

** I don’t aee much in duu. What you said about the viUaa 
was quite as good.” 

Fearing that the conversation lacked a famUiar and personal 
interest, he sought a transit!^ an idea by which be could connect 
it with Evelyn herself. With this object he called her attention 
to two young men who, he pretended, reminded him of Rastif^ac 
and Momy. That woman in the mail phaeton was an incipient 
Madame Mamefle; that dark woman now looking at them with 
ardent, amorous eyes might be an Esther. 

” We’re all creatures of Balzac’s imagination. You,” be said, 
turning a little so that he might see l^r better, ** are intensely 
Balzacian.” 

*' Do I remind you of one of his characters ? ” Evelyn became 
more keenly interested. ” Which one ? ” 

** You ate more like a character he might have painted than 
anyone I can think of in the Human Comtdy. He certainly 
would have been interested in your temperament. But I can't 
think which of his womens is like you. You are more like the 
adorable Lucien; that is to say, up to the present.” 

” Who was Lucien ? ” 

** He was the yoting poet whom all Paris fell in love with. 
He came up to Paris with a married woman ; 1 think they came 
from Angoul6me. I haven’t read Last Illusions for twenty years. 
She and he were the stars in the society of some provincial town, 
but when they arrived in Paris each thought the other very 
common and countrified. He compares her with Madame 
d’Espard; she compares him with Rastignac; Balzac completes 
the picture with a touch of pure genius—They forgot that six 
months would transform t^m ^th into exquisite Parisians.* 
How good that is, what wonderful insight into life 1 ” 

” And do they become Parisians ? ” 

** Yes, and then they both regret that they broke of f --—” 

” Could they not begin it again ? ” 

” No; it is rarely that a liaison can be begun —life is 

too hurried. We may not go back; the past may never become 
the present—ghosts come between.” 

*' Then if I broke it off with you, or you broke it off vrith me, ^ 
it would be for ever ? ” 

” Do not lef us discuss such unpleasant possibilities; ” and 
he continued to search the Human Comody for a woman resembling 
Evelyn. ” You are essentially Balzacian—ail interesting things 
ate—but I cannot remember any woman in the Human Comsay 
like you—^Honorine, perhaps.” 

” wQiat does she do ? ” 

** ^le’s a married woman who has left her husband for a lover 
who very soon deserts her. Her hnsband tries in vain to love 



EVELYN INNES 


98 

other women. Imt his wife holds his afiections and he makes every 
effort to win her back. Tlw story is nudnly an account of tiiese 
efforts/' 

Does be succeed ? ** 

" Yes. Honorine goes back to her husband, but it cost her 
her life. She cannot live with a man she doesn't love. That is 
the Mint of the story." 

"1 wonder why that should remind you of me ? " 

"Tbetc is something delicate, rate, and mystical about you 
both. But I can't say 1 place Honorine v^ high among Balzac's 
works. There are beautiful touches in it. but I think he failed 
to realise the type. You are mote virile, more real to me than 
Honorine. No; on the whole. Balzac has not done you. He 
perceived you dimly. If he had lived it might, it certainly would, 
nave been otherwise. There is, of course, the Duchesse Langeais. 
There is something of you in her; but she is no more than a 
brilliant sketch, no better than Honorine. There is Eugenie 
Grandet. But no; Balzac never painted your portrait." 

Like all good takers, he knew how to delude his listeners 
into the belief that they were taking an important part in the 
conversation. He allowed them to speak, he solicited their 
opinions, and listened as if they awakened the keenest interest 
in him; he developed what they had vaguely suggested. He 
paused bdforc their remarks, he tempted his listener into personal 
appreciations and sudden revelations of character. He aadressed 
an intimate vanity and became the inspiration of every choice, 
and in a mysterious reticulation of emotions, tastes and ideas, 
life itself seemed to convert to his ultimate authority. And 
having induced recognition ot the wisdom of his wishes, he knew 
how to make his yoke agreeable to bear; it never galled the back 
that bore it, it lay upon it soft as a silken ^wn. Evelyn enjoyed 
the {^tle imposition of his will. Obedience became a delight, 
and in its intellectual sloth life floated as in an opium dream 
without end. dissolving as the sunset dissolves in various modu¬ 
lations. Olxdience is a divine sensualism; it is the sensualism 
of the saints; its lassitudes are animated with deep pauses and 
thrills of love and worship. We lift our eyes, and a great joy 
fills our hearts, and we sink away into blia^ of remote conscious¬ 
ness. llie delights of obedience are the highest felicitks of love, 
and these Evelyn had begun to emrience. She had ascended 
already into this happy nowhere. She was aware of him, and a 
little of the brilliant goal whither he was leading her. She waa 
the instrument, be was the hand that played upon It, and all that 
bad happened from hour to hour in their mutusJ existence revealed 
in some new and unexpected way his mastery over life. She had 
^seen grMt ladies bowing to him, smiling upon him in a way that 
told uieir intention to get him a\m from her. She had heard 
scraps of his conversation with the ranch and English noUemen 
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who had stopped to speak to him; and now, as Owen was 
getting into ttw Tictori^ after a biu^ visit to some gteat lady 
who had sent her footman to letch him, a man, who looked to 
Evelyn like a sort of superior groom, came breathless to their 
carriage. He had only just heard that Owen was on the course. 
He was the great En^sh trainer from Qiantilly, and had tried 
Armide 11. to win with a stone more on his badt than he had 
to carry. 

**T^t is the horse,** and Owen pointed to a big chestnut. 
**The third hotse~-otantt and white sleeves, blade cap . . . 
they ate going now for & preliixunary canmr. We shall have 
just time to back him. There is a Pari Mutud a little wav down 
the course; or shall we back the horse in the ring ? No, it is 
too late to get across the course. The Pari Mutuel wiU do. 
Isn't the racecourse like an English lawn, like an overgrown 
croquet ground ? snd die horses go round by these plantanons.** 

It was not fashionable, he ad^tted, for a lady to leave her 
carriage, but no one knew her. It did not matter, and the 
spect^le amused her. But there was only time to catch a glimpse 
of beautiful toilettes, actresses and princesses, and the young 
men standing on the steps of the carriages. Owen whispered 
the names of the most celebrated, and toid her she should know 
them when she was on the stage. At present it would be better 
for her to live ^ietly—^unknown; her lessons would take all 
her time. He talked as he hastened her towards where a crowd 
had collected. She saw what looked like a small omnibus, with 
a mao dUstributlng tickets. Owen took five louis out of her 
purse and hand«l them to the man, who in return handed her a 
ticket. They would see the race b^ter from their carriage, but 
it was pleasanter to stroll about the warm grass and admire the 
litde woods which surrounded this elegant pleasute-mund, 
the white painted stands with all their fiyuig on tlte blue 
summer air, the glitter of the carru^^, die colour of the parasols, 
the bright jackets and caps of the foc^ys, the rhythmicu move¬ 
ment of the horses. Some sailed along with their heads low, 
others bounded, their heads high in the air. While Owen 
watched Evelyn’s pleasure, his expressed a cyniod good 
humour. He was glad she was pleased, and he was flai^fcd 
that he was influencu^ her. No lon^ was she wattic^ her lift, • 
the one lift which she had to live. He was proud of his disciple, 
and he deUghted in her astonishment, when, having made sure 
that Armide II. had won, he led her back to the Im Mutuel, 
and, bidding her hold out her hands, saw that forty louis were 
poured into them. 

Hien Evelyn could not believe that she was in her waking 
sensei, and it took some tune to explain to her how she had won 
so much money; and when she asked adiy all the poor people 
did not come and do likewise, since it was so easy, Owen Mid 
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that he had had more sport aeeing her win five and thirty louis 
than he had when he won the gold cim at Ascot. It almost 
inclined him to go in for racine again. £velyn could not under¬ 
stand the circumstance and, stiU explaining the odds, he told the 
coachman that they would not wait for the last race. He had 
tied her for^ louts into her pocket-handkerchief, and feeling 
the weight of the gold in her hand she leant back in the Tictoria, 
lost in the bright, penetrating happiness of that summer evening. 
Paris, graceful and indolent—Paris returning through a whirl of 
wheels, through pleasure-grounds, green swards and long, 
shining roads—instilled a fever of desire into the blood, and the 
soul cried that life should be made wholly of such light dis¬ 
traction. 

The wistful light seemed to breathe all vtilgarity from the 
procession of pleasure-seekers returning from the races. An 
aspect of vision stoic over the scene. Owen pointed to the group 
of pines by the lake's edge, to the gondola-like boat moving 
through the pink stillness; suid the cloud in the water, he said, 
was more beautiful than the cloud in heaven. He spoke of the 
tea-house on the island, of the shade of the trees, of the lush 
grass, of the chatter of the nursemaids and ducks. He proposed, 
and she accepted, that they should go there to-morrow. The 
secret of their lips floated into their eyes, its echoes drifted through 
their souls like a faint strain played on violins ; and neither apolke 
for fear of losing one of the faint vibrations. Evelyn setdnl 
her embroidered gown over her feet as the carriage swept around 
the Arc dc Triomphe. 

** lliat is our rose |>ardcn,** he said, pointing to Paris, which 
lay below them glittering in the evening light, ** You remember 
that 1 used to read you Omar ? " 

** Yes, 1 remcmMr. Not three days ago, yet it seems far 
away.” 

** But you do not regret—^you would not go back ? ” 

** I could not if 1 would.” 

** It has been a charming day, hasn't it ? '* 

” Yes.” 

**And it isn't over yet. I have ordered dinner at the Cafii 
dcs Ambassadeurs. I've got a table on the balcony. The 
balcony overlooks the garden, and the stage is at the end of the 
garden, so we shall see the performance as we dine. The comic 
songs, the can-can dancers and the acrobats will be a change ifter 
Wagner. 1 hope you'lMike the dinner.” 

He took a card from his pocket and read the menu. 

** There is no place in Pans w^here you get a better pt/iM marmiti 
than the Ambassadeurs. 1 have ordered, you see, puis di valmlU^ 
, points d*esptrgjts. The fUets de polailk are tm backs oi the chickens, 
the tit-bits; the rest—the len and the wings—m to make the 
stock; that is why the manmts is so good, Titmak ds homar d d 
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rAmmimm is served with a brown sauce garnished with cioe. 
You ought to find it exodlent. If we were in autumn I should 
have ordered a pheasant Samaroff, A bird being impossible» 
1 allowed myself to be advised by the bead waiter. He assured 
me they have some very special legs of lamb; they have just 
received them from Normandy; you will not recognise it as 
the strirm, tasteless .thing that in England we know as leg of 
lamb. au stmffii is seasoned not with ted 

pepper, which would produce an intolerable thirst, nor with 
ormnary pepper, which would be arid and tasteless, but with 
an intermraiate pepper which wiU just give a zest to the last glass 
of champagne. There is a parfdt —that comes before the 
of course. 1 don't think we can do much better.'* 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 

^HE appointment had been made, and he vras coming back 
at half-past three to take her to Madame SaveUi, the great singing 
mistress, and at four her fate would be decided. She wotUd 
then learn beyond cavil or doubt if she had, or was likely to 
acquire, sufficient voice for ^rand opera. ^ much Madame 
Savelli would know for certain, though she could not predict 
success. So many things were required, and to fail in one was 
Co fail. . . . Owen expected Isolde and Brunnhilde, and she was 
to achieve in these parts something which had not bwn achieved. 
She was to sing them; hitherto, according to Owen, they had 
been merely howled. Other triumphs were but preparatory to 
this ultimate triumph, and if she fell short of his ideal, he would 
take no further interest in her voice. However well she might 
sing Margaret, he would not really care; as for Lucia and Vio¬ 
letta, it would be his amiability that would keep him in the stalls. 
To-day her fate was to be decided. If Madame Savelli were to 
say that she had no voice—she couldn't very well say that, but 
she might say that she had only a nice voice, which, if properly 
trained, could be heard to advantage in a drawing-room—then 
what was she to do ? She couldn’t live with Owen as his kept 
mistress; in that case she would be no better than the women 
she had seen at the races. She grew suddenly pale. What was 
she to do ? The choice lay between drowning Mrself and going 
back to her father. 

Only yesterday she had received such a kind letter from him, 
offering to forgive everything if she would come back. So like 
her dear, unpractical dad to uk her to go back and suffer all the 
disgrace without having attained the end for which she had left 
home. If, as Owen had said, she went back with the finest 
soprano voice in Europe, and an enga^ment to sing at Covent 
Garden at a salary of £400 a week, uie world would close its 
ears to scandal, the world would deny that any violation of its 
rules had been committed; but to return after an escalade of a 
week in Paris would be ruin. So, at Owen’s persuasion, she had 
written a letter to her fiither explaining why she could not tetutn. 
But her inability to obey her fiither did not detract from the fixur 
which her disobedience caused her. She thought of the old 
man whom she loved so well grieving his heart out and thinking 
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her, whom he loved so dearly^ cruel and ungrateful. But what 
could she do ? Go back and bring disgrace upon heesdf and 
upon her fitther ? Ah, if she bad known beforehmd the sufibring 
8^ was enduring, she did not think she would ever have gone 
away with Owen. It was all wrong, very wrong, and she had 
merited this punishment by her own grievous fault. . . . Lady 
Duckle was coming that evening—tte woman whom ^ was 
going to live with—an unfortunate day for her to arrive; if 
Madame Savelli thought that she, Evelyn, had no voice to sp^ 
of, the secret could not be kept from her. Lady Duckle would 
know her for a poor little fool who had been wheedled from her 
home, and on the pretext that she was to become the greatest 
sinnr in Europe, it was all horrid. 

.^d when Owen returned be found Evelyn in tears. But 
with his scrupulous tact he avoided any allusion to her grief, 
and while she bathed her eyes she thanked him in her heart for 
this. Her father would have fretted and fussed and maddened 
her with questiona, but Owen cheered her with sanguine smibs 
and seemed to look forward to her success as a natural sequence, 
any interruption to which it would be idle to anticipate; and he 
cleverly drew her thoughts from doubt in her own ability into 
consideration of the music she was going to sing. She suggested 
the jewel song in ** Faust,*’ or the waltz in ** Romeo and Juliet.” 
But he was of the opinion that she had better sing the music she 
was in the habit of singing; for choice, one of ^rcell's songs, 
the ** EpithaLamium,” or the song from the ” Indian Queen.” 

SavcUi doesn’t know the music; it will interest her. The 
other things riie hears every day of her life.” 

“But 1 haven’t the music—don’t know the accompani- 
ments.” 

“ The music is here.” 

“ It is very thoughtful of you.” 

“ Henceforth it must be my business to be thoughtful.” 

They descended the hotel staircase very slowly, seeing them¬ 
selves in the tall mirrors on the landings. l*he bright courtyard 
glittered through the glass verandah; it was full of carriages. 
Owen signed to his coachman. They got into the victoria, and 
a moment after were passing through the streets, turning in and 
out. But not a word did they speak, for the poison of doui^ 
had entered into his, as it had into her, soul. He had begun to 
ask himself if he was mistaken—^if she had really this wonderful 
voice, or if it otdy existed in his imagination ? True it was that 
everyone who had heard her sing thought the same; but the last 
time he had heard her had not her voice sounded a little thin ? 
He had doubts, too, dbout her power of passionate interpreta¬ 
tion. . . . She had a beautiful voice—there could be no doubt 
on that point—but a beautiful voice might be heard to a very 
great disMvantsge on the stage. Moreover, could she sing docid 
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music ? Of course, the ** Epicbalamium ** she was going to sing 
was as florid as it could be. Purcell had suited it to his own 
singing. ... A wmnan did not always sing to an orchestra 
as well as to a single instrument. That was only when the singer 
was an insuflicient musician. Evelyn was an excellent musician. 
... If a woman had the loveliest voice, and was as great a 
musician as Wagner himself, it would profit her nothing if she 
had not the stren^h to stand the wear and tear of rehearsals. 
Me looked at Evelyn, and calculated her phvsical strength. She 
was a rather tall and strongly>built girl, but the Wagnerian bosom 
was wanting. Me had always considered a large bosom to be a 
dreadful deformity. A bosom should be an i^ication, a hint; 
a positive statement he viewed with abhorrence. And he paused 
to think if he would be willing to forego his natural and cultured 
taste in female beauty and accept those extravagant growths of 
flesh if they could be proved to be musical necessities. But 
Evelyn was by no means flat-chested . . . and he remembered 
certain curves and plenitudes with satisfaction. Then, catching 
sight of Evelyn’s frightened face, he forced himself to invent 
conversation. That was the Madeleine, a fine building, in a way; 
and the boulevard they had just entered was the Boulevard 
Malesherbes, which was called after a celebrated French lawyer. 
The name Haussmann recalled the Second Empire, and he 
ransacked his memory for anecdotes. But soon his conversation 
grew stilted—even painful. He could continue it no longer, 
and, taking her hand, he assured her that, if she did not sing well, 
she should come to Madame Savelli amun. Evelyn’s face ughted 
up, and she said that what had frightened her was the firudity 
of the decision—a few minutes in which she might not be able 
to sing at all. Owen reproved her. How could she think that 
he would permit such a barbarism ? It really did not matter a 
brass button whether she san^ well or ill on this particular day; 
if she did not do herself justice, another appointment should be 
made. He had money enough to hire Madanie Savelli to listen 
to her for the next six months, if it were required. 

He was truly sorry for her. Poor little girl 1 it reaUy was a 
dreadful ordeal. Yet he had never seen her look better. What 
a diflctence dressing her had madel Her manner, too, had 
improved. That was the influence of his society. By demees, 
he^d get rid of all her absurd ideas. But he soray wished that 
Madame Savelli’s verdict would prove him right—not for his 
sake—it didn’t matter to him—suen teeth, such hands, such skin, 
such eyes and hair 1 Voice or no voice, he had certa^y got the 
most charming mistress in EuroM I But, if she did happen to 
have a great voice it would mra matters so much bet^ for 
them. He had plenty of money—twenty thousand lying idle— 
*but it was better that she should earn money. It would! save her 
reputation ... In every way it would be better. If she hid a 
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voice, aod were a tnooeM, this Bmum would be ooe of the moet 
•uoocttf^ things in his lire. If he were wtong, they'd have to 
get on as best they could, but he didn't think that he could be 
ahosether mistake^ 

Tte door was opened bv a footman in livery, and they ascended 
half-a-doaen steps into the house. Then, oif a wide passage, 
a door was opem, and they found themselves in a great saloon 
with polished oak door. There was hardly any furniture-* 
three or four chairs, some benches against the walls and a grand 
piano. The mantelpiece was covem with photographs, and 
there were life-sized photographs in frames m the wiuls. Owen 
pointed to one of a somew^ stout woman in evening-dress, and 
he whispered an illustrious name. 

A moment after madame entered. 

She was of medium height, thin and somewhat flat-c h e s ted. 
Her hair was iron-grey, and the face was marked with patches 
of vivid colouring* The mouth was a long, determine line, 
and the lines of tte hips asserted themselves beneath the black 
silk dress. She glanced quickly at Evelyn as she went towards 
Sir Owen. 

" This is the young lady of whom you spoke to me ? " 

" Yes, madame, it is she. Let me introduce you. Madame 
SaveUi-*Miss Evelyn Innes." 

** JDoes mademoiselle wish to sing as a professional or as an 
amateur ? " 

The question was addressed at once to Evelyn and to Owen, 
and, while Evelyn hesiuted with the Freodi words, Owen 
answered— 

** Mademoiselle will be guided by your advice." 

" They all say that; however, we shall sec. Will mademoiselle 
sing to me ? Does mademoiselle speak French ? " 

"Yes, a little," Evelyn replied, timidly. 

" Oh, very good. Has mademoiselle studied music ? " 

** Yes; my father is a musician, but he only cares for the very 
early music, and 1 have hardly ever touched a piano, but 1 
play the luupaichord. . . . My ioatrument is the viola da 
gamba." 

** The harpsichord and the viola da gamba I That is very 
interesting, but "-*and Madame Savelli laughed good-naturedly— 
" unfortunately we have no harpsichord here, nor yet a spinet;* 
only the bumblp piano." 

" Miss Innea will be quire satisfied with your piano, Madame 
SavellL" 

** Now, Sir Owen, I will not have you get croM with me. 1 
must always have my little pleasantry. Does he get cross with 
you like th^, Miaa Imws ? " 

" 1 didn't get cross with you, Madune Savelli." 

" You wanted to, but I would not let you—and because I 
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regretted I had not a harpsichord, cmly a humbk piano f M«]e* 
znoiseUe knows, I suppose, all the church songs. 1 only know 
operas. . . . You see. Sir Owen, you cannot silence me ; I will 
have my little pleasantry. I only know opera, and have nothing 
but the humble piano. But, joking apart, mademoisdle wants 
to study serious opera.** 

** Yes; mademoiselle intends to study for the stage, not for 
the church.*' 

*‘ Then I will teach her.’* 

** You have three classes here. Mademoiselle would like to 
go into the opera class.** 

** In the opera class! How you do go on. Sir Owen I If 
mademoiselle can go into the opera class next year, I shall be 
more than satisfied, astonished.** 

** Perhaps you'll be able to say better if mademoiselle will be 
able to go into the opera class when you have heard her sing.** 

**fiut I know, my dear Sir Owen, that is impossible. You 
don't believe me. Well, 1 am prepared to be surprised. It 
matters not to me. Mademoiselle can go into the opera class 
in three months if she is sufficiently advanced. Will maaemoiselle 
sing to me ? Are these her songs ? ** Madsune Savelli took the 
music out of Sir Owen’s hands. ** 1 can see that this music 
would sound better on the harpsichord or the spinet. . , . 
Now, Sir Owen, 1 see you are getting angry again.** 

"I’m not angry, Madame Savelli—no one could be angry with 
you—only mademoiselle is rather nervous." 

** Then perhaps my pleasantry was inexpedient. Let me ace— 
this is it, isn’t it ? *’ she said, running her nngers through the first 
bars. ... ** But perhaps you would like to accompany made> 

moiseUe?" 

" Which would you like, Evelyn ? ** 

'* You, dear; 1 should be too nervous with Madame Savelli.** 

Owen explained, and madame gave him her place at the piano 
with alacrity, and took a scat far away by the nreplace. Eveljm 
sang Purcell’s beautiful wedding song, full of roulades, ^cave 
pauses and long-sustained notes, and when she had i^ished 
Owen simed to madame not to speak. ** Now, the song from 
tlie * Indian Queen.* You sang capitally,** he whispered to 
Evelyn. 

And, thus encouraged, she pouted all her soul and all the pure 
melody of her voice mto this music, at once religious and vplup- 
tuous, seemingly die rapture of a nun that remcmbnuice hu 
overtaken and tor the moment overpowered. When she had 
done, Madame Savelli jumped from her chair, and seizing her by 
both hands said,— 

" If you*U stop with me for a year, I'll make something wonder* 
ful of you." 

Then without another word she ran out of the room, leaving 
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the door behind her, end e few mcMnents after they heard 
her calling on the stairs to her husband. 

** Come down at once; come down, Fve found a star.** 

** Then she thinks I’ve a good voice ? *’ 

*'I should think so indm. She won’t get over the start 
you’ve given her for the next six months.” 

”Aic you sure, Owen? Are you sure she’s not laughing 
at us ? ” 

** Laughing at us ? She’s calling for her hushand to come 
down. She’s shouting to him that she’s found a star.” 

Then the joy that rose up in Evelyn’s heart blinded her e^ 
so that she could not see, and she seemed to lose sense of wiuit 
was happening. It was as if she were going to swoon. 

” 1 have toU her,” Madame Savelli said to her husband, who 
followed her into the room, ” that, if she will remain a year with 
me. I’ll make something wonderful of her. And you will stay 
with me, my dear. . . .” 

Owen thought that this was the moment to mention the fact 
that Evelyn was the daughter of the famous Madame Innes. 

Monsieur SavcUi raised his bushy eyebrows. 

**1 knew your mother, mademoiselle. If you have a voice 
like hers-” 

” In a year, if she will remain with me, she will have twice 
the voice ner mother had. Mademoiselle must go into the opera 
class at once.” 

” 1 thought you said that such a thing could not be; that 
no pupil of yours had ever gone straight into the Opera doss ? ” 

Madame Savcili’s grey eyes laughed. 

** Ah I I was mistaken. ... 1 had forgotten that all the 
other classes are fulL There is no room for Miss limes In the 
other classes. It is against all precedence; it will create much 
jealousy, but it can’t be helped. She must go straight into the 
opera clus. When will m^emoiselle begin ? The sooner the 
Ijcttcr.” 

“ Next Monday. Will that be soon enough ? ” 

** On Monday I’ll be^ to teach her the r6k Marguerite. 
Such a thing was never heard of; but then mademoiselle’s voice 
is one such as one never hears.” 

Turning to her husband, she said— , 

** You see my husband is looking at me. Yes, you ate looking 
at me. You tiunk 1 have gone mad, but he’ll not think I’ve gone 
mad when be hears mad^oiseile sing. Will mademoiaelle be 
so kind ? ” 

Evelyn felt she could not sing again, and, turning suddenly 
away, she walked to the window and watched the cabs going by. 
She baud Owen ask Madame and Monsieur Savelli to excuse her. 
He saM that madame’s praise had proved too mudi for her ; that 
her nerves bad given way. Then he came over and spoke to her 
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gently. She looked at him through her tean; but she could 
not trust herself to speak, nor yet to walk across the rocun and 
bid Monsieur and Madame Savelli good>bye. She felt she must 
die of shame or happiness, and plucked at Owen's sleeve. She 
was glad to get out w that room; and the moments seemed like 
years. They could not speak in the glaring of the street. But 
fortunately their way was through the park, and when they pasMd 
under the shade of some overhwging Doughs, she looked at him. 

** Well, little girl, what do you think ? Evervthing is all 
right now. It happened even better than 1 expecteo.** 

She wiped away net tears. 

** How foolish 1 am to cry like this. But 1 could not bear it; 
my nerves gave way. It was so sudden. Tm afraid those people 
will think me a little fool. But you don’t know, Owen, what 
I have suffered these last few days. I don’t want to worry you, 
but there were times when I thought 1 couldn’t stand it any 
lunger. I thought that God might punish me by taking my 
voi^ from me. Just fancy if 1 had not been able to sing at all I 
It would have made you look a foot. You would have hated 
me for that; but now, even if I should lose my voice between 
this and next Monday. . . . Did 1 sing well, Owen? Did I 
sing as well as ever you heard me sing ? ** 

** i*ve heard you sing better, but you sang well enough to 
convince Savelli that you’ll have the finest voice in Europe by 
this time next year. That’s good enough for you, isn’t itr 
You don’t want any more, do you ? ” 

** No, no, half that would do, half that; 1 only want to know 
that it is all true.” Tears again rose to her eyes, ** I mean,” 
she said, laughing, ** that 1 want to know that 1 am sitting by 
you in the carriage; that Madame Savelli has heard me sing; 
that she said that I should be a great singer. Did she say that ? ** 

” Yes, she said you would be a great singer.” 

” Then why docs it not seem true ? But nodiing seems true, 
not even Paris. It all seems like a dazzling, scattered dream, 
like spots of light, and every moment 1 fear that it will pass away, 
and that 1 shall \nike up and find myself in Dulwich ; that 1 shu 
see my viola da gamba standing in the corner; that a rap at the 
front door will tdl me that a pupil has come for a lesson.” 

” Do you remember the lessons that you gave me on the viola 
da gamfatt ? ” 

^e looked at him beseechingly. 

” Thai it is true. 1 suppose it is true, but 1 wish 1 could feel 
this life to be true.” 

She looked up and saw the clouds moving across the sky; 
she looked down and saw the people passing along the streets. 

” In a few days, in a few weeks, this life will seem quite teal. 
But, if you cannot bear the present, bow will you bear tw success 
that is to come ? ” 
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**When 1 was a tiny giil, the other girls used to say, * Bvey, 
dear, do make that funny noise in your throat,* and that was my 
tiilL But since mothtf's death everytfaii^ went wrong; it 
seemed that 1 would never get out of Dulwiw. I never should 
have if it bad not been for you. I had ceased to believe that 1 
had a voice.'* 

** In that throat there are thousands of pounds." 

Evelyn put her hand to hex throat to assure herself that it was 
still on her shoulders. 

" 1 wonder, 1 wonder. To think that in a year—^in a year 
and a half—^1 shall be sin^g on the stage I They will throw 
me bouquets, 1 suppose ? ^ 

** Oh, yes, you n^ have no fear about that; this park would 
not sufi^ to grow all the dowers that will be thrown at your 
feet.” 

"It seems impossible that 1—^poor, miserable I—should be 
moving towards such splendour. I wonder if 1 shall ever get 
there, and, if I do get there, if 1 shall be able to live through it. 
1 cannot yet sec myself the great singer you describe. Yet I 
suppose it is all quite certain." 

** Quite certain.** 

" Then wby can't I imagine it ? ** 

** We cannot imagine ourselves in other than our present 
circumstances; the most commonplace future is as unimaginable 
as the most extravagant.** 

** I suppose that is so.*’ 

The carriage stopped at the Continental, and he asked her 
what she would like to do. It was just five. 

** Come and have a cup of tea in the Rue Cambon." 

She consented, and, atter tea, he said, standing with one foot 
on the carriage step— 

" If you’d allow me to advise you, you will go for a drive in 
the Bois Iw yourself. 1 want to see some pictures." 

" May 1 not come ? " 

'* Certainly, if you like, but I don’t think you could give your 
attention to pictures; you’re thinking of yourself, and you want 
to be alone with yourself—nothing else would interest you." 

A pretty flush of shame came into her cheeks. He lud seen 
to the bottom of her heart, and discovered that of which she 
herself was not aware. But, now that be bad told her, the knew 
that she did want to be alooe—not alone in a room, but alone 
among a great number of people. A drive in the Bois wmild 
be a truly delicious indulgence of her egotism. The CbamM 
Elysdes floated about her b^piness, the Avenue du Bois de 
Boulogne seemed to stretch out and to lead to the theatre of her 
glory; and, looking at the lake, its groups of pines, its gondola- 
Uke DMts, she recalM, and with little thnlls of pleasure, the exact 
wocds that madame had used— 



110 


EVELYN INNES 


** If you will stay a year with me, TU make something wonderful 
of you/* ** Was there ever such happiness ? Gm it be true ? 
Th^ I am wonderful—perhaps the most wonderful person here. 
Hhose women, however haughty they may look, what axe they 
to me ? 1 am wonderful, with not one would 1 change places, 
for I am going to be something wonderful/* And the word 
sang sweeter in her ears than the violins in ** Lohengrin.** . . . 
'* C3wen loves me. 1 have the nicest lover in the world. All 
this good fortune has happened to me. Oh, to me I If father 
could only know. But Owen thinks that will be all right. Father 
will forgive me when I come back the wonderful singer that 1 
am—that I shall be. . . . If anyone could bear me, tl^y would 
think 1 was mad. 1 can’t help it. . . . She’ll make something 
wonderful of me, and father will forgive me everything. We 
always loved each other. We’ve always been pals, dear dad. 
Oh, how I wish he had heard Madame Savelli say, * If you will 
stop with me a year. I’ll make something wonderful of you I * 
I will write to him ... it will cheer him up.” 

Then, seeing the poplars that lined the avenue, beautiful and 
tall in the evening, she thought of Owen, fie had said they were 
the trees of the evening. She had not understood, and he had 
explained that we only see poplars in the sunset; they appear 
with the bats and the tot stars. 

** How clever he is, and he is my lover I It is dreadfully 
wicked, but I wonder what Madame Savelli said to her husband 
about my voice. She meant all she said ; there can be no doubt 
about th^.'* 

Gitching sight of some passing faces, Evelyn thought how, 
in two little years, at this very hour, the same jx;oplc would be 
xetuming from the Bois to hear her sing—what r Hsa ? Eliza¬ 
beth ? Margaret ? She imagined herself in these parts, and 
sang framents of the music as it floated into her mind. She was 
imjxllcd to extravagance. She would have liked to stand up 
In her carriage and sing aloud, nothing seemed to matter, until 
she remembered that she must not make a fool of herself before 
Lady Duckie. And that she might walk the fever out of her 
blocw, she called to the coachman to stop, and she walked down 
the Champs Elys^ rapidly, not pausing to take breath till she 
reached the Place de la Concorde; and she almost ran the test 
of the way, so that she might not ^ late for dinner. When she 
entered the hotel, she came suddenly upon Owen on the verandah. 
He was sitting there engaged in conversation with an elderly 
woman—a woman of about 6 fty, who, catching sight of her, 
whispered something to him. 

••Evelw_This is Lady Duckk.** 

** Sir Owen has been tditog me. Miss Innes, what Madame 
Savelli said about your voice. 1 do not know bow to con¬ 
gratulate you. I suppose such a thing has not happoned before.’* 
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And her small, gtcy gazed in envious wondennem, as if 
seeking to undezstand now such exteaordinaty nood fortune 
shoukT have befallen the tall, fisir gid who stood olushiiw and 
embartused in her happiness. Owen drew a chair forwato. 

** Sit down, Evelyn, you look tired.** 

No, l*m not tind ... but 1 walked from the Arc de Tri* 


omphe.'* 

‘^Widkcd I Why did you walk ? ** 

Evelyn did not answer, and Lady Duckle said— 

**Sii Owen tells me that you*ll surely succeed in singing 
Wagner—that 1 shall be converted.** 

** Lady Ouckle is a heretic.** 

** No, my dear Owen, I'm not a heretic, for I recognise the 
greatness of the music, and 1 could hear it with pleasure if it were 
confined to the orchestra, but 1 can find no pleasure in Ibtcning 
to a voice trying to accompany a hundred instruments. 1 heard 
Lohengrin * last season. 1 was in Mrs. Ayre's box—a charming 
woman—her husband is an American, but he never comM to 
London. 1 presented her at the last Drawing-Room. She had 
a supper party afterwards, and when she asked me what l*d 
have to eat, 1 said, * Nothing with wings * . . . Oh, that 
swan I ** 


Her grey hair was drawn up and elaborately arranged, and 
Evelyn noticed three diamond rings and an emerald ring on her 
fat, white fingers. Ihere had been moments, she said, when she 
had thought the people on the stage were nuking fun them— 
“ such booing I —they had all shouted themselves hoarse— 
such wandering from key to'k^. 

** Hoping, I suppose, that in the end they’d hit off the right 
ones. And that trick ^ going up in fifths. And then tl^ go 
up in fifths on the half notes. I said if they do that again, rll 
leave the theatre.** 


Evelyn could see that Owen liked Lady Ouckle, and her con¬ 
versation, which at first might have seemed extravagant and a 
little fooUsh, was illuminated with knowledge and a vague sense 
of humour which was captivating. Her story of how she had 
met Rossini in her early youth, and the praise he had bestowed 
on her voice, and his intention of writing an opm for her, seemed 
fanciful enough, but every now and then some slight detail inspirea 
the su^icioo that there was perhaps more truth in what she was 
saying than appeared at first hearing. 

“ ^^y did Ik not write the opera, OUve ? ** 

** It was just as he was ill, when he lived in Rue Monsieur. 
And he said he was afraid he was nor equal to writing down so 
many notes. Poor old man 1 1 can stUl see him sitting in his 
arm-chair.** 


She seemed to have been on terms friendship with the most 
celebrated men of the time. Her little book cntkled JaaNsdr/ 
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of SoMi Gnat Compostrs was alluded to, and Owen mentioned that 
at that time she was the great Parisian beauty. 

** But instead of going on the stage, I married Lord IXickle.** 

And this early mistake she seemed to consider as sufficient 
explanation for all subsequent misfortunes. Evelyn wondered 
w^t these might be, and Owen said— 

** The most celebrated singt^ ate glad to sing at Lady Duckle's 
afternoons; no reputation is considered complete till it has 
received her sanction." 

" That is going too far, Owen; but it is true that nearly all 
the great singers nave been heard at my house." 

C^en begged Evelyn to get ready for dinner, and as she stood 
waiting for the lift, she saw him resume confidential conversation 
with hody Duckle. Thejr were, she knew, making preparations 
for her future life, and this was the woman she was ^ing to live 
with for the next few vearsi The thought gave her pause. 
She dried her hands ana hastened downstairs. They were still 
talking in the verandah just as she had left them. C)wen signed 
to the coachman and told him to drive to Durand’s. They were 
dining in a private room, and during dinner the conversation 
constantly harked back to the success that Evelyn had achieved 
that afternoon. Owen told the story in well-turned sentences. 
His eyes were g^eraily fixed on Lady Duckle, and Evelyn sat 
listening and feeling, as Owen intended she should fed, like the 
heroine of a fairy tale. She laughed nervously when, imitating 
Madame SavelU’s accent, he deKribed how she had said, "If 
you’ll stop with me for a year, I’ll make something wonderful 
of you." Lady Duckle leimcd across the table, glandng from 
time to time at Evelyn, as if to assure herself that she was still 
in the presence of this extraordinary person, and murmured 
something about having the honour of assisting at what she was 
sure would be a great career. 

Owen noticed that Evdyn seemed preoccupied, luid did not 
respond very eagerly to Lady Duckle’s advances. He wondered 
if she suspe^ed him of having been Lady Duckle’s lover. . . . 
Evelyn was thinking entirely of Lady Duckle herself, tr3ring to 
divine the real woman that was behind all this talk of great men 
and social notabilities. One phrase let drop seemed to let in 
some light on the mystery. Talking of her. Lady Duckle said 
that it was only necessary to know what road we wanted to walk 
in to succeed, and instandy Lady Duckle appeared to her as doe 
who had never selected a road. She seemed to have walked a 
little way on all roads, and her ftice expressed a life of many 
wandering, straying from place to place. There was nothing 
as she said, worth doing that she had not done, but she had cleans 
Accomplished nothing. As she watched her she feared, thougn 
she could not say what she feared. At bottom it was a luspidon 
of the deteriorating influence that Lady Duckle would exerciser 
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must exercise, upon her—^for were they not TOing to live tocher 
for years ? And diit companionship would be necessarily oased 
on subterfi^ and deceit. She would have to talk to her of her 
friendship for Owen. She could never speak of Owen to Lady 
Duckle as her lover. But as Evdvn listened to this plMsant, 
garrulous woman talking, and talking very well, about music 
and literature, she could not but fi^el trat she liked her, and that 
her easy humour and want o£ principle would make life comfort¬ 
able and careless. She was not a saint; she could not expect 
a saint to chaperon her; nor did she want a saint. At that 
moment her spirits rose. She wanted Owen, and she loved him 
the more for the tact he had shown in finding Lady Duckle for 
her. She accepted the good lady’s faults with reckless enthusiasm, 
and when they got back to the hotel she took the first occasion 
to whisper that she liked Lady Duckle and was sure they’d get 
on very well together. 

** Owen, dear, I’m so happy, I don’t know what to do with 
myself. 1 did enjoy my drive to the Bois. 1 never was so happy 
and 1 don’t seem to be enjoying myself enough; 1 should like 
to sit up ail night to think of it.” 

** Tire’s no reason why you shouldn’t,” 

”Only I should feel tir^ in the morning. . . . Are you 
coming to my room ? ” 

** Unless you want me not to. Do you want me to come ?” 

”Do I look as if I didn’t?” 

” Your eyes are shining like stars. It is worth while taking 
trouble to make you happy. You do enjoy it so. . . . We’ll 
go upstairs now. We can’t talk here. Lady Duckle is coming 
back. Leave your door ajar.” 

** You don't think she suspects ? ” 

” It doesn’t matter what people suspect, the essential is that 
th^ shouldn’t know. I’ve lots to tell you. I’ve arranged every¬ 
thing with Lady Duckle.” 

”1 waa just telling Miss lanes that in three years she’ll probablv 
be sin^g at the Opera House. In a year or a year and a baijf 
she’ll luve learnt all that Savelli can teach her. Isn’t that 
so?” 

The question was discussed for a while, and then Lady Duckle 
mentioned that it was getting late. It was an embarrassing 
moment when Owen stoppdH the lift and they bade her good¬ 
night. She was on the third, they were on the second floor. 
As Evelyn went down the passa^, Owen stood to watch her dop¬ 
ing shoulders; thev seemed to him like those of an old miniature. 
When she turned the comer a blankness came over him ; thin« 
seemed to recede and he was strangely alone with hims^ as ne 
strolled into his room. But standing before the glass, his heart 
was swollen with a great pride. Ite remarked in his eyes the 
•traoge, enigmatic lo(» which he admired in Titian and Vandyke. 


pride. He remarked in his eyes the 
which he admired in Titian and Vandyke, 
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and he thought of himself as a principle—as a force; he wondered 
if he were an evil influence, and lost nimself in moody meditations 
concerning the mystery of the attractions he presents to women. 
But suddenly he remembered that in a few minutes she would be 
in his arms, and he closed his eyes as if to delight more deeply 
in the joy that she presented to Us imagination. So intense was 
his desire that he could not believe that he was her lover, that he 
was going to her room, and that nothing could deprive him of this 
delict. Why should such rare delict happen to him ? He 
did not know. What matter, since it was happening ? She was 
his. It was like holding the rarest jewel in fbe world in the 
hollow of his hand. 

That she was at that moment preparing to receive him brought 
a little dizziness into his eyes, and compelled him to tear off nis 
necktie. Then, vaguely, like one in a dream, he began to undress, 
very slowly, for she had told him to wait a quarter of an hour 
before coming to her room. He examined his thin waist as he 
tied himself in blue silk pyjamas, and he paused to admire his long, 
straight feet before slipping them into a pair of black velvet 
slipfKrs. He turned to glance at his watch, and to kill the last 
five minutes of the prescribed time he thought of Evelyn’s scruples. 
She would have to read certain books—Darwin and Huxley he 
relied upon, and he reposed considerable faith in Herbert Spencer. 
But there were books of a lighter kind, and their influence he 
believed to be not less insidious. He took one out of his port¬ 
manteau—the book which, he said, had influenced him more 
than any other. It opened at his favourite passage— 

* 1 am a man of the Homeric time; the world in which I live 
is not mine, and I know nothing of the society which surrounds 
me. 1 am as pagan as Alcibiadcs or as Phiaias. ... I never 
gathered on Golgotha the flowers of the Passion, and the deep 
stream which flowed from the side of the Crucifled and made 
a red girdle round the world never bathed me in its tide. 1 
believe earth to be as beautiful as heaven, and I think that precision 
of form is virtue. Spirituality is not my strong point; I love a 
statue better than a phantom.* ... He coula remember no 
further; he glanced at the text and was about to lay the book 
down, when, on second thoughts, he decided to take it with him. 

Her door was ajar; he push^ it open and then stopped for 
a moment, surprise at his good fortune. And he never forgot 
that instant’s Impression of her body’s beauty. But before he 
could snatch the long gauze wrapper from her, she had slipped 
her arm through the sleeves, om, joyous as a sunlit morning 
hour, she came forward and threw hersdf into his arms. Even 
then he could not believe that some evil accident would not rob 
him of her. He said some words to that efiect, and often tried 
' to recall her uiswer to them; he was only sure that it was exqui¬ 
sitely characteristic of her, as were all her answers—4S her answer 
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was that very ereninp; when be told her that he would have to go 
to London at the encTof the week. 

** But onJty for some da}fs.. You don't think that I shall be 
changed ? You're not afraid that I shall love you less ? " 

** No; I was not thinking of you, dear. I know that you'll 
not be changed; I was thinking that I might be." 

He withdrew the arm that was round her, and, raising himself 
upon his elbow, be looked at her. 

** You’ve cold me mote about yourself in that single phrase 
than if you bad been talking an hour." 

" Dearest Owen, let me kiss you." 

It seemed to than wonderful that they should be permitted 
to kiss eadi other so eagerly, and it sometimes was a still more 
intense rapture to lie in each other’s arms and talk to each other. 

The dawn suiprised them still talking, and it seemed to them as 
if nothing had been said. He was explaning his plans for her 
life. They were, he thought, going to live abroad for five, six, 
or seven years. Then Evelyn wculd go to London, to sing, 
preceded by an extraordinary reputation. But the ^t thing 
to do was to get a house in Paris. 

** We cannot stop at this hotel; we must have a house. I 
have heard of a charming hotel in the Rue Balzac." 

"In the Rue BalzacI Is there a street called after him? 
Is it on account of the name you want me to live there ? " 

" No ; I don’t think so, but pediaps the name had something 
to do with it—one never Imows. But 1 always liked the street." 

" Which of his books is it like ?" 

** Lfj Surets de la 'Princtss$ de Cadiffum.** 

They laughed and kissed each other. 

** At the bottom of the street is the Avenue de Friedland; 
the tram passes there, and it will take you straight to Madune 
Savclli’s." 

The sparrows had begun to shrill in the courtyard, and their 
eyes achra with sleep. 

"Five or six years—you’ll be at the height of your fame. 
Th^ will pass only too quickly," he added. 

He was thinking what his i^e would be then. " And when 
they have passed, it will seem hke a dream." 

** like a dream," she repeated, and she laid her face on the 
pillow where his had lain. 



CHAPTER TWELVE 

As she lay between sleeping and waking, she strove to grasp 
the haunting, fugitive idea, but shadows of sleep fell, and in her 
dream there appeared two Tristans, a fair and a dark. When the 
shadows were lifted and she thought with an awakening brain, 
she smiled at the absurdity, and, striving to get close to mr idea, 
to grip it about its very loins, she asked herself how much of her 
own life she could express in the part, for she always acted one 
side of her character. Her pious girlhood found expression in 
the Elizabeth, and what she termed the other side of h» character 
she was going to put on the stage in the character of Isolde. 
Again sleep thickened, and she found it impossible to follow her 
idea. It eluded her; she could not grasp it. It turned to a 
dream, a dream which she could not understand even while she 
dreamt it. But as she awaked, she uttered a cry. It happened 
to be the note she had to sing when the curtain goes up and Isolde 
lies on the couch yearning for Tristan, for assuagement of the 
fever which consumes her. All other actresses had striven to 
portray an Irish princess, or what they believed an Irish princess 
might be. But she cared nothing for the Irish princess, and a mreat 
deiui for the physical and mental distress of a woman sick with love. 

Her power of recalling her sensations was so intense, that in 
her warm bed she lived again the long, aching evenings of the 
long winter in Dulwich, before she went away with Owen. She 
saw again the Spring twilight in the scrap of black garden, where 
she used to stand watching the stars. She remembered the dread 
craving to worship them, the anguish of remorse and fear on her 
bed, her visions of distant countries and the gleam of eyes which 
looked at her through the dead of night. How miserable she 
had been in that time—in those months. She had wanted to 
sing, and she could not, and she had wanted—the had not known 
what was the matter with her. That feeling (how well she 
remembered it 1) as if she wanted to go mad I And all those 
lightnesses the brrin she could introduce in the opening scene— 
tM very opening cry was one of them. And with these two 
themes she thought she could create an Isolde more intense than 
the Isolde of the fat women whom she had seen walking about 
the stage, lifting their arms and crying to look like sculpmre. 

No one whom ahe bad seen had attempted to dificrentiate 

it6 



EVELYN INNES 


J*7 


bet ween Isolde ^oie &be drinks end after she has drunk the love 
potion, and, to avoid this mistake, she felt that she would only 
have to be true to herself. After the love potion had been drunk, 
the moment of her life to put on the sti^e was its moment of 
highest sexual exaltation. Which was that? There were so 
many, she smiled in her doae. Perhai» the most wtmderftal day 
of htf life was the day Madame Savelli had said, ** If you'll stay 
with me for a year. I'll make something wonderful of you." She 
recalled the drive in the Bois, and she saw afndn the greensward, 
the poplars, and the stream cd* carriages. She had hardly been abk 
so resist springing up in the carriage and singing to tM pec^k; 
she had wanted to tell them what Madame Savelli had said. She 


had wished to cry to them, ** In two years all you peopk will be 
going to the opera to hear me." Wh^ had stopped her was the 
dread that it might not happen. But it had happened I That 
was the evening the had met Olive. She could sec the exact spot. 
Although Olive had only just arrived, she had been up to her room 
and put on a pair of slippers. They had dined at a caff, and all 
through dinner she had longed to be alone with Owen, and after 
dinner the time had seemed so long. Before going up in the lift 
he had asked her if he might come (o her room. In a quarter of 
an hour, she had said, but he had come sooner than she expected, 
and she remembered slipping her atm into a gauxe wrapper. 
How she had flung herself into his arms I Ihat was the moment 
of her life to put upon the stage when she and Tristan look at 
each other after drinking the love potion. 

In the second act Tristan lives through her. She is the will 
to live; and if she ultimately consents to follow him into the 
shadowy land, it is for love of him. But of his desire for death 
she understands nothing; all through the duct it is she who 
desires to quench this desire with kisses. That vras her con- 
ception of women's mission, and that was her own life with Owen ; 
it was her love that compelled him to live down his despondencies. 
So her Isolde would have an intense and a personal life that no 
Isolde had had before. And in holding up her own soul to view, 
she would hold up the universal soul, and peopk would be aftaid 
to turn their heads lest they should catch each other's eyes. But 
was not a portra^ sexud passion such as she intended very 
sinful ? It could not fail to suggest sinful thoughts. . . . She 
could not help what folk thought—chat was their affair. She 
had turned her hack upon all such scruples, and this last one she 
contemptucnisly pidcea up and tossed aside like a briar. 

Her eyes opened and she gazed sleepily into the twilight of 
mauve curtains, and dreaded her maid's knock. " It must be 
nearly eight," she cboyght, and she strove to pick up the; thread 
of her lost thoughts. But a sharp rap at her aoor awakened her, 
and a tall, spare flpuxe crossed the room. As the maid was about 
to draw the curtains, Evelya cried to her— 
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**Oh, wait a.moment, Metat. . . . I*m 8o,^ired. I didn't 
get to bed till two o'clock.** 

** Mademoiselle forgets that she told me to awaken her very 
early. Mademoiselle said she wanted to go for a long drive to 
the other end of London before she went to rehearsal.'* 

Merat’s logic seemed a little severe for eight o'clock in the 
morning, and Evelyn believed that her conception of Isolde 
had sufiered from the interruption. 

** Then I am not to draw the curtains ? Mademoiselle will 
sleep a little longer. 1 will return when it is time for mademoiselle 
to go to reheard." 

*' Did you say it was half-past eight, Merat ? " 

" Yes, mademoiselle. The coachm^ is not quite sure of the 
way, and will have to ask it. This will delay him." 

" Oh, yes, I know. . . . But I must sleep a little longer." 

"Then mademoiselle will not get up. I will take made¬ 
moiselle's chocolate away." 

*' No, rU have my chocolate," Evelyn said, rousing herself. 
" Merat, you are very insistent." 

" What is one to ao ? Mademoiselle speciaUy ordered me to 
wake her. . . . Mademoiselle said that-** 

" 1 know what I said. 1*11 see how I feel when I have had 
my chocolate. The coachman had better get a map and look 
out the way upon it." 

She lay ba^ on the pillow and regretted she had come to 
England. I'hcre was no reason why she should not have thrown 
over this engagement. It wouldn't have been the first. Owen 
had always told her that money ought never to tempt her to do 
anything she didn't like. He had persuaded her to accept this 
engagement, though he knew that she did not want to sing in 
London. How onen before had she not refused, and with his 
approbation ? But then his pleasure was involved in the refusal 
or the acceptance of the enngement. He did not mind her 
throwing over a valuable ofrer to sing if he wanted her to go 
vachting with him. Men were so semsb. She smiled, for she 
knew she was acting a little comedy with herself. " But, quite 
seriously, I am annoyed with Owen. The London engagement 
—no, ca course, 1 could not go on refusing to sing in London.** 
She was annoy^ with him because he had dissuaded her from 
doing what her instinct had told her was the right thing to do. 
She had wished to go to her father the moment she set foot in 
England, and beg his forgiveness. When they had arriv^ at 
Victoria, she had said that she would like to take the train to 
Dulwich. There happened to be one waiting. But they had 
had a rough crossing; she was very tired, and he had suggested 
^ she should postpone her visit to the next day. But next day her 
humour was dinerent. She knew quite well that the sooner she 
went the easier it would be for her to press her father to forgive 
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her, to entrap him into reconciliatioa. She bad inut^ioed that 
she could entrap her father into forgiving her by throwing heraelf 
into his arms, or with the mere nfarase, “Father, I've come to ask 
you how I sing." But she bad not been able to overcome her 
aversion to going to Dulwich, and every time the question pre¬ 
sented itself a look of distress came into her face. '* If 1 only 
knew what he would say when he sees me. If the first word 
were over—the * entrance,'" she added, with a smile. 

It was hopeless to argue with her, so Ou'en said that if she 
did not go before the end of the week it would be better to 
postpone her visit until after her first appearance. 

But supposing I fail. I never cared for my Margaret. 
Besides, it was mother's great part. He'll think me as bad 
an artist as I have been a bad daughter. Owen, dear, have 
patience with me, 1 know I'm very weak, but I dre^ a fue of 
stone.** 

Neither spoke for a long while. Then she said, ** If 1 had 
only gone to him last year. You remember he had written roe 
a nice letter, 'but instead 1 went away yachting; you wanted to 
go to Greece.** 

** Evelyn, don't lay the blame on me; you wanted to go 
too. ... 1 hope that when you do see your father you will say 
that it was not w my fault.'* 

** That what was not your fault, dear ? ** 

“ Well—^1 mean that it was not all my fault that we went away 
together. You know that 1 always liked your father. I was 
interested in his ideas; I do not want him to think too badly of 
me. You will say something in my favour. After all, I haven't 

treated you badly. If I didn^t marry you, it was because-*' 

“ Dearest Owen, you've been very good to me." 

He felt that to ask her again to go to see her father would 
only distress her. He said instead— 

“1 hear a great deal about your father's choir. It appears 
to be quite the fashion to hear high mass at St. Toseph's.'* 

“ Father always said that Palestrina would draw all Ltmdon, 
if properly given. Last Sunday he gave a mass by Vittoria; 
1 lon^^ to go. He'll never forgive me for not going to bear 
his choir. It is strange that we TOth should have succeeded— 
he with Palestrina, I \^th Wamer." 

“ Yes, it is stran^. . . .' But you promise me that you'll go 
and see him as soon as you've sung Margaret—the following 
day.” 

” Yes, dear, I promise you 1*11 do that.” 

” You'll se^ him a box for the first night ? ” ^ 

** He wouldn't sit in a box. If he went at all, it would be in 
some obscure place where he would not be seen.” 

** You had better send him a box, a stall and a dress circle, 
then he can take his choice. . . . But perhaps you had better 
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not lend. His pivseflce among the audience voukl only make 
you nervous." 

" No, on the contrary, hJa presence would make me sing." 
For whatever reason she had certainly sung and acted with 
exceptional force and genius, and Mar^ret was at once lifted 
out of the obscurity into which it was slipping and took rank 
with her Elizabeth and her Elsa. As they drove home together 
in the brougham after the peiformance, Owen assured her that 
she had infused a life and meaning into the part, and that hence¬ 
forth her reading would have to & ** adopted.** 

** I wonder if father was there ? He was not in the box. 
Did you look in the stalls ? ** 

"Yes, but he was not there. You'll go and see him to¬ 
morrow.** 

" No, not to-morrow, dear.** 

" Why not to-morrow ? ** 

"Because I want him to see the papers. He may not have 
been in the theatre ; on Hiursday night is Lady Ascott's ball; 
then on Friday—^1*11 go and see father on Friday. 1*11 try to 
summon courage. But there is a rehearsal of * Tannhauser^ on 
Friday.” 

And so that she might not be too tired on Friday morning, 
Owen insisted on her leaving the ball-room at two o'clock, and 
their last words, as he left her on her doorstep, were that she 
would go to Dulwich before she went to rehearsal. But in the 
warmth of her bed, not occupied long enough to restore to the 
body the strength of which a ball-room had robbed it, her resolu¬ 
tion waned, and her brain, weak from insufficient sleep, shrank 
from the prospect of a long drive and a face of stone at the end 
of it. She sat moodily sipping her chocolate and brioche. 

"You were at the opera last night, Merat. Was Made¬ 
moiselle Helbrun a success ? ** 

" No, mademoiselle, I'm afraid not." 

" Ah I " Evelyn put down her cup and looked at her maid. 
"I*m sorry, but I mought she wouldn't succeed in London. 
She was coldly received, was she ? " 

" Yes, mademoiselle." 

" I'm sorry, for she's a true artist.** 

" She has not the passion of mademoiselle.** 

A little look of pleasure lit up Eveljm's face, 

** She is a charming singer. I can't think how she could^^faave 
failed. Did you hear any reason given ? ’* 

" Yes, mademoiselle, 1 met Mr. Ulick Dean." 

" What did he say ? He'd know.’* 

" He said that Mademoiselle Helbrun's was the true reading 
of the part. But * Carmen had lately bem turned into a femme 
A U balk^ and, of course, since the public had tasted realism it 
wanted mote. I thought Mademoiselle Helbrun rather odd. 
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Bat tbea Pm one of the puUk. Mademoiselle hu not yet told 
me what I am to idl the coachman.** 

'*You do not listen to me» Metat/* Evelyn answeted in a 
sudden accms crif ill humour. ** Instead of accepting the answer 
1 choose to give, you stop there in the intention of obcainii^ the 
answer whicn seems to you the most suitable. I told you to tell 
the coachman that he was to get a map and acquaint himself 
with the way to Dulwidb.** 

And to bring the interview to a dose, she told Metat to take 
away the chocolate tray, and took up one of the scores which lay 
on a small table by the bedside—*^Tannhftuser*’ and “Tristan 
and Isolde." It would bore her to look at Elizabeth again ; she 
knew it all. She chose Tristan instead, and began rouing'the 
second act at the place where Isolde, ignoring Branganc*s advice, 
signals to Tristan with the handker^ief. Ste glanced down the 
lines, hearing the motive on the ’cellos, then, in precipitated 
rhy'thm, taken up by the violins. When the emotion has reached 
breaking point, Tristan rushes into Isolde’s arms, and the frantic 
happiness of the lovers is depicted in short, hurried phrases, 
'foe score slipped from her hands and her thoughts tan in re> 
miniscence ot a similar scene which she had endured in Venice 
nearly four years aro. She had not seen Owen for two months, 
and was capping him every hour. The old walls of the palace, 
the black and watchful pictures, the watery odours and echoes 
from the canal had frightened and exhausts her. The perse¬ 
cution of passion in 1^ brain and the fever of passion afloat 
in her bloM waxed, and the minutes became each a separate 
torture. There was only one lamp. She had watched it, fearing 
every moment lest it should go out. . . . She had cast a fright- 
enea glance round the room, and it was the spectre of life that her 
exalted imagination saw, and her natural e 3 res a strange ascension 
of the moon. The moon rose out of a suJlm sky, and its reflection 
trailed down the lagoon. Hardly any stars were visible, and 
everything was extraordinarily still. The houses leaned hravilv 
forward and Evelyn feared she might go mad, and it was through 
this phantom world of lagoon and autumn mist that a gondola 
glidra. This time her heiM told her with a loud ay that he had 
come, and she had stood in the shadowy room waiting for him, 
her brain on fire. The emotion of that night came to rnr at will, 
and lying in her warm bed she considered the meeting of Tristan 
and Isolde in the garden, and the duet on the bonk of sultry 
flowers. Like Tristan and Isolde, she and Owen had struggled 
to find expression for their emotion, but, not having mu»c, it 
had lain cramped up in their hearts, their kirees were vain to 
express it. She found it in these swift irregularities of rhythm, 
replying to every change of motion, and every change of key 
cned back some pang of the heart. 

This scene in the second act was certainly cme of the most 
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difficult—at least to bei;—and the one in which she most deapaited 
of excelling. It suddenly occurred to her that she might study 
it with Ulick Dean. She had met him at rehearsal, and had been 
much interested in him. He had sent her six melodies—strange, 
old-world rhythms, recalling in a way the Gregorian she used to 
read in childhood in the missals, yet modulated as unintermittently 
as Wagner; the same chromatic scale and yet a punting of the 
antique rhythm in the melody. Ulick knew her father; he had 
said, *' Mr. Innes is my greatest friend.’* He loved her father, 
she could see that, but she had not dared to question him. Talk¬ 
ing to Owen was like the sunshine—the earm and only the earth 
was visible—whereas talking to Ulick was like the twUigbt 
through which the stars were shining. Dreams were to him the 
true realities; externals he accepted as other people accepted 
dreams—with diffidence. Evelyn laughed, much amused by 
herself and Ulick, and she laughed as she thought of his fixed and 
averted look as he related the talcs of bards and warriors. Every 
now and then his dark eyes would light up with gleams of sunny 
humour; he probably believed that the legends contained certain 
eternal truths, and these he was shaping into operas. He was 
the most interesting young man she had met this long while. 

He had been about to tell her why he had recanted Ids Wag¬ 
nerian faith when they had been interrupted by Owen. . . . 
She could conceive nothing more interesting than the recantation 
by a man of genius of the ideas that had first inspired him. His 
opera had been accepted, and would be produced if she undertook 
the principal part. Why should she not ? They could both 
help each other. Truly, he was the person with whom she could 
study Isolde, and she imagined the flood of new light he 
would throw upon it. ficr head drowsed on the pillow, and she 
dreamed the wonderful things he would tell her. But as she 
drowsed she thought of the article he had written about her 
Margaret, and it was the desire to read it again that awoke her. 
Stretching out her hand, she took it from the table at her bedside 
and began reading. He liked the dull green dress she wore in 
the first act; and the long bruds of golden hair which he admired 
were her own. He had mentioned them and the dark velvet 
cape, which he could not remember whether she wore or carried. 
As a matter of fact, she carried it on her arm. His forgetfulness 
on this point seemed to her charming, and she sniped with 
pleasure. He said that she made good use of the cape in the 
next act, and she was glad that he had perceived that. 

Like every other Margaret, her prayer-book was in her hand 
when she first met Faust; but she dropped it as she saw him, 
and while she shyly and sweetly sang that she was neither a lady 
nor a beauty, she stooped and with some embarrassment picked up 
the book. She passed on, and did not stop to utter a mechanical 
cry when she saw Mephistopheles, and thoi run away. She 
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hesitated a moment; Mephistopheles was not in sight, but Faust 
was just behind hei; ano over the fiice of Margaret flashed the 
thought, ** What a channing—what a lovely young man I 1 
think ril stop a little longer, and possibly 1 m*U say something 
mote. But no—after al]r~i>eibaps rd be^r not,** and, with a 
little sigh of Kgtet, she turned and went, at first ouiedy and then 
more quickly, as though fearful of being tempted to change her 
mind. 

In the garden scene, she sang the first bars of the music absent- 
mindedly, dusting and folding her little cape, stopping when it 
was only half folded to stand forgetful a moment, her eyes far 
off, gaeing back into the preceding act. Awaking with a little 
start, she went to her spinning-wheel, and, with her bade to the 
audience, arranged the spindle and the flax. Then stopping in 
her work and standing in thought, she half hummed, half aaitt 
the song ** Le Roi de Thuld.” Not till she had nearly finishM 
did she sit down and spin, and then only for a moment, as though 
too restless and disturoed for work that afternoon. 

Evelyn was glad that UUck had remarked that the jewels were 
not ** the ropes of pearls we are accustomed to, hat strange, 
medistval jewels, long, heavy earrings and girdln and broad 
bracelets.*’ Owen had given her these. She remembered how 
she had put them on, just as Ulick said, with the joy of a child 
and the musical glee of a bird. ** She laughed out the jewel 
song,” he said, ** with real laughter, returning lightly across the 
stage: ” and he said that they had ** wondered what was this 
lovely music which th^ had never heard before I ” And when 
she placed the jewels back, she did so lingeringly, regretftiUy, 
slowly, one by one, even forgetting the eanrings, perhaps pur¬ 
posely, ciU just before she entered the house. 

** In the duet with Faust,” he said, '* we were drawn by that 
lovely voice as in a silken net, and life had for ut but one meaning 
—the rapture of love.” 

** Has it got any other meaning P ” Evelyn paused a moment 
to think. She was afraid that it 1^ long ceased to have any other 
meaning for her. But love did not seem to play a large part in 
Ulick’slife. Yet that last sentence—to write like that he must 
fed like that. She wondered, and then continued reading his 
article. 

She was glad that he had noticed that when she fainted at the 
sight of Mephistopheles, she slowly revived as the curtain sw 
falling and {tinted to the place where he had been, seeing him 
a^n in her over-wrought Drain. This she did think was a good 
icKa, and. as he said. ** seemed to accomplish something.” 

He thought her idea for her entrance in the following ace 
exceedingly well imagioed, for, instead of coming on neatly 
dressed and smiling like the other Margarets, she came down the 
seeps of the cburdi with her dress sad miir disofdered, in the arms 

a 
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of two women, walking with difficulty, only half recovefed from 
her fainting fit. *' It is by ideas like this/* he said, ** that the singer 
carried forward the story, and made it seem like a teal scene that 
was happening before our eyes. Aod after her brother had 
cursed Margaret, when he falls back dead. Miss Innes retreats, 
getting away from the body, half mad, half afraid. She did 
not rv^ immediately to him, as has been the operatic custom, 
kneel down, and, with one arm leaning heavily on V8lcntine*s 
stomach, look up in the flics. Miss Innes, afttr backing faraway 
from him, slowly returned, as if impelled to do so against her will, 
and, standing over the body, looked at it with curiosity, repulsion, 
terror; and then she burst into a whispered laugh, which com¬ 
municated a feeling of real horror to the audience. 

'* In the last act, madness was tangled in her hair, and in her 
wide-open eyes were read the workings of her insane brain, and 
her every movement expressed the pathos of madness; her 
lovely voice told its sad tale without losing any of its sweetness 
and beauty. The pathos of the little souvenir phrases was almost 
unbearable, and tM tragic power of the finish was extraordinary 
in a voice of such rare distinction and fluid utterance. Her sing¬ 
ing and acting went hand in hand, twin sisters, equal and indi¬ 
visible, and when the great moment in the trio came, she stepped 
forward and with an inspired intensity lifted her quivering hands 
above her head in a sort of mad ecstasy, and sang out the note 
clear and true, yet throbbing with emotion.** 

The paper slid from Evelyn’s hand. She could see from 
Ulick’s description of her acting that she had acted ve^ well; 
if she had not, he could not ^ve written Hke that, out her 
acting only seemed extraordinary when she read about it. It was 
all so natural to her. She simply went on the st^^, and once she 
was on the stage she could not do otherwise. She could not tell 
why she did things. Her acting was so much a part of herself 
that she could not think of it as an art at all; it was merely a 
medium through which she was able to re-live past phases 
her life, or to exhibit her present life in a more intense and con¬ 
centrate form. The dropping of the bot^ was quite true; she 
had dropped a piece of music when she first saw Owen, and the 
omission of the scream was natural to her. She felt sure that she 
would not have seen Mephtstopheles just then; she would have 
been too busy thinking or the young man. But she thou||ht that 
she might take a little credit for her entrance in the third act. 
Somehow her predecessors had not seen that it was absurd to 
come smiling and tripping out of church, where she had seen 
Mephistophues. She read the lines describlag her power to 
depict m^ncss. But even in the mad scenes ^ was not con¬ 
scious of having invented anything. She had had sensations of 
^msdness—she supposed everyone had—and she threw herself 
into those senaadoas, inteoaifyiog them, giving them moife 
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tombOK. 00 the Mige thin tiKy hKl l»d b 1« o«ii pei^ 
fe. 

' Many had tbouEht her a greater actress than a singer: end 
she had been advised to dispense with her voice and challenge 
a verdict on her speaking voice in one of Shakespeare's plays. 
Owen would have liked her to risk the adventure, but she dared 
not. It would seem a wanton insult to her voice. She had 
imagined that it might leave her as an oflended spirit might leave 
its local habitation. Her Margaret had been accepted in Italy, 
so she must sinf^ it as well as she acted it. But when she had 
asked the Marquis d'Albazzi if she sang it as well as her mother, 
he had said, ** Mademoiselle, the singers of my day were as 
exquisite flutes, and the sin^rs of your dev give emotions that no 
flute could give me," and when she had told him that slw was 
going to be BO bold as to attempt Norma, he had raised his eye¬ 
brows a little and said, *' Mademoiselle will sing it according to 
the fashion of to^ay; we cannot compare the present with the 
past." Ah I O pittoc marqtdj Hmt tris fin* And her father 
would think the same; never would he admit that she could sing 
like her mother. But Ulick had said—and no doubt he had 
already read Ulick's article—that she had rescued the opera from 
the grave into which it was gliding. None of them liked it for 
itself. Her father spoke indulgently about it because her mother 
had sung it. Ulick praised it because he was tired of hearing 
Warner praised, and she liked it because her first success had been 
maae in tt. 


These morning hours, how delicious they were I to roll over 
in one's silk nightgown, to feel it tighten round one's limbs 
and to think how easily success had come. Madame Savelli 
had taught her eight operas in ten months, and she had sung 
Margaret in Bnis^s—a very thin performance, no doubt, but 
she had always been a success. UUck would not have thought 
much of her nist Margaret. Almost all the points he admired she 
bad since added. She had learnt the art of being herself on 
the stage. That was all she had icamt, and she very much doubted 
if there was anything else to learn. If Nature gives one a per¬ 
sonality worth exhibiting, the art of acting is to get as much of 
one's personality into the part as possible. That was the ABC 
and tl» X Y Z of the art of acting. She had always found that 
when she was acting herself, she was aaing something that had 
not been acted before. She did not compare her Matmuet with 
her Elizabeth. With Margaret she was fa^k in the schoolroorn. 
Still she thought that Ulick was right; she had got a new thrill 
out of it. Her Margaret was unpublished, but her Elizabeth was 
three times as real. There was no comparison; not even io 
Irolde could she be more true to herself. Her Elizabeth was t 
side of her life that now only existed on the stage. Brunnhtlda 
was her best part, fox into it she pound all her )oy of lifie, all her 
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love of the blue $ky with great white doods Boatiog, all bar 
enthusiasm for life and for the hero who came to awaken her to 
life and to love. In Brunnhilde and Elizabeth all the humanity 
she represented—and she thought she was a fairly human person— 
was on the stage. But Elsa r lliat was the one part she was 
dissatisfied with. There were people who liked her Elsa. Ob, 
her Elsa had been greatly praised. Perhaps she was mistaken, 
but at the bottom of her heart she could not but feel that her 
Elsa was a failure. The truth was that she had never understood 
the story. It began beautifully, the beginning was wonderful— 
the maiden whom everyone was persecuting, who would be put 
to death if some knight did not come to her aid. She could sing 
the dream—that she understood. Then the 8ilver>clad knight 
who comes from afar, down the winding river, past thorpe and 
town, to release her from those who were plotting against her. 
But afterwards ? 'fhis knight who wanted to marry her, and who 
would not tell his name. What did it mean ? And the celebrated 
duet in the nuptial chamber—what did it mean ? It was beautiful 
music—but what did it mean? Could anyone tell her? She 
had often asked, but no one had ever been able to tell her. 

She knew very well the meaning of the duet, when Siegfried 
adventures through the fire-surrounded mountain and wakes 
Brunnhilde with a kiss. That duet meant the joy of life, the 
rapture of awakening to the adventure of life, the delight the 
swirling current of ephemeral things. And the duct that she 
was going to sing ; she knew what that meant too. It meant 
the desire to possess. Desire finding a barrier to complete 
possession in the fiesh would break off the fleshly lease, and enter 
the great darkness where alone was union and rest. 

But she could not discover the idea in the ** Lohengrin ** duet. 
Senta she understood, and she thought she understood Kundrv. 
She h^ not yet bc^n to study the part. But Elsa ? Suddenly 
the thought that, if she was going to Dulwich, she must get up, 
struck her like a spur, and she sprang out of bed, and laying her 
fin^ on the electric bell she kept the button pressed till Merat 
arrived breathless. 

** Merat, 1 shall get up at once; prepare my iMth, and tell 
the coachman I shall be ready to start in twenty minutes.** 

*' Twenty minutes ? Mademoiselle is joking.'* 

** No, 1 am not. . . in twenty minutes—batf-an-hour at the 
most.** 

** It would be impossible for me to dress you in less than three* 
quarters of an hour.*' 

** 1 shall be dressed in half-an>hour. Go and tell the coachman 
at once; 1 shall have had my bath when you return.** 

» Her dressing was accomplished amid cun phrases. ** It doesn't 
matter, that do. ... I can't afford to waste time. . . . 
Come, Merat, try to get on with my hair." 
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And while Mecat buttoned her boots, she buttoned her gloves. 
She wore s ^or-made dress and s blue veU tied round s 
black hat with ostrich feathers. Escaping from her maid*s bands, 
she ran downstairs. But the dinmg>room door opened, and Lady 
Duckle intervened. 

“ My dear girl, you really cannot go out before you have had 
something to eat.** 

** I cannot stay ; 1*11 get something at the theatre.** 

** Do eat a cutlet, it will not take a moment ... a mouthful 
of omelette. Think of your voice.** 

^ There were engravings after Morland on the walls, and the 
silver on the breakfast-table was Queen Anne—the little round 
tea um Owen and Evelyn had picki^ up the other day in a subur¬ 
ban shop; the horses, whose glittering red hides could be seen 
through the window, been bought last Saturday at Tattersairs. 
Evelyn went to the window to admire them, and Lady Ouckle’s 
thoughts turned to the coachman. 

“ He sent in just now to ask for a map of London. It appears 
he doesn’t know the way, yet, when I took up his references, 
I was assured chat he knew London perfectly.**^ 

“ Dulwich is very little known; it is at least five miles from 
here.** 

“ Oh, Dulwich I , . . you*rc going there ? ** 

** Yes, 1 ought to have gone the day after wc arrived in London. 
... I wanted to ; I’ve wen thinking of it all the time, and the 
longer I put it off the more difficult it will become.” 

” That is true.” 

“ I thought 1 would drive there to-day before 1 went to 
rehearsal.” 

” Why choose a day on which you have a rehearsal ? ” 

** Only because I’ve put it on so often. Something always 
happens to prevent me. I must sec my father.” 

*1 Have you written to him ? ” 

** No, but I sent him a paper containing an account of the first 
night. I thought he might have written to me about it, or he 
might have come to see me. He must know that I am dying to 
see him.** 

** 1 chink it would be better for you to go to see him in the 
first instance.** 

Lady Duckle mewt Evelyn to understand that it would not 
be well to risk ahyrhing that might bring about a meeting between 
Sit Owen and Mr. Inncs. But she did not dare to be more 
explicit. Owen had forbidden any discussion of his relations 
with Evelyn. 

Of course it would be nice for you to see your father. But 
you should, I think, go to him; surely that is the proper 
course.** 

** We*vc wntten to each ocher from time to time, but not 
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lately—not since ve went to Greece. . . . I*ve neglected tny 
correspondence. ** 

Tears rose to Evelyn's eyes, and Lady Duckle was sorely 
tempted to lead her into confidences. But Owen’s counsels 
prevailed; she dissembled, saying that she knew how Evelyn 
loved her father^ and how nice it would be for her to see him again 
after such a long absence. 

" 1 dare say he’ll forgive me, but there'll be reproaches. I 
don't think there's anyone who hates a scene more than 1 do.” 

** 1 haven't lived with you five years without having found out 
that. But in avoiding a disagreeable scene we are often preparing 
one more disagreeable.” 

” That is true. ... 1 think I’ll go to Dulwich,” 

” Shall you have time ? . . . You're not in the first act.” 

” Dulwich is not six miles from here. We can drive there 
easily in three-quarters of an hour. And three-quarters of an 
hour to get back. 71iey won't begin to rehearse the second act 
before one. It is a little after ten now.” 

Then good-l^e.” 

Lady Duckle fo^owed her to the front door and stood for « 
moment to admire the beauty of the morning. The chestnut 
horses pawed the ground restlessly, excited by the scent of the 
lilac w hich a wilful little breeze carried up from Hamilton Place. 
Every passing hansom was full of flowered silks, and the pale 
laburnum gold hung in loose tassels out of quaint garden inlets. 
The verandahed balconies seemed to hang lower than ever, and 
they were all hung and burdened with flowers. And of all these 
eighteenth century houses, Evelyn's was the cosiest, and the elder 
of the two men, W'ho, from the opposite pavement, stood watching 
the prima donna stroking the quivering nostrils of her almost 
thoroughbred chestnuts with her white-gloved hand, could easily 
imagine her in her pretty drawing-room standing beside a cabinet 
filJca with Worcester and old Battersea china, for he knew Owen's 
taste and was ceixain the Louis XVI. marble clock would be well 
chosen, and he would have bet fivc-and-rwenty-pounds that there 
were some Watteau and Qainsborough drawings on the walls. 

*' Owen is doing the thing well. ITiose horses must have cost 
four hundred. 1 know how much the Boucher drawing cost.” 

” How do you know there is a Boucher drawing ? '* 

*' Because we bid against each other for it at Christie's. A 
woman lying on her stomach, drawn very freely, very simply^ 
quite a large drawing—just the thing for such a room as hen is,, 
amid chintz and eighteenth century inlaid or painted cables.” 

** 1 wonder where she is going. Perhaps to see him.” 

** At ren o'clock in the morning I More likely that she wall 
vcall at her dressmaker's on her way to rehearsal. She is to ung 
Elizabeth to-morrow night.” And while discussing her singing, 
the elder man asked himself if be had ever had a miatxeaa 
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would compare with her. ** She isn't by any means a beautiful 
woman/* he said, '* but she's the son of woman that if one did 
catch on to it would be for a long while." 

The young man pitied Evelyn's misfortune of so elderly an 
admirer as Owen. It seemed to him impossible that she could 
like a man who must be over forty, and the thought saddened him 
tbaL he might never possess so desirable a mistress, 
wonder if she’s faithful to him ? " 

" Faithful to him, after six years of Ueujon / " 

" But, my dear Frank, we know you don’t believe that any 
woman is straight. How do you know that he is her lover? 
Very often-” 

*' My dear Cyril, because you meet her at a ball at Lady Ascott's, 
and because she has lived with that Lady Ducklc—an old thing 
who used to present the daifghters of ironmongers at Court for 
a consideration—above all, Ixcause you want l^r yourself, you 
are ready to believe anything. 1 never did meet anyone who 
could deceive himself with the same case. Besides, 1 know all 
about her. It's quite an extraordinary story." 

** How did he pick her up ? ” 

" rU tell you presently. She's got into her carriage; we shall 
be able to see if she rouges as she passes." 

Evelyn had noticed the men as she stood trying to explain as 
much of the way as she could to her somewhat obtuse coachman. 
Her bow was gracious as the chestnuts swept the light carriage 
by them ; the young man pleased her fancy for the moment, and 
s^ tried to recall the few words they had exchanged as she left 
the ball. The elder man was a friend of Owen’s. Bur his face 
was suddenly blotted from her mind. For if her father were to 
refuse to see her, if be were to cast her off for good and all, what 
would she do ? Her life would be unendurable; she would 
go mad, mad as Margaret. But the picture did not frighten her, 
she knew ir was fiaitious; and looking into her soul for the truth, 
she saw the trees in the Green Park and the chimney pots of 
Walsingham House, and she realised that the nearest future is 
envelope in obscurity. She had always dreaded the journey to 
London; she had bem warned against London, and ever since 
she bad consented to come she bad been ill at ease and nervous— 
of what she did not know—of someone behind her, of someone • 
lurking round her. She argued that she would not have had 
those feelings if there was not a reason. VCHhen she had them* 
something always happened to her, and nothing could convince 
her that Londm was not the turning-point in her fortune. The 
carriage seemed to be going very fast; they were alrudy in 
Victoria Street; she criM to the coachman not to drive so fast, 
he answered that he must drive at that pace if he was to get there 
by eleven. . . . Surely her father would not refuse to see her. 
could oat^ he would nos sske her the shouldcuts and tuns- 
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her out of the hou6e~the house she had known all her life. 
Oh, good heavens I if he did, what would happen afterwards ? 
She could not go back to Owen and sing operas at Covent Garden, 
and her soul wailed like a child and a deraly terror of her father 
came upon her. It might be her destiny never to speak to him 
again! That fate had been the fate of other women. Why 
should it not be hers ? He might not send for her when heasras 
dying, and if she were dying he might not come to her; and after 
death, would she see him ? Would they then be reconciled ? 
If she did not see her father in this world, she would never see 
him, for she had promised Owen to believe in oblivion, and she 
thought she did believe in nothing; but she felt now that she 
must say her prayers, she must pray that her father might.forgive 
her. It might be absurd, but she felt that a prayer would ease 
her mind. It was dreadfully hypocxitical to pray to a God one 
didn’t believe in. There was no sense in it, nor was there much 
sense in much else one did. . . . She had promised Owen not 
to pray, ahd it was a sort of blasphemy to say prayers and lead a 
life of sin. She did not like to break her promise to Owen. She 
must make up her mind. . . . Her father might be at St. 
Joseph’s I and it was with a sense of refreshing delight that she 
called the coachman and gave the order, llie chestnuts were 

E rancing like greyhounds amid heavy drays and clumsy, bear- 
ke horses; the coachman was trying to hold them in and to 
understand the policeman, who shouted the way to him from 
the edge of the pavement. 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

But the ought not to go to St. Joseph’s. She had promised 
Owen to avoid churches, priests—all that reminded her or religion. 
He had begged that until she was him in her amiosticism she should 
not expose herself to influences which could but result in mental 
distress, and without any practical issue unless to separate them. 
She had escaped once ; next time he might find it more difficult 
to win her b^k. How kind be was. He bad not said a word 
about his own suffering. 

It had happened nearly three years ago in Florence, and an 
accident had brrjught it all about. One afternoon she was walking 
in the streets; she could still see the deep cornices showing distinct 
against the sky ; she was admiring them when suddenly a church 
appeared; she could not tell how it was, but she bad been pro¬ 
pelled to enter. ... A feeling which had arisen out of her 
heart, a sort of yearning—that was it. The church was almost 
empty; how restful it had seemed that afternoon, the rough 
plastered walls and the two figures of the nuns absorb^ in prayer. 
Her heart had begun to ache, and her daily life with its riches and 

g lories had seenu^ to concern her no longer. It was as if the 
ght had changed, and she had become suddenly aware of her 
r^ self. A t^ cross stood oddly pUced between the arches; 
she had not seen it at first, but as her eyes rested upx^n it she had 
been drawn into wistful communion with her dying Redeemer. 
And all that had seemed false suddenly became true, and she had 
left the church overcome with remorse. That night her door 
was dosed to Owen; she had pleaded indisposition, unable for 
some shame to speak the truth. On the next day and the day 
after the desire of forgiveness had sent her to the church and then 
to the priest, but the priest bad refused her absolution till she ^ 
separated from her lover. She had fdt that she must obey. 
Slw had written a note—she could not think of it now—so crud 
did it seem, yet at the time it had seemed quite natural. It was 
not until the next day, and the day after was worse still, that she 
began to plumb the depths of her own unhappiness; every day 
it seenaed to grow deeper. She could not k<rep him out of her 
mind. She used to sit and try to do needlework in the hotel 
sitting-room. But how oRen bad she had to put it down and to 
walk to the window to hide her tears ? At the time drew near 
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for her to go to the theatre* the had to vow not to err a^n till 
the got home. He was alwayt in hit boa—once the lud nearly 
broken down* and* pitying her* he came no more. But not to tee 
him at all was worse than the pain of teeing him. That emp^ 
box I And all through the night she thought of him in hit 
hotel, only a street or two distant. She could not go through 
it again* nor could she think what would have happened if they 
had not met. Something had prompted her to go out one after¬ 
noon ; she was weak with wcepuig and sick with love, and, feeling 
that there are burdens beyond our strength* she had walked with 
her eyes steadily fixed l^ore her. . . and somehow she was 
not surprised when she saw him coming towards her. He joined 
her quite naturally, as if by appointment, and they had walked 
on* instinaively finding their way out of the crowd. They had 
walked on and on, now and then exchanging remarks* waiting 
for a full explanation, wondering what form it would take. 
Cypresses and campandi defined themselves in the landscape as 
the evening advanced. Further on the country flattened out; 
there were urban gardens and dusty little vineyards. They had 
sat on a bench; above them was a statue of the Virgin; she 
remembered noticing it; it reminded her of her scapular* but 
nothing had mattered to her then but Owen. He said— 

** Well, Evelyn* when is all this nonsense going to cease ? 

** 1 don’t know, Owen ; I’m very unhappy.” 

The sense of reconciliation which overtook ncr was too delicious 
to be resisted, and she remembered how all the way home she had 
longed for the moment when she would throw herself into his 
arms. He had not reproved her nor reproached her; he had 
merely forgiven her the pain she had caused him. There were 
sounds of children’s voices in the air and a glow of light upon 
the roofs. Their talk had been gentle and philosophic; she had 
listened eagerly* and had promised to shun influences which 
made her uselessly unhappy. And he had promised her that in 
time to come she would surely succeed in freeing herself from 
the tentacles of this church* and that the day would come when 
she would watch the Mass as she would some childish sport. 
** lliough,” he added, smiling, ** it is doubtful if anyone can see 
his own rocking-horse without experiencing a desire to mount 
it.” Nearly three years had passed since that time in Florence* 
and she was now going to put the strength of her agnosticism 
to the test. 

*' They have not built a new entrance*** she remarked to herself* 
as the coachman reined up the chestnuts before the meagre steps. 
” But alterations are being made,” she thought, catching sight 
of some scaffolding. As she stepped out of her carriage she 
,^cmembefcd that her dress and hones could not fail to sugmt 
Owen's money to her father. She paused* and then bopM he 
would remember that the waa getting three hundred pounda a 
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week, ind could pay for her carriage and gowns herself. And, 
smiling at the idea of dressing herself in a humble frock suitable 
for reconciliation, she entered the church hurriedly. She did 
not cate to meet him in open daylight, in the presence of her 
servants. The church would be a tetter place. He could not 
say much to her in church, and she thought she would like to 
meet him suddenly face to face; then there would be no time 
for explanations, and he could not refuse to speak to her. Look¬ 
ing round she saw that Mass was in progress at one of the side 
alurs. The acolyte had just chan«d the book from the left to 
the right, and the congremtion of about a dozen had risen for 
the reading of the Gospel. She knew that her father was not 
among them. She must have known all the while that he was 
not in church. If he were at St. Joseph's, he would be m the 
practising room. She might go round and ask for him . . . 
and run the risk of meeting one of the priests 1 Hxey were 
men of tact, and would refrain from unpleasant allusions. But 
they knew she was on the stage, that she had not teen back since 
she had left home; they could not but suspect; however they 
might speak, she could not avoid reading meaninn, which very 
likely were not intended, into their words. . . . And she would 
see the practising room full of faces, and her father, already angry 
at the interruption, opening the door to her. It would be worse 
than meeting him in the street. No, she would not seek him in 
the practising room—then where—Dulwich ? ^ Perhaps, but 
not to-day. She would wait in the church and see if the Elevation 
compelled her to bow her head. 

And in this intention she took a seat in full view of the altar 
where the priest was saying Mass. Evei^ shape and every colour 
of riiis church, its slightest characteristics, brought back an 
Impression of long ago; the very wording of her childish thoughts 
was suddenly remembered; and she felt, whether she believed 
or disbelieved, that it was pleasant to kneel where she knelt when 
she was a little girl It was touching to sec the poor folk prav. 
The poor Irish and Italians—-cspeci^ly the Irish—'how simple 
they were; it was all real to them, however false it may have 
become to her. Her eyes wandered among the little congrega¬ 
tion; only one she recognised—the stranmy thin and crooked 
lady who, as far back as she could remember, used to walk up* 
the aisle, her bands crossed in front of her like a wooden doll'si 
She ted not altered at all; she wore the same battered black 
bonnet. This lonely ladv had always been a subject of curiosity 
to Evelyn. She remembered how she used to invent houses 
for her to live in and suitable friends and evenings at home. 
The day that Owen came to St. Joseph's befoie he went awaj 
on his vacht to the Mediterranean, be had put his hat on this 
lady's ciuur, and she had had to aidt him to remove it. How 
Bj^iteoed she had looked, and be not too well pleased at 
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having to sit beside her. That was six years ago, and Evelyn 
thought how much had happened to her in that time—a great 
deal to her and very little to that poor woman in the black bonnet. 
She must have some little income on which she lived in a room 
with wax fruit in the window. Every morning and evening 
she was at St. Joseph's. The church was her one distraction; 
it was her theatre, the theatre certairUy of all her thoughts. 

But at that moment the new choir-loft caught Evelyn’s eye, 
and she imagined the melodious choirs answering each other 
from opposite sides. No doubt her father had insisted on the 
addition, so that such antiphonal music as the Reproaches 
might be given. Some rich carpets had been laid down, some 
painting and cleaning had been done, and the fashionable names 
on the front seats reminded her of the Grand Circle at Covent 
Garden. Evidently the freciuentation of St. Joseph's was much 
the same as the theatres. Tne congregation was attracted by the 
choirs, and, when these were silenced, the worship shrank into 
the mumbled prayers of a few Irish and Italians. Evelyn won¬ 
dered if the poor lady could distinguish between her father’s 
music and Father Gordon’s. The only music she heard was the 
ceaseless music of her devout soul. 

Was it not strange that the paper she had sent her father 
containing an account of her success in the part of Margaret 
contained also an account of his choir ? They had both succeeded. 
The old music had made St. Joseph’s a fashionable church. So 
far she knew, and despite her strange terror of their first meeting, 
she longed to hear him tell her how he had overepme the oppo¬ 
sition oi Father Gordon. 

llte Gospel ended, the little congregation sat down, and 
Evelyn refiecred how much more difficult belief was to her than 
to the slightlv-deformcd woman in front of her. The doctrine 
that a mcrciRjI God has prepared a place of eternal torment for 
bis erring creatures is hanl enough to credit. She didn’t think 
she could ever believe that again; or that God bad sent his Son 
on earth to expiate on the cross the sins which he and his Fatlwr 
in coniunction with the Holy Ghost had fated them to commit; 
or that bread and wine becomes, at the bidding of the priest, the 
creator of all the stars we sec at midnight. True that she believed 
these doctrines no longer, but, unfortunatelv, this advancement 
brought her no nearer to the solution of tM question directly 
affecting her life. Owen encouraged her to persevere in -her 
agnosticism. ** Old insects,'* he said, ** are not conquered at 
once. You must be patient. The Scotch were converted about 
three or four himdxed years after Christ. Christianity is therdfoxe 
fourteen hundred years old, whereas the seed of agnosticism has 
rbeen sown but a few years; give it time to catch root.” She had 
laughed, his wit amused hu, but our feelings ate—well, they axe 
ours, and we cannot separate ourselves fxom them. Thej^are 
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certaia, tboogb everything else is unoertain, and when she looked 
into btf mind (she tried to avoid doing so as much as possible, 
but she could not always help herself) something told her that the 
present was but a paaung stage. Often it seemed to her that 
she was like one out on a picnic—she was amused—she would 
be sorry when it ended; but she could not feel that it was to last. 
Other women were at home in their lives; she was not in hers. 
We all have a life that is more natural for us to live than any 
other; we all have a mission of some sort to accomplish, and the 
happiest are those whose lives correspond to their convictions. 
Even Owen's love did not quite compensate her for the lack of 
agreement between her outer and inner life. 

All this they had argued a hundred times, but their points of 
view were so di^»ent. Once, however, she thought she had 
made him understand. She had said, ** If you don't understand 
religion, you understand art. Well, then, imagine a man who 
wants to paint pictures; give him a palace to live in; place every 
pleasure at his call, imposing only one condition—that he is not 
to paint. His appetites may detain him in the palace for a while, 
but sooner or later he will cry out, * All these pleasures are nothing 
to me: what I want is to P^nt pictures.* " She could see that 
the pa^le had convinced him, or nearly. He had said he was 
afraid she was hopeless. But a moment after, drawing her 
toward him with quiet, masterful arm, and speaking with that 
hard voice that could become so soft, it had seemed as if heaven 
suddenly melted away, and his kisses were worth every sacrifice. 

That was the worst of it. She was neither one thing nor 
the other. She desired two lives diametrically opposed to each 
other, consequently she would never be happy. But she was 
happy. She had everything; she could think of nothing that 
she wanted that she bad not got: it was really too ridiculous for 
her CO pretend to herself chat she was not happy. So long as she 
had bdieved in religion she had not been happy, but now she 
believed no longer—she was happy. It was strange, however, 
that a church always brought the old feeling back again, and her 
thoughu paused, and in a silent awe of sotu she asked ^rsclf if, 
at the bottom her soul, she still disbelieved in God. But it 
was so silly to believe the story of the Virgin—think of it. . . . 
As Owen said, in no mythology was thete anythin more ridicu¬ 
lous. Nevertbefess, she did not convince herselit that the dim,* 
vague, unquiet sensation which rankled in her was not a still 
uneztirpamd gecni of the original faith. She tried to think it 
was not a religious feeling but the result of the terrible interview 
still banging over her, the dread that her father might not forgive 
Iser. She tried to kwk into her mind to discover the impulse 
which bad compelled her to turn from her intention and cometo 
chk churdi. She remembered the uncontrollable deaire to say 
a prayer; that she could have teiwsnd, but the moment aftm ahe 



EVELTN INNES 


Ij6 

had temembered that perhaps it was too late to find bet father at 
home. But had she really hoped to find him at St. Joseph's, 
or had she used the pretext to deceive herself ? She could not 
tell. But if religion was not true, if she did not believe, how was 
it that she had always thought it wrong to live with a man to 
whom she was not married ? There was no use pretending, she 
never had quite got a haunting scruple on that point out ^ her 
mind. 

There could be but two reasons, he had insisted, for the main¬ 
tenance of the matrimonial idea—the preservation of the race, 
and the belief that cohabitation without matrimony is an offence 
against God. But the race is antecedent to matrimony, and if 
t&re be no resurrection, there can be no teUjnon. . . , If there 
be no personal God who manages our affairs and summons 
to everlasting bliss or torment, the matter is not worth thinking 
about—at least not to a Catholic. Pious agnosticism is a bauble 
unworthy to tempt anyone who has been brought up a Catholic. 
A Catholic remains a Catholic, or else becomes a frank agnostic. 
Only weak-minded Protestants run to that slender sVMlter— 
morality without God. ** But why are you like this ? " he had 
said, fixing his eyes. ... ** I think 1 see. Your father comes 
of a long line of Scotch Protestants; he became a Catholic so 
that he might marry your mother. Your scruples must be a 
Protestant heredity. 1 wonder if it is so? In no other way 
can 1 account for the fact that although you no longer believe 
in a resurrection, you cling fast to the doctrine which declares it 
wrong for two people, both free, to live together, unless they 
register their cohabitation in the parish books. C^r reason is 
our own. Our feelings we inherit. You are enslaved to your 
Scotch ancestors; you are a slave to the superstitions of your 
grandmother and your grand-aunts; you obey them.” 

** But do we not inherit our reason just as much as we inherit 
our feelings ? ” 

They had argued that point. She could not remember what 
his axjromcnt was, but she temembered that she had held her 
ground, that he had complimented her, not forgetting, however, 
to take the credit of the improvement in her intellectual equipment 
to himself, which was indeed no more than just. Sm would 
have been nothing without him. How he had altered her I 
She had come to think and feel like him. She often caught herself 
saying exactly vrhat he would say in certain circumstances, and 
having heard him say how odours affected him, she had trira to 
acquire a like sensibility. Unconsciously she had assimilated a 
great deal. That little trick o£ his, using his eyes a certain way, 
that knowing Uttle glance of his had nxome habitual to her. 
She had met men w^ were more profound, never anyone whose 
nnind was mote alert, more amusing aiKl sufficient for every 
oocaaioo. She scntimcotaliscd a moment, and then r e mrmh e r ed 
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further timilaritiet. Hiey now tte the lune dishee, end no 
longer had need to consult each other before ordering dinner. 
In their (irst week in Paris she had learnt to look forward to 
chocolate in the morning before she got up, and this taste was 
endeared to her, for it reminded her of him. In the picture 
galleries she had always tried to pick out the piaures he would 
Uke. If they could not decide how a passsM should be sung, 
or were in doubt regarding the attitude and gesture best httra 
to carry on a dramatic action, she had noticed that, if thev separated 
so that they might arrive at individual conclusions, they almost 
always happened upon the same. To each other they now 
adectod not to know from whom a certain quaint notion had 
come—clearly it had been inspired by him, but which had first 
expressed it was not sure—that the three great type operas were 
** Tristan and Isolde," the ** Barber cf Seville,'* and La I^Ue 
fidine." Nor were they sure which had 6rst suggested that In 
the last week of her stage career she should appear in all three 

E arts. Evelyn Innea, as La Belle Hdidne, would set musical 
.ondon by the ears. 

She had often wondered whether, by having absorbed to much 
of Owen's character, she had proved herself deficient in character. 
Owen maintained, on the contrary, that the sign of (^ius is the 
power of recognising and assimilating that which is necessary 
to the development of oneself. He mentioned Goethe's life, 
which he said was but the tale of a long assimilation of ideas. 
The narrow, barren soul is narrow and k^ren because it cannot 
acquire. We come into the world with nothing in our own right 
except the capacity for the acquisition of ideas. We cannot 
invent ideas; we can only gather some of those in circulation 
since the beginning of the world. We endow them with the 
colour and form oi our time, and, if that colour and form be of 
supreme quality, the work is preserved as representative of a 
period in the history of civilisation; a name may or may not be 
attached to each specimen. Genius is merely the power of 
assimilation; only the fool imagines he invents. Owen would 
go still further. He maintained that if the circumstances of a 
man's life admitted the acquisition of only one set of ideas, his 
work was chin; but if, on the contrary, circumstances threw him 
in the way of a new sec of ideas, a set of ideas diflfeient from the * 
first set, yet tufficiendy near for the tame brain to assimilare, 
then the work producra by that brain would be endowed with 
ridier colour; or, in severer form, the idea was, he said, to a 
work of art what it to meat—^ic preserved works of art againat 
the corrupting action of time. 

How t^y had talked 1 how they had discussed thinn 1 Tl^ 
had talked about everything, and she remembered all he saio, 
as she recalled the arguments he bad used. The scene of this 
last coaveisation pasted and sqMSsed in vaniahiog glrami— 
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fiopart on the Rhine. They had stuped theie on theit way to 
Bayreuth, where she was going to sin^ Elsa. The mayens and 
their gold, the fire-surrounding Brunnhilde, the death of the hero, 
the end of the legends: these she knew, but of ** Pkrsifal ** sIm 
knew nothing—the story or the music. The time was prt^itious 
for him to tell it. The flame of the candle burnt in the still 
midnight, and she had listened with bated breath. She could 
sec Owen leaning forward, telling the story, and she could even 
see her own listening face as he related how the poor fool rises 
through sanctification of faith and repudiation doubt, how he 
heals the sick king with the sacred spear and becomes himself 
the high priest of the Grail. It had seemed to Evelyn that she 
had been carried beyond the limits of earthly things. The thrill 
and shiver of the dead man's genius haunted the lic^uid ripple of 
the river; the moment was ecstatic; the deep, windless night 
was full of the haunting ripple of the Rhine. And she remem¬ 
bered how she had clasi^ her hands . , . her very words came 
back to her. . . . 

** It is wonderful . . . and we arc listening to the Rhine; 
we shall never forget this midnight." 

At that moment the Sanctus bell rang, and she remembered 
why she had suyed in church. She wished to discover what 
remnant, tatter or shred of her early faith still clung about her. 
She wished to put her agnosticism to the test. She wondered 
if at the moment of consecration she would be compelled to bow 
her head. Ihe bell rang again. . . . She grew tremulous with 
expccution. She strove to refrain, but her head bowed a little, 
and her thoughts exjpanded into prayer; she was not sure that 
she actually prayed, rar her thoughts did not divide into explicit 
words or phrases. There certainly followed a beautiful softening 
of her whole being, the bitterness of life extinguished ; divine 
eyes seemed bent upon her, and she was in the midst of mercy, 
peace and love ; ana daring no longer to think she did not believe, 
the sat rapt till Mass was ended. 
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Still 


under the sweet influence of the church and the 
ceremony she got into her carriage. But the mystery engendered 
in her soul seemed to fade and die in the sunshine; she could 
almost perceive it going out like a gentle, evanescent mist on the 
surface of a pool; she remembered that she would very Ukdy 
meet Ulick at rehearsal, and could find out from him how heir 
father would be likelv to receive her visit. Ulick seemed the 
solution of the difficulty—only he might tell her that her father 
did not wish to see her. She did not think he would say that, 
and the swing of her carriage and her thoughts went to the same 
rhythm until the carriage stopped before the stage door of Covent 
Garden llieatre. 

As she ascended the stairs the swing door was pushed open. 
The pilgrims* song drifted through it, and slie knew that they h^ 
begun the overture. She cn)ssra a stage in indescribable dis¬ 
order. Scene-shifters were calling to eaim other, and there was 
an incessant hammering in the flies. ** We might as well rehearse 
in a bam with the threshing-machine ^ing all the while,** Evelra 
thought. She had to pass down a long passage to to the 
stalls, and, finding herself in inky darkness, she grew nervous, 
though she knew well enough whither it led. At last she per¬ 
ceived a little light, and, folk>wing it for a while, she Ittp^ned 
to stumble into one of the boxes, and there she sat and indulged 
in angry comments on the negligence of English operatic manage¬ 
ment. 

auditorium she could see 
instruments. The 

conductor*8 grey hair was combed back over his high forehead. 
He swung a lean body to the right and left. Suddecuy he sprang • 
up in his seat, and, looking in tl» direction of certain instruments, 
be brought doWn his stick determinedly, and, having obtained 
the effect he desired, bis beat swung leisurely for a while. . . • 

*' 'Cellos, crescendo,*' he cried. ** Ah, man Dion I Ta-rarla-la-la I 
Now, gentlemen, number twenty-five, please.” 

For a few bars the stick swung automatically, stiiking the 
harmonium as it descended. “ *C^os, a sudden piano on the 
accent, and then no accent whatever. Ta-ra-ta-ta-ta 1 ” 

At the bock of the stalls the poor Italian chorus had gathered 

*59 


Through the grey twilight* of the auditoriu 
heads 81 ^ hands, and shapes of musical ii 
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like a herd, fx>c daring to tit in seats, the hire of which for a few 
hours equalled their weekly wages. But the English girls, 
whose musical tastes had compel!^ them from their suburban 
homes, had no such scruples. Confident of the rleanlinrss of 
their skirts and hats, they sat in the best stalls, their scores on 
their knees. One happened to look up as Evelyn entered. She 
whispered to her neighbours, and immediately arter the row was 
discussing ^yreuth and Evelyn lanes. 

Meanwhile, the pilgrims* song grew more strenuous, until 
at last the trombones proclaimed^ in unconquerable tones, 
Tannhkuser's abjuration of sensual life, and at that moment the 
tall, spare figure of Mr. Hermann Goetse, the manager, appei^d 
in the doorway leading to the stalls. He was with nis apparitor 
and satellite, Mr. Wheeler, a foppish little man, who seemed 
pleased at being in confidential conversation with his great chief. 
Catching sight of Evelyn in the box just above his eyes, he smiled 
and bowed obsequiously. A sudden thought seemed to strike 
him, and Evelyn said to herself, ** Hc*s coming to talk with me 
about the Brangtoe. I hope he has done what 1 told him, and 
engaged Helbrun for the f^.** 

At the same moment it flashed across her mind that Made¬ 
moiselle Helbrun*s unsuccessful appearance in ** Carmen '* might 
cause Mr. Hermann Goetze to propose someone else. She ho|m 
that this was not so, for she could not consent to sing Isolde to 
anyone but Heibrun's Brangkne, and it was in this resolute, 
almost aggressive, frame of mind that she received the manager. 

'* How do you do, Mr. Hermann Goetze ? Well, 1 hope 
you succeeded in inducing Mademoiselle Helbrun to play Bran- 
gSne ? " 

** 1 have not had a moment. Miss Innes. 1 have not seen 
Mademoiselle Helbrun since last night. You will be sorry to 
hear that her Carmen was not considered a success. . . . Do 
you think-** 

** There is no finer artist than Mademoiselle Helbrun. If you 
do not engage her-** 

Mr. Hermann Goetze took his tiandkerchief from his pocket, 
and, upon inquiry, she learnt that he was suffering from toothache. 
Mr. Wheeler advised different remedies, but Mr. Hermann Goetze 
did not believe in remedies. There was nothing for it but to 
have it out. Evelyn sugf^ted her dentist, and Mr. Hermann 
Goetze apologised ror this interruption in the conversation. He 
bem^ed m her not to think eff him, and they entered into the 
di^ult question of salary. He told her that Mademoiselle 
Helbrun would ask eighty pounds a performance, and such 
heavy salary added to the four hundred pounds a performance 

he was paying for the Tristan and Isolde would- But so 

intense was the pain from his tooth at this moment chat he could 
not finish the sentence. A little alarmed, Evelyn waited until the 
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spurn bid ended, and when the miniget*! composure was 
somewhat restoied, she spoke of the change and stress of emotion, 
often expressed in isolated notes and vehement dedamation, 
and she reminded the poor man of Brangftne's long song in whidi 
she endeavours to appease Isolde. Mr. Hermann Go^se looked 
at her out of pain-stricken eyes, and said he was listening. She 
assured him tMt the melodious effe^ would be lost if Biaogkne 
could not sing the long-dra^ phrases in a sin|;le breath. But 
she stopped suddenly, i^rcdving that an sesthetic discussion was 
impossii^ with a man who was in violent pain. Mr. Wheeler 
proposed to go to the chemist for a remedy. Mr. Hermann 
Goetze shook his head; he had tried all remraies in vain; the 
dentist was the only resort, and he promised to go to Evel^'s 
when the rehesmal was over, and be retired from tl^ box, holding 
his handkerchief to his face. When he got on to the sta^ 
Evelyn was glad to see that be was a little better, and was able 
to give some directions regarding the stage manwment. She 
was genuinely sorry for him, for she had had toothache herself. 
Nevertheless, it was unfortunate that they had not been able to 
settle about Mademoiselle Helbrun's enga^ment. She pondered 
how this might be effmed; perhaps, after rehearsal, Mr. Hermann 
Goetze might be feeling better, or she might ask him to dinner. 
As she considered the question, her eyes wandered over the 
auditorium in quest of Ulick Dean. 

She spied him sitting in the far comer, and wondered when 
he would look in her direction, and then remembering what he 
had said about the trammission of thought between sympathetic 
affinities, she sought to reach him with hers. She closed her 
eyes so that she might concentrate her will sufficiently for it to 
penetrate his brain. She sat tense with her desire, her hands 
clenched for more than a minute, but he did not answer to her 
will, and its tension relaxed in spite of herself. ** He sits them 
listening to the music as if be had never heard a note of it before. 
Why does he not come to me ? ** As if in answer, UUck got out 
of his stall and walked toward the entrance, seemingly in the 
intention of leaving the theatre. Evelyn felt that she must speak 
to him, and she was about to call to one of the chorus ana ask 
him to tell Mr. Dean that ahe wanted to speak to him, but a vague 
inquietude seemed to awaken in him, and be seemed uncertain 
whether to go or stay, and be look^ round the theatre as if 
seeking someone. He looked several times in the direction of 
Evelyn's box without seeing her, and she was at last obliged to 
wave her hand. Then the dream upon his bee vanished, and 
his eyes lit up, and his nod was the nod of one whose soul is full 
of interesting sto^. 

He had one of those long Irish fices, all in a stsftii^c line, 
with flat, slightly hcdlow cheeks, and a long chin. It was clean 
shaven, and a falmvy lock of bl^ hair waa always fiUliog over 
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his eyes. It was his eyes that gave its sombre ecstatic dhaiactet 
to his face. Thcv were large, dark, deeply set, singularly shaped, 
and they secmea to smoulder like fires in caves, leaping and 
sinking out of the darkness. He was a tall, thin young man, 
and he wore a black jacket and a large, blue necktie, tied with 
the ends hanging loose over his coat. Evelyn received him 
effusively, stretching both hands to him and telling him she 
^was so glad he had come. She said^ she was delighted with his 
melodies, and would sing them as soon as she got an occasion. 
But he did not seem as pleased as he should nave done; and 
sitting, his eyes fixed on the floor—now and then he muttered a 
word of thanks. His silence embarrassed her, and she felt 
suddenly that the talk which she had been looking forward to 
would be a failure, and she almost wished him out of her box. 
Neither had spoken for some time, and, to break an awkward 
silence, she said that she had been that morning at St. Joseph's. 
He looked up; their eyes met unexpectedly, and she seemed to 
read an impertinence in his eyes; they seemi^ to say, ** 1 wonder 
how you dared go there I " But his words contradicted the idea 
which she thought she had read in his eyes. He asked her at 
once eagerly and sympathetically, if she had seen her father. No, 
^ was not there, and, growing suddenly shy, she sought to 
chanm the conversation. 

You are not a Roman Catholic, I think. ... 1 know you 
were bom a Catholic, but from something you said the other day 
1 was led to think that you did not believe." 

" 1 cannot think what I could have said to give you such an 
idea. Most people reproach me for believing too much." 

** The other day you spoke of the ancient goda Angus and 
Lir, and the great mother Dana, as of real gods.*’ 

" (X course 1 spoke of them as real ; I am a Celt, and 
they are real gods to me." 

Now bis face had lighted up, and in clear, harmonious voice 
be was arguing that the gods of a nation cannot die to that nation 
until it be incorporated and lost in another nation. 

** I don't see how you reconcile Angus and Lir with Chris- 
tiani^, that is all." 

" But I don't try to reconcile them; they do not need zia> 
conciliation; all the gods are part of one faitn." 

" But what do you believe . . . seriously ?" 

"Everything except Atheism, and unthinking contentment. 
1 believe m Christianity, but 1 am not so foolish as to limit myself 
to Christianity; 1 look upon Christianity as part of the truth, 
but not the whole truth. There is a continuous revektion: 
before Christ Buddha, before Buddha Krishna, who was crucified 
in mid«heaven, and the Gods of my laoe live too.” 

She longed to ask Utick so many questions that she could 
not frame one, so far bad the idea of a oontkinous fevehtion 
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carried her beyond the limits of her habitual thoughts; and 
while she was trying to think out his meaning in one direction, 
she lost a great deal of what be said subsequently, and her £soe 
wore an eager, puzzled and disappointed look. That she should 
have been the subject of this young man’s thoughts, that she 
should have suggested his opera of Grania, and tmt he should 
have at last succeeded, by means of an old photograph, in imagin¬ 
ing some sort of image of her, ilatterra her inmost vani^,^ 
and with still brightening eyes she hoped that he was not duh 
appointed in her. 

** When did you begin to write opera ? You must come to 
see me. You will tell me about your opera, and we will go 
through the music.’* 

“ Will you let me play my music to you ? ** 

Yes, 1 shall be deUghted.” 

At that moment she remarked that Ulick's teeth were almost 
the most beautiful she had ever seen, and that they shone like 
snow in his dark face. 

** Some afternoon at the end of the week. We’re friends— 

I feel that we are. You are father’s friend ; you were his friend 
when 1 was away. Tell me if he missed me very much. Tell 
me about him. 1 have been longing to ask you all the time. 
What is he doing ? 1 have heard about bis choir. He has got 
some wonderful treble voices.” 

** He is very busy now rehearsing the * Missa Brevis.* It will 
be given next Sunday, h will be splendidly done. . . You 
ought to come to hear it.'* 

** I should like to, of course, but I am not certain that I shall 
be able to go to St. Joseph’s next Sunday. How did you 
and father become acquainted ? ” 

” Through an article 1 wrote about the music of St. Joseph’s. 
Mr. Innes said that it was written by a musician, and he wrote 
to the paper.** 

** Asking you to come to see him ? ” 

“ Yes. Your father was the first friend I made in London.** 

** And that was some years ago ? ” 

” About four years ago. 1 had come over from Ireland with 
a few pounds in my pocket, and a portmanteau full of music; 
which I soon found no one wanted.” , 

** You had written music before you had met father ? ** 

” Yes, I waft organist at St. Patrick’s in Dublin for nearly 
three years. There’s no one like your fetber. Miss Innes.” 

** No one, is there ? ” she replira enthusiastically. ” There's 
no one like him. I’m so glad you are friends. You see him 
nearly every day, and you show him all your music.” Then 
after a pause, she said, ” Tell me, did he miss me very much ? ** 

I- ” Yes, he missed you, of course. But he felt that you were 
not wholly to blame.” 



144 


EVELYN INNES 


** And you took my place. I can see it aU. It was father 
and 8on» instead of father and daughter. How well you must 
have got on together. What talks you must have had.** 

The silence was confidential, and though they both were 
thinking of Mr. Innes, they seemed to become intimately aware 
of each other. 

*' But may 1 venture to advise you ? ** 

*• Yes. What ? ** 

** I'm sure you ought to go and see him, or at least write to 
him saying you'd like to see him.** 

** 1 know—I know—I must go. He'll forgive me; he must 
forgive me. But 1 wish it were over. I'm at^d you think me 
very cowardly. You will not say you have seen me. You 
promise me to say nothing." 

Ulick gave her the required promise, and she asked him again 
to come to sec her. 

*' I want you," she said, ** to go through Isolde's music with 
me." 

** Do you think I can tell you anjrthing about the music you 
don't know already ? " 

** Yes, I think you can. You tell me thin|n about myself that 
I did not know. I hardly knew that I acted as you describe in 
Margaret. 1 hope 1 did, for 1 seemed very good in your article. 
1 read it over ag^ this morning in bed. But tell me, did father 
come ? ** 


" You must not press me to answer that question. My advice 
to you is to go and see your father. He will tell you what he 
thought of your singing if he came here. . . . The act is over," 
he said suddenly, and he seemed glad of the interruption. ** I 
wonder what your Elizabeth will be like ? " 

** What do you think ? " 

** You're a clever woman ; you will no doubt arrive at a very 


logical and clear conception of the part, but-** 

** But we cannot act what is not m us. Is that what you were 
going to say ? " 

** Something like that." 

** You think 1 shall arrive at a logical and clear conception. 
Is that the way you think I arrived at Margaret ? Did it 
look like that f I may play the part of ^zabeth bodUy, but 1 
sha’n't play it as you think I shaiL This frock is against me. 
I’ye a mind to send you away>** 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


Instead of rashine wildly from side to tide according 
to custom, she advanced timidly, absorbed in deep memory; at 
every glance her face expressed a recollection; she seemed to 
alternate between a vague dread and an unconquerable delight; 
she seemed like a dim sky filled with an inner radiance, but for 
a time it seemed uncertain which would prevail—sunUght or 
shadow. But, like the sunlight, joy burst forth, scattering 
uncertainty and alarm, Uluminattng life from end to end; and 
her emotion vented itself in cries of April melody, and all the 
barren suge seemed in flower about her; she ato<M like a bird 
on a branch singing the spring time. And she sang every note 
with the same ease, each was equally round and clear, but what 
delighted Ulick was the perfect dramatic expression of her singing. 
It seemed to him that he was really listening to a very young girl 
who had just heard of the return of a man whom she had loved 


or might have loved. A bud last night slept close curled in 
virgin^ strictness, with the morning light it awoke a rose. But 
the core of the rose is still hidden ^om the light, only the outer 
leaves know it, and so Elizabeth is pure in her first aspiration; 
she rejoices as the lark rejoices in the sky, without desiring to 
possess the sky. Ulick could not explain to himself the obsession 
of this singing; he was thrall to the sensation of a stai J German 
princess of the tenth century, and the wearing of a large hat with 
ostrich feathers, and tied with a blue veil, hindered no whit of it. 


And the tailor-nruuie dress and six years of liaison with Owen 
Asher was no let to the mediaeval virgin formulated in antique 
custom. In the duet with Tannhkuser she was benign and 
forgiving, the divine penitent who, having no sins of her own 
to do penance for, does penance for the sins of others. 

It was then that Ulick began to understand the secret of Evelyn’s 
acting; in Elizabeth she had gone back to the Dulwich ^ys 
before she knew Asher, and was acting what she then felt and 
thought. She believed she was living again with her father, 
and so intense was her conviction that it evoked the externals. 


Even her age vanished; she was but eighteen, a virgin whose 
sole reality has been her lather and her chfttekunc, and whose 
vision of the world was, till now, a mere decoration—sentinels 
on the drawbridge, hunters assembling on the hillside, pictures 
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hardly more real to her than those she weaves oo her tapestry 
loom. 

Ulick leaned out of the box and appbuded; he dared even 
to cry encore, and, following suit, the musicians laid aside their 
ifutruments and, standing up in the orchestra, applauded with 
him. The conductor tapped approval with his stick on the littk 
harmonium, the chorus at the back cried encore. It was a 
curious scene; these folk, whose one idea at rehearsal is to gM 
it over as soon as possible, conniving at their own retention in 
the theatre. 

The applause of her fellow artistes delighted her; she bowed 
to the orchestra, and, turning to the chorus, said that she would 
be pleased to sing tlic duet again if they did not mind the delay; 
and coming down the stage and stanmng in front of the box, 
she said to Ulick— 

** Well, are you satisfied ? . . . Is that your idea of Eliza* 
bcth?»* 

“ So far as wc have gone, yes, but I shall not know if your 
Elizabeth is my Elizabeth until I have heard the end of the act.** 

Turning to Mr. Hcmiann Goetze, she said— 

** Mr. Dean has very distinct ideas how this part should be 
played.** 

*' Mr. Dean,** answered the manager, laughing, '* would not 
go to Bayreuth three years ago because they piayea * Tannhftuser.* 
But one evening he took the score down to read the new music, 
and to his surprise he found that it was the old that interested 
him. Mr. Dean is always making discoveries; he discovers all 
my singers after he has heard them.** 

** And Mr. Hermann Goetze discovers his singen before Ar 
has heard them,** cried Ulick. 

Mr. Hermann Goetze looked for a moment as if he were 
going to get angry, but remembering that Dean waa critic to an 
important weekly, he laughed and put his handkerchief to his 
jaw, and Evelyn went up the stage to meet the l.andgravc—her 
father—and she sang a duet with him. As soon as it was con¬ 
cluded, the introduaion to the march brought the first courtiers 
and pages on the stage, and with the first strains of the march 
the assembly, which had been invited to witness the competitions, 
was seated in the circular benches ranged round the uirone of 
the Landgrave and bis daughter. 

Having consulted with his stage manager and superintended 
some alterations in the stage arrangements, Mr. Hermann Goetze, 
whose toothache seemed a little Ixtter again, left the stage, and 
coming into the boz where Ulick was sitting, be sat beside him 
and afi'cctcd some interest in his opinion rega^ng the grouping, 
for it had occurred to him that if Evdyn should take a fan^ to 
this young man nothing was more likely than that the should 
ask to have his opera produced* With the plot and some of the 
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music he wss already , va|^elyicqmdntled; and he bad gathered, 
in a general way, chat Ulick Dean was considered to be a roan of 
talent. The British public might demand a new opera, acid 
there had been some talk of Calcic genius in the newspapets 
lately. Dean’s **Grania’* might make an admirable diveruon 
in the Wagnerian repertoire----only it must not be too and- 
Wagnerian. Mr. Goetze prided himself on being in the move¬ 
ment. Now, if Evelyn Inncs would sing the title rd4r, “ Grania '* 
was the very thing he wanted. And in such a frame of mind, 
he listened to Ulick Dean. He was glad that **Crania'* was 
based on a legend ; Wagner had shown that an opera could not 
be written except on a legendary basis. The Irish legends were 
just the thing the public was prepared to take an interest in. But 
there was one thing he fearea—that there were no motives. 

** Tell me more about the music. It is not like the opera you 
showed me a year or two ago in which instead of motivm certain 
instruments introduce the characters ? There is nothing Gre¬ 
gorian about this new work, is there ? ** 

Nothing," Ulick answered, smiling contemptuously— 

" nothing rccomisablc to uneducated ears." 

" Plenty of d^omatic writing ? " 

** Yes, I think I can assure you that there is plenty of modula¬ 
tion, some unresolved dissonances. 1 suppose that that is what 
you want. Alas, there arc not many motivm." 

"Ah I” 

Ulick waited to be asked if he could not introduce some. But 
at that moment Tannhiuscr's avowal of the joys be had ex¬ 
perienced with Venus in Mount Horsel had shocked the Land¬ 
grave’s pious court. The dames and the wives of the burgesses 
bad hastened away, leaving their husbands to avenge the wront 
odered to their modesty. The knights drew their swords; 
it was the moment when EUzabeth runs down the steps of the 
throne and demands mercy from her father for the man she loves. 
The idea of this scene was very dear to Ulick, and his whole 
attention was fixed on Evelyn. 

He was only attracted by essential ideas, and the mysterious 
expectancy of the virgin awaitini^ the wproach of the man she 
loves was surely the essential spine of Um—the ultimate meaning 
of things. The comedy o£ existence, the habit of lifis worn in ' 
difEerent ages df the world had no interest for him; it was the 
essential thtt he sought and wished to put upon the stage—the 
striving and yearning, and then the inevitable acceptation of the 
burden of life; in other words, the entrance into the life of 
resignation, lliat was what he sought in his own operas, and 
from this ideal he had never wav«ed; all other art but diis 
essential art was indifietent to him. It was no lon^r the beautiful 
writing of Wagner’s later works that attracted him; he deemed 
this one to be, perhaps, the finest, being the sincciest, and " Par- 
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tifaJ *’ the wont» being the n^st hypocridcaL Elisabeth waa 
the eaicntial pmitent, she wh#«does penance not foe herself, 
she has cominitted no sin, but the subUme penitent who does 
penwee for the sins of others. Not for a moment could he 
admit the penitence of Kundry. In her there was merely the 
external aspect. ** Parsifal '* was to Ulick a revolting hypoonsy, 
and Kundiv the blot on Wagner's life. In the 6rst act she is a 
sort of wild witch, not very explicit to any intelligence that probes 
below the surface. In the second, she is a courtesan with black 
diamonds. In the third, she wears the coarse habit of a 
penitent, and her waist is tied with a cord ; but her repentance 
goes no further than these exterior signs. She says no word, 
and Ulick could not accept the descriptive music as sufficient 
explanation of her repentance, even if it were sincere, which it 
was not, and he spoke derisively of the amorous cries to be heard 
at every moment in the orchestra, while she is dragging herself 
to Parsifal's feet. Elizabeth's prayer was to him a perfect ex* 
pression of a penitent soul. Kundry, he pointed out, had no 
such prayer, and he derisively sang the cries of amorous desire. 
The character of Parsifal he could admit even less than the 
character of Kundi^. As he would say in discussion, ** If 1 am 
to discuss an artistic question, I must go to the very heart of it. 
Now, if we ask ourselves what Siegfried did, the answer is, that he 
forgi^ the sword, killed the dragon and released Brunnhilde. 
But if, in like manner, we ask ourselves what Parsifal did, is not 
the answer, that he killed a swan and refused a kiss and with 
many morbid, suggestive and disagreeable remarks? These 
are the facts," he would say; " confute them who may, explain 
them who can I " And if it were urged, as it often was, that in 
Parsifal Wagner desired the very opposite to what he had in 
Siegfried, that Parsifal is opposed to Siegfried as Idamlet is opposed 
to Othello, Ulick eagerly accepted the challenge, and like one 
sure of his adversary's life, bes^ the attack. 

Wagner had been all his life drcamii^ an opera with a 
subjective hero. Christ first and then Buddha had suggested 
themselves as likely subjects. He had gone so far as to make 
sketches for both heroes, but both subjects had been rejected as 
unpractical, and he had fallen back on a pretty mediseval myth, 
and had shot into a pretty mediarval myth all the material he had 
accumulated for the other dramas, whose heroes were veritable 
heroes, men who had accomplished great things, men whq hi^ 
pleached great doctrines and whose lives were symbols their 
doctrines. The result of pouring this old wine into the new 
bottle was to burst the bottle. 

In neither Christ nor Buddha did the question of aex arise, 
and that was the reason that Wagner eventually rejected both. 
He was as full of sex—mysterious, sub-conscious sex—as Roasetd 
himself. In Christ's life there is the Magdalen, but how naturally 
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hannonioiu, bow implicit in tj^ idet, ue their rektiona, how 
concentric; but bow cxcentric |pRng the word in its gnuntnetical 
sense) are the relations of Parsiw to Kundry. ... A redeemer 
is chaste, but he does not speak of his chastity nor docs he think 
of it: he passes the oucstion by. The figure of Christ is so 
noble, that whether God or man or both, it seems to us in harmony 
that the Magdalen should bathe his feet and wipe them with her 
hair, but the introduction of the same incident into ** Parsifal ** 
revolts. At Parsifal merely killed a swan and refused to be 
kissed—the other preadieci a doarine in which beauty and 
wisdom touch the highest point, and his life was an exemplification 
of his doctrine of non-resistance—** Take ye and eat. tor this is 
my body, and this is my blood.'* 

In ** Parsifal" there was only the second act which he could 
admire without enormous reservations. The writing in the 
chorus of the " Flower Maidens " was, of course, irresistible- 
little cries, meaningless by themselves, but. when brought to¬ 
gether. they created an en^anted garden, marvellous and seduc¬ 
tive. But it was the duet that followed that compelled his 
admiration. Music hardly ever more than a recitative, hardly 
ever breaking into an air. and yet so beautiful I There the notes 
merely served to lift the words, to impregnate them with more 
terrible and subtle meaning; and the subdued harmonies enfolded 
them in an atmosphere, a sensual mood; and in this music we 
sink into depths of soul and float upon sullen and mysterious 
tides of life—those which roU beneath the phase of life which 
we call existence. But the vulgarly vaunted Good Friday music 
did not deceive him; at the second or third time of hearing he 
had perceived its insincerity. It was very beautiful music, but 
in such a situation sincerity was essential. The airs of this mock 
redeemer were truly unbearable, and the abjection of Kundry 
before this stuffed Christ revolted him. But the obtusely religious 
could not fail to be moved; the appeal of the chaste kiss, with 
little sexual cries all the while in the orchestra, could not hut 
stir the vulgar heart to infinite delight, and the art was so dexter¬ 
ously beautiful that the intelligent were deceived. The artiste 
and the vulgarian held each other's hands for the first time ; they 
gasped a mutual wonder at their own perception and their un¬ 
suspected nobility of soul. *' Parsifal,*^ he declared, with true 
Celtic love of exaggeration, " is the oiliest flattery ever poured 
down the open throat of a liquorbh humanity." 

As he siwke such sentences his face would light up with 
malicious humour, and be was so interested in the sub|cct he 
discusse d that his listener was forced to follow him. It was only 
in such moments artistic discussion that his real soul floated 
up to the suifiioe, and he, as it were, achieved himself. He knew, 
too. how to play with his listener, to whMdle and beguile him, 
foe after a patrioilaily aggreaaivc phrase he would drop into a 
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minor ke^, tnd hit criticism suddenly become serious snd 

illuminative. To bim **Parsim|f was a £tesco, a decoration 
painted by a man whose true genius it was to reveal the most 
intimate secrets of the soul* to teU the enigmatic soul of longing 
as Leonsndo da Vinci had done. But he had been led from the 
true path of his genius into the false one of a rivalry with Veronese. 
Only where Wagner is confiding a soul’s secret is he interesting, 
and in ** Tannhauscr,” in this first flower of bis dramatic and 
musical genius, he had perhaps told the story of his own soul 
more truly, more sincerely than elsewhere. To do that was the 
highest art. Sooner or later the sublimest imaginations pale 
before the simple telling of a personal truth, for the most personal 
truth is likewise the must universal. ** TannhSuser ” is the story 
of humanity, for what is the human story if it isn’t the pursuit of 
an ideal ? 

And this essential and primal truth Evelyn revealed to bim 
and the very spirit and sense of maidenhtxid, the centre and 
receptacle of life, the mysterious secret of things, the awful 
moment when the whisper of the will to live is hcaid in matter, 
the will which there is no denying, the surrender of matter, the 
awaking of consciousness in things. And united to the eternal 
idea of generation, he perceived the congenital idea which in 
remotest time seems to have sprung from it—that life is sin and 
must be atoned fur by pn^'cr. Evelyn’s interpretation revealed 
his deepest ideas to himself, and at last he seemed to stand at the 
heart c» life. 

Suddenly his rapture was broken riirough; the singer had 
stopped the orchestra. 

** You have cut some of the music, I see,” she said, addressing 
the conductor. 

** Only the usual cut, Miss Innes.” 

** About twenty pages, 1 should think.” 

The conductor counted them. 

” Eighteen.” 

** Miss Innes, that cut has been accepted everywhere—^Munich, 
Berlin, Wiesbaden—everywhere except Bayreuth.” 

** But, Mr. Hermann Goctxc, my agreement with you is 
that the operas 1 sing in arc to be performed in their 
entirety.” 

*' In their entirety; that is to say, well—taken literally, 1 sup* 
pose—that the phrase * In their entirety * could be held to 4nean 
without cuts; but surely, regarding this particular cut—I may say 
that 1 spoke to Sir Owen about it, and he agreed with me that it 
was impossible to get people into the theatre in Londm before 
half-past seven.” 

**But, Mr. Hermann Goetxe, your agreement is with me, 
not with Sir Owen Asher.” 

” Quite so. Miss Iruics, but-” 
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If propk don't aure tolficki^ 

lyawtiP^ 


fot art to dine hatf-ao-boor 


earlier, they had better atay 

** But you aee, Mks lanes, ybu'fc not in the first act; there 
aze the other artistes to consider. The 'Venusberg* will be 
sung to ampty benches if you insist/* 

It seemed for a moment as if Mr. Hermann Goetae was going 
to have his way; and Ulick. urhtle praying that she might remain 
firm, recognise how adroitly Hermann Goetze had contrived 
to place her in a false position regarding her fellow artistes. 

** 1 am c^uite 'willing to throw up the part; 1 can only sing the 
opera as it is written.'* 

The conductor suggested a less decisive cut to Evelyn, and 
Mr. Hermann Goetze walked up and down the stage, overtaken 
by toothache. His agony was so complete that Evelyn's harsh- 
fuss yielded. She went to him, and, tier hand laid commisera^ 
tinjdy on his atm, she be|;ged him to go at once to the dentist. 

Ipen some of the musicians said that they could hardly read the 
music, so eflectually had they scratched it out. 

** If the musicians cannot play the music, we had better go 
home," said Evelyn. 

** But the opera is announced for to-morrow night," Mr. 
Hermann Goetze replied dolefully. 

Mr. Wheeler suggested that they might go on with the rehearsal; 
the cut could be discussed afterwards. Groups formed, every¬ 
one had a different opinion. At last the conductor took up his 
stick and cried, ** Number 105 , please." 

" They are going back," thought Ulick; ** she held her ground 
capitally. She has more strength of character than 1 thought. 
But Hermann Goetze has upset her; she won't be able to 
sing." 

And it was as he expected; she could not recapture her lost 
inspiration; mood, Ulick could see, was the foundation and the 
keystone of her art. 

" No," she said, ** I sang it horribly, 1 am all out of sorts, I 
don't feel what 1 am singing, and when the mood is not upon me, 
1 am atrocious. What annoyed me was his attributing such 

selfishness to me, and such -vulgar selfishness, too-" 

" However, you had your way about the cut." 

Yes, they'll have to sing the whole of the finale. But I am 
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sorry about his tooth; 1 know that it is dreadful pain.’ 

Ulick told an amusing story bow he had once called on Her¬ 
mann Goetze to ask if he had read the book of his opera. 

** He'd just gone into an adjoining room to fetch a clothea- 
brush-^he had taken off his coat to orush it—but the moment 
be saw me, he whipped out his handkerchief and said that he 
must go to the dentist.” 

** A^ when I asked him to enga^ Hclbrun to sing Biangftoe, 
and gave her eighty pounds a wett if she wouldn't atng it for ktt. 
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be whipped out his handkeicbkf as you say, and asked me if 1 
knew a dendst.*' 

** The idea of Wagner without cuts always brings on a violent 
attack/* and Ulick imitated so well the expression of agony chat 
had come into the manager*8 face chat Evelyn exploded with 
laughter. She begged Ulick to desist. 

** 1 shan't be able to sing at alt But I have not told you of 
my make up. 1 don't look at all pretty; the ugly curls 1 wear 
come from an old German print, and the staid, modest gown. 
But it is very provoking; 1 was singing well till that fiend began 
to argue. Don’t make me laugh again.'* 

He became very grave. 

** I can only think of the joj you gave me." 

His praise brightened her face, and she listened. 

** I cannot tell you now what 1 feel; perhaps 1 shall never 
find words to express what 1 feel about vour Elizabeth. I shall 
be writing about it next week, and shall mvc to try." 

" Do tell me now. You liked it better than my Margaret ?" 

Ulick shrugged his shoulders contemptuously, and they looked 
in each other’s eyes, and could hardly speak, so extraordinary was 
their rcco^cion of each other; it was so incense that they could 
hardly help laughing, so strand it seemed that they should 
never have met before, or should have been separated for such a 
long time. It really seemed to them as if they had known each 
other from all eternity. 

" How can you act Elizabeth, she is so difietent from what 
you arc ? ” 

"Is she?" 

Her pale blue eyes seemed to open a little wider, and she 
looked at him searchingly. He could not keep back the words 
that rose to his tongue. 

** You mean that your dead life now lives in EUzaberii.'* 

" Yes, 1 suppose tint that is it." 

They asked each other whether any part of one's nature is 
ever really dead. 

A few moments after the pilgrims were heard singing, and 
Evelyn would have to go on the stage. She pressed her hands 
against her forehead, ridding herself by an effort of will of her 

f jiesent individuality. The strenuous cnant of the pilgrims grew 
ouder, the procession approached, and as it passed across the 
stage l^izabeth sought for Tannhiuser, but he was not among 
them. So her last earthly hope has perished, and she throws 
herself on her knees at the foot of the wayside cross. And it 
was the anguish of her soul that called forth that high note, a G 
repeated three times; and it seemed to Ulick that sIm seem^ to 
* throw herself upon that note, that reiterated note, as if she would 
reach God's ears with it aikl force him to listen to her. In the 
teligious» almost Gregorian, ttrahi her voice was pure as a littk 
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child, but when she spoke of her renunciation and the music 
grew mote chromatic, her filled with colour—her sea 

appoued in it; and when the ^sic returned to the peace of the 
religious strain, her voice grew blanched and fiuied like a nun's 
voice. Henceforth her life will be lived'beyond this world, and 
as she walked up the stage, the flutes and clarionets seemra to 
lead her straight to God ; they seemed to depict a narrow, shining 
path, shining and ascending till it disappeared amid ^ light 
of the stars. 

** Well," she said, ** did 1 sing it to your satisfaction ? " 

*' You're an astonishing artiste." 

** No, that’s just what I am not. I go on the stage and act; 

I couldn't tell you how I do it; 1 am conscious of no rule." 

" And the music ? " 

** The music the same. I have often been told that I ought act 
Shakespeare, but without music 1 could not express m)rself. 
Words without music would seem barren ; I never try to sinj^, 1 
try to express myself. But you’ll see, my father won't think 
much of my singing. He’ll compare me to mother, and always 
to my disadvantage. I cannot phrase like her." 

" But you can; your phrasing is perfection. It is the very 
emotion-’* 

** Father won’t think so; if he cmly thought well of my sing¬ 
ing he would forgive me." 

** How unaffected you are; in hearing you speak one heart 
your very soul" 

" Do you ? But tell me, is he very incensed ? Shidl I meet 
a face of stone ? " 

** He is incensed, no doubt, but he must forgive you. But 
every day’s delay will make it more difficult." 

" I know, I know." 

** You cannot go to-morrow ? " 

"Why not?" 

** Tomorrow jrou sing chit opera. Go on Saturday; you'll 
be sure to find him on Ssturday afternoon. He haa a lebntsal 
in the morning and will be at home about four in the afternoon." 

As they walked through the soene^ she said, '* You'll come to 
see me," and she icmincled him of his promise to go through the 
Isolde music with her. 

" Mind, you have promised," she said as she got into her ' 
carriage. 

" You'll not fojget Saturday afternoon," he said aa be shook 
hands. 

She nodded and put up her umbrclh, for k was beginning 
CO rain. 



CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

Evelyn found Owen waiting foe her. As soon as she 
came into the room he said, ** Well, have you seen your father ? ** 
She was not expecting him, and it was disagreeable to admit 
that she had not been to Dulwich, So she said that she had 
thought to find her father at St. Joseph’s. 

** But how did you know he was not at home if you did not 
go to Dulwich ? ** 

** My gracious, Owen, how you do question me I Now, 
perhaps you would like to know which of the priests told me.'* 
She walked to the window and stood wdth her left hand in the 
pocket of her jacket, and he feared that the irritation he had in* 
voluntarily caused her would interfere with his projects for the 
afternoon. There passed in his eyes that look of absorption in an 
object which marks the end of a long love affair—a look charged 
with remembrance, and wistful as an autumn day. 

'llie earth has grown weary of the sun and turns hersdf into 
the shadow, eager for rest. The sun has been too ardent a lover. 
But the gaze otthc sun upon the receding earth is fonder than his 
look when she raised herself to his bright face. So in Owen’s 
autumn-haunted eyes there was dread of the chances which he 
knew were accumulating against him—enemies, he divined, were 
gathering in the background ; and how he might guard her, keep 
her for himself, became a daily inquisition. Nothing hsul hap¬ 
pened to lead him to think that his possession was endangered, 
his fear prorceded from an instinct, which he could not subdue, 
that she was gliding from him; he wrestled with the intangible, 
and, striving to subordinate instinct to reason, he often refrained 
from kissing her; he imitated the indifference which in other 
tinKS he could not dissimulate when the women who had really 
loved him besought him with tears. But there was no long 
gain-saying of the delight of telling her that he loved her, and 
when his aching heart forced him to question her le^rdhig the 
truth of her feelings towards him, she merely told him that she 
loved him as much as ever, and the answer, instead of^ being a 
relief, was additional fuel upon the torturing flame of his uocer- 
tainty. 

Ever since their rupture and reconciliation in Florence, their 
relations had been so uncertain that Owen often wondered if he 
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weie her lover. Whether the leesoo for these periods of tettralnt 
vssviitue or iodifoetioe he could never be quite sute. He believed 
that she always retained her oonsdenoe, but he ooidd not foi^ 
that her love had once been sufficient compensation for what 
she suffered from it. ** The stage has not alterra her/* he thought, 
**time has but nourished her idiosyncrasies.'* He had 
hoping for oneof her sudden and viol^ tetumings to her former 
selr, but such a thing would not lumpen to-day, and hardly know¬ 
ing what reply to make, he asked if she were me to come to 
at some furniture. She mentioned several engagements, adding 
that he had made her too numy presents already. 

She spoke of the rehearsal at considerable length, omitting, 
somehow, to speak of Ulick, and after lunch she seemed restlcM 
and proposed to go out at once. 

As they drove off to sm the Sheraton sideboard, he asked her 
if she had seen Ulick Dean. To her great annoyance she said 
she had not, and this falsehood spoilt her afternoon for her. She 
could not discover why she had told this lie. The memory 
rankled in her and continued to take her unaware. She was 
tempted to confess the truth to Owen; the vc^ words she thought 
she should use rose up in her mind several times. ** I told you a 
lie. I don't know wny I did, for there was absolut^ no reason 
why I should have said that 1 had not seen Ulick Dean." On 
Saturday the annoyance which this lie had caused in her was as keen 
as ever: and it was not until she had got into her carriage and 
was driving to Dulwich that her ccuisciousness of it died in the 
importance of her interview with her father. 

In comparing her present attitude of mind with that of last 
Thursday, she was glim to notice that to-day she could not think 
that her father woiud not forgive her. Her talk on the sub}^ 
with Ulick had reassured her. He would not have been so insis¬ 
tent if he had not bttn sure that her father would forgive her in 
the end. But there would be recriminations, and at the ve^ 
thought of them she felt her courage sink, and she asked herseu 
why TO should make her miserable if he was going to forgive her 
in the end. Her plans were to ndk to him i^ut his choir, and, 
if that did not succeed, to throw herself on her knees. She 
remembered how she had thrown herself on her knees on the 
morning of the afternoon she had gone away. And since then 
she had thrown herself at his feet many rimes—every rime she sang* 
in the " Vall^rie." The scene in which Wotan confides all his 
troubles and forebodings to Brunnhilde bad never been different 
from the long talks she and her father used to drop into in the 
dim evenings in Dulwich. She had cheered him wnen he came 
home deprnsed after a tslk with the impossible Father Gordon, 
as she hM since cheered Wotan in his deep brooding over the 
doom of the gods predicted byWala, when the dusky foe of love 
should beget a son in bate. Wotan had always been her fKher; 
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Palestrina, Walhalla, and the stupid Jesuits, what were they ? 
She had often tried to work out toe allejjpty. It never came out 
quite right, but she always felt sure in setting down Father Gordon 
as Alberich. The scene in the third act, umcn she throws herself 
at Wotan*s feet and bc^ his forgiveness (the music and the words 
together surged upon her brain), was the scene that now awaited 
her. She had at last come to this long-anticipated scene; and 
the fictitious scene she had acted as she was now going to act the 
real scene. True that Wotan forgave Brunnhildc aticr putting 
her to sleep on the fire-surrounded rock, where she should remain 
tiU a pure hero should come to release her. A nervous smile 
curled her lip for a moment; she trembled in her very entrails, 
and as they passed down the long, mean streets of Gunbcrwell her 
thoughts frittered out in all sorts of trivial observation and reflec¬ 
tion. She wondered if the mother who called down the narrow 
alley had ever been in love, if she had ever deceived her husband, 
if her father had reproved her about the young man she kept 
company with. The milkman presented to her strained mind 
some sort of problem, and the sight of the railway embankment 
told her she was nearing Dulwich. Then she saw the cedar at 
the top of the hill, whither she had once walked to meet Owen. 
. . . Now it was London nearly all the way to Dulwich. 

But when they entered the familiar village street she was sur¬ 
prised at her disUkc of it; even the chestnut trees, beautiful with 
white bloom, were distasteful to her, and life seemed contemptible 
beneath them. In Dulwich there was no surprise—life there was 
a sheeted phantom, it evoked a hundred dcM Evel)^, and she 
felt she would rather live in anv ghostly graveyard than in Dulwich. 
Her very knowledge of the place was an irritation to her, and she 
was pleased when she saw a house which had been built since she 
had been away. But every one of the fields she knew well, and 
the sight of every tree rcc^icd a dead day, a dead event. That 
road to the right led to the picture gallcrj^ and at the cross road 
she had been nearly run over by a waggon while trundling a hoop. 
But eyesight hardly hclf>cd her in Dtilwich ; she had only to think, 
to sec it. The slates of a certain house told her that another 
minute would bring her to her father’s door, and before the 
carrit^ turned the comer she foresaw the patch of black garden. 
But ither father were at home he might refuse to see her, and she 
was not certain if she should force rwr way past the servant or 
return home quietly. The entire dialogue of the scene between 
her and Margaret passed through her mind, and the very incona- 
tion of their voices. But it was not Margaret who opened the 
door to her. 

** This way, mias, please.’* 

** No, rU wait in toe music-room.” 

** Mr. Innes won’t have no one wait there in hU absence. 
Will you come into the pailout ? ” 
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** No, I think 1*11 wait in the nniaic-tocm). I’m Miss Innes; 
Mt. Innes is my fotber.” 

What, miss, ate you the great singer ? ’* 

’* I suppose 1 am.” 

” Do you know, miss, something told me t^t you was. The 
moment 1 saw the carriage, 1 said, * Here she is; this is her for 
certain.’ Will you come this way, miss ? 1*11 run and get the 
key.” 

” And who was it,” Evelyn said, ** that told you I was a singer ? ” 

” Lor’! miss, didn’t half Dulwich go to near you sing at the 
opera ? ” 

” Did you ? ” 

” No, I didn’t go, miss, but I heard Mr. Dean and your father 
talking of you. I’ve read about you in the papers; only this 
morning there was a long piece.” 

”If father talks of me he’ll formve me,” thought Evdyn. 
The girl’s wonderment made her smile, and the 8aid<— 

“ But you’ve not told me your name.” 

” My name is Agnes, miss.” 

” Have you been long with my father ? When I left, 
Margaret-” 

” Ah ! she’s dead, miss. I came to your father the day after 
the funeral.” 

Evelyn walked up the room, overcome by the eternal absence 
of something wbicn had hitherto been part of her life. For 
Margaret took her back to the time her mother was alive ; farther 
back still—to the very beginning of her life. She bad always 
reckoned on Margaret. ... So Margaret was dead. Margaret 
would never know of this meeting. Margaret might have helped 
her. Poor Margaret! At that moment she caught sight of her 
mother’s eyes. They seemed to watch her; she seemed to 
know all aTOut Owen, and afraid of the haunting, reproving look, 
Evelyn studied the long oval face and the small brown eyes so 
unlike hers. One thing only she had inherited from her mother 
—her voice. She had certainly not inherited her conduct 
from her mother; her mother was one of the few great artistes 
against whom nothing could be said. Her mother was a good 
woman. . . . What did she think of her daughter? And 
seeing her cold, narrow face, she feared her mother would regard 
her conduct even more severely than her father. ... ** But if 
she had lived I should have had no occasion to go away with 
Owen.” She Wimdered. At the bottom of her heart she knew 
that Owen was as much as anything else a necessity in her life. . . . 
She moved about the room and wished the bmds of the clock 
could be advanced a couple of hours, for then the terrible scene 
with her father would be over. If be could only forgive her at 
once, and not make her miserable with reproadies, they could 
have such a pleasant evening. 



EVELTN INMBS 


I}8 

In thit toom her pest life wet blown eboat her like sptev ebout 
e rock. She remembered the dayt when the w^ to Londoo 
with her fsther to give lessons; the miserable winter when the 
lost her pupils. . . . How she had welted in this room for her 
father to come back to dinner; the faintness of those hun^ 
hours; worse stiU, that yearning for love. She must have died 
if she had not gone away. If it had to happen all over again the 
must act as she bad acted. How well she remembered the moment 
when she felt that her life in Dulwich had become impossible. 
She was coming from the village where she had been paying some 
bills, and looking up she had suddenly seen the angle of a house 
and a bare tree, and she could still hear the voice which had 
spoken out of her veiy soul. ** Shall I never ^ away from 
this place ? *' it had cried. ** Shall I go on doing these daily 
tasks for ever ? ** The strange, vehement agony of the voice had 
frightened her. ... At that moment her eyes were attracted 
by a sort of harpsichord. ** One of father’s experiments/* she 
said, running her fingers over the keys. ** A sort of cross between 
a harpsichord and a virginal; up here the intonation is tint of 
a viminal.** 

“ i forgot to ask you, miss ”—Evelyn turned from the window, 
startled; it was Agnes who had come back—** if you was goin^ 
to stop for dinner, for there’s very little in the bouse, only a bit 
of cold beef. 1 should be ashamra to put it on the table, miss; 
I’m sure you couldn't cat it. Master don’t think what he cats; 
he’s always thinking of his music. I hope you aren’t like that, 
miss ?” 

** So he doesn’t cat much. How is my father looking, Ames ? ” 
Middling, miss. He varies about a good bit; he’s gone 
rather thin latdy.” 

*’ Is he lonely, do you think ... in the evenings ? ” 

** No, miss; 1 don^ hear him say nothing about being lonely. 
For the last couple of years he never did mote chan come home 
to sleep and his meals, and he’d spend the evenings copying out 
the music.” 

” And off again early in the morning ? ” 

*’ That’s it, miss, with his music tied up in a brown pat^ 
parcel. Sometimes Mr. Dean comes and helps him to write 
the music.” 

** Ah 1 . . . but I’m sorry be doesn’t eat better.” 

*' He eats better when Mr. Dean’s here. They has a nice 
little dinner together. Now he's tideen up with that ’ere instru¬ 
ment, the haipy chord, they’s making. He’s cornin’ home 
to-night to finish it; he says he can’t get tc finished nohow— 
that my’s always something more to do to it.” 

” I wonder if we could get a nice dinner for him this evening ? ’* 

** WeU, miss, you see there’s no shops to speak of about here. 
You know that as well as I do.” 
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“ I woodec udiat your cooking it like ? '* 

'* 1 don*t know, miit; pVipt k wouldn’t suit you, but l*ye 
been always praised for my cooking.*’ 

** 1 could send for some things; my coachman could fetch 
them from town.” 

“Then there’s to-morrow to be thought about if you’re 
stopping here. I tell you we don’t Imp much in the house.” 

** Is my fstber coming home to dinner ? ” 

” I can’t say for certain, miss, only that he said ’e’d be ’ome 
early to finish the harpy chord. *B might have ’is dinner out 
and come *ome directly after, but 1 shouldn’t think thu was 
likely.” 

** You can cook a chicken, Agnes ? ” 

” Lor*! yes, miss.” 

” And a sole ? " 

**Yes, miss; but in ordering, mbs, you must think of to¬ 
morrow. You won’t like to have a nice dinner to*night and a 
bit of hashed mutton to-morrow.” 

*' I’ll order sufficient. You’ve got no wine, I suppose ? ” 

*' No, we’ve no wine, miss, only draught beer.” 

*' rU tell my coachman to go and fetch the things at once.” 

When she returned to the music-room, Agnes asked her if she 
was going to stop the night. 

” Because I should have to get your rooms ready, miss.” 

” That 1 can’t tell, Agnes. ... I don’t think so. . . . You 
won’t tell my father I’m here when you let him in ? . . . 1 want 
it to be a surprise.” 

** 1 won’t say nothing, miss. I’ll leave him to find it out.” 

Evelyn felt that the girl must have guessed her stoiy, must 
have perceived in her the repentant daughter—the erring daughter 
returned home. Everything pointea to that fact. Well, it 
couldn’t be helped if she had. 

” If ray father will only forgive me; if that first dreadful scene 
were only over, we could have an enchanting evening together.” 

She was too nervous to seek out a volume of Btudi and let 
her fingers run over the keys; she played anything that came 
into her head, sometimes she stopped to Ibten. At Vut there 
came a knock, and her heart told her it was hb. In another 
moment he would be in the room. But seeing her he stopped, 
and, without a word, he went to a table and began untying a* 
parcel of music 

” Father, I’ve come to see you. . . . You don’t answer. 
Father, are you not going to spw to me ^ I've been longing 
to see you, and now-” 

”lf you bad wanted to see me, you’d have come a month 
ago.” 

” I was not in London a month ago.” 

” Well, three weeka ago.” 
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'*I ought to hftye done to, but I htd no eounge. I could 
only tee you looking tt me it you tie looking now. Fo^ye 
me, father. . . . Fm your only dauehter; ahe^ ftiU of failingt, 
but the has never ceased to love you.*’ 

He sat at the table fumbling with the string that had tied Ae 
parcel he had brought in, and she stood lookmg at him, unable 
to speak. She seemed to have said all there was to say, and 
wished she could throw herself at bis feet; but she could not, 
something held her back. She prayed for tears, but her eyes 
remained dry; her mouth was diy, and a flame seemed to bum 
behind her eyes. She could only think that this might be the 
kst time she would see him. The silence seemed a great while. 
She repeated her words, I had not the courage to come before.** 
At the sound cd her voice she remembered that she must speak 
to him at once of his choir, and so take their thoughts from 
painful reminiscence. 

** 1 went to St. Josephus on Thursday, but you weren't there. 
You gave Vittoria's mass last Sunday. 1 started to go, but 1 
had to turn back.** 

She bad not gone to bear her father's choir, because she could 
not resist Lady Ascott's invitation, and no more than the invitation 
could she resist the lie; she bad striven against it, but in spite 
of herself it had forced itself through her lip, and now her father 
seemed to have some inkling of the truth, for he said— 

** If you had cared to hear my choir you’d have gone. You 
needn’t have seen me, whereas I was obuged- ** 

Evelyn guessed that he bad been to the opera. ** How good 
of him to have gone to hear me," she thought. She hated herself 
for having accepted Lady Ascott’s invitation, and the desire to 
ask him wnat he thought of her voice seemed to her an intolerable 
selfishness. 

** What w’cre you going to say, father ? " 

*' Nothing. . . . I’m glad you didn’t come." 

" Wasn’t It well sung ? " and she was seized with nervoutneaa, 
and instead of speaking to him about his basses as she had in¬ 
tended, she a.sked him about the trebles. 

" They are the worst part of the choir. That contrapuntal 
music can only be sung by those who can sing at sight. The 
piano has destroyed the modem car. I daresay it spoilt 
your ear." 

" My car is all right, I think." 

*' 1 hope it is better than your heart." 

Evelyn’s face grew cmitc still, as if it were frozen, and seeing 
the pain be had caused ner he w'as moved to take her in his arms 
and forgive her straight away. He might have done so, but she 
turned, and passing her ham acrc^s her eyea she went to the 
harpsichord. She played one of the little Elizabethan songs, 
** John, come kiss me now." Then an old Frendi song tempm 
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her Toioe by its very appropriateness to the situatioa-^^i^Rir mnu 
m eMT, moH tmr, §w plauirj,*' Ektt there was a knot 
in her throat, she could not sing, she could hardly speak. She 
endeavoured to lead her father into conversati^ hoping he 
might forget her ccmduct until it was too late for him to withdraw 
into resentment. She could see that the instrument she was 
playing on he had made himself. In some special intention it 
was rilled with levers and stops, the use of which was not quite 
apparent to her; and she could see by the expression on his hux 
that he was aimoyed by her want knowledge of the technicalities 
of the instrument. • 

So she purposely exaggerated her ignorance. 

He fell mto the trap and going to her he said, You are not 
making use of the levers.** 

** Oh, am I not ? ** she said innocently. ** What is this instru^ 
ment—a virginal or a harpsichord ? '* 

“ It is a ha^ichord, but the intonation is that of a virginal. 
I made it this winter. The volume of sound from the old 
harpsichord is not sufficient in a large theatre, that is why the 
harosichord music in *Don Juan* has to be plaired cm the 
fiddles.** 

He stopped speaking and she pressed him in vain to explain 
the instrument. She went on playing. 

** The levers,'* be said at last, '* are above your knees. Raise 
your knees.** 

She pretended not to understand. 

**Lct me show you.** He seated himself at the instrument. 
** You see the volume of sound 1 obtain, and all the while I do 
not alter the treble." 

" Yes, yes, and the sonority of the instrument is double that 
of the ola harpsichord. It would be heard all over Covent 
Garden." 

She could see that the remark pleased him. " I'll sing * Zer-> 
line * if you’ll play it." 

** You couldn’t sing * Zcrline,’ it bn't in vour voice." 

" You don’t know what my voice is like.^* 

" Evelyn, I wonder how you can expect me to forgive you ; 
I wonder how 1 can speak to you. Have you forgotten how you 
went away leaving me to bear the shame, the disgrace ? " t 

** 1 have come to bc^ forgiveness, not to excuse myself. But 
1 wrote to you from Paris that 1 was going to live with Lady 
Duckle, and that you were to say that I hid gone abroad to study 
singing." 

** l*m astonished, Evelyn, that you can speak so lightly." 

" 1 do not think lightly my conduct, it you knew the miser¬ 
able days it has cost me. Reproach me as you will about my 
neglect toward you, but as far as the world it coocetoed these 
bat been no disgrace." 
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** You would have gone aU the same; you only thoueht of 
yourself. Broucht up as you have been, a Catholic*-—” 

** My sins, father, he bemeen God and myself. What I come 
or is to beg forgiveness for the wrong I did you.'* 

He did not answer, but he seemed to acquiesce, and it was a 
relief to her to feel that it was not the moral question that divided 
them; convention had forced him to lay some stress upon it, 
but clearly what rankled in his heart, and prevented him from 
taking her in his arms, was a jealous, purely human feud. This 
she felt she could throw herself against and overpower. 

“ Father, you must forgive me, we are all in all to each other; 
nothing can change that. Ever since mother's death—you 
remember when the nurse told us all was over—ever since I've 
fdt that we were in some strange way dependent on each other. 
Our love for each other is the one uiwterable thing. My music 
you taught me; the first songs I sang were at your concerts, 
and now that we have both sucoeedra—^you with Palestrina, 
and I with Wagner—we must needs be aliens. Father, can't 
you ace that that can never be ? if you don't you do not love me 
u I do you. You’re still thinking that I left you. Of course, 
it was very wrong, but has that changed anything? Father, 
tell me, tcU me, unless you want to kiU me, that yo\x do not 
believe that I love you less." 

The wonder of the scene she was acting—she never admitted 
she acted; she lived through scenes, whewer fictitious or rod— 
emkkened in her; it was the long-expected scene, tlue scene in 
the^ third aa of the ** Valkyrie " which she had always played 
while divining the true scene which she would be called upon to 
play one day. It seemed to her that she stood on the ver« of 
all her future—the mystery of the abyss gathered behind her 
ews; she threw herself at her father's feet, and the celebrated 
phrase, so plaintive, so full of intercession, broke from her lips, 

' Was the rebel act so full of shame that her rebellion is so shame¬ 
fully scourged ? Was my offence so deep in disgrace that thou 
d^t plim so deep a disgrace for me ? Was diis my crime so dark 
with dishonour that it henceforth robs me of all honour ? Oh 
tell me, father; look in mine eyes." She beard the swelling 
harmony, every chord, the note that gave her the note she was 
to sing. She was earned down like a drowning one into a dim 
world of sub-consciotis beinp; and in this half life all that was 
most true in her seemed to rise like a star and shine forth,, while 
all that was circumstantial and ephemeral seemed to fall away. 
She was conscious of the purification of self; she seemed to see 
herself white and bowed and penitent. She experienoKl a great 
happiness in becoming humble and simple again. . . . But ^ 
did not kTOw if the transformation whi<» was taldng place in her 
was an abiding or a passing thii^ She knew she was expressing 
all that waa most d^ in her nature, and yet the had acted aU 
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that the now believed to be teality on the stage many times. 
It seemed as true then as it did now—mote true; for she was 
less sdf-cooscious in the Scsitious than in the real scene. 

She knelt at her lather's or at Wotan's feet—she could not 
distinguish; all limitations bad been raaed. She was/A; daughter 
at th9 father's feet. She knelt like the Magdalen. The position 
had always been natural to her, and habit bad made it inveterate; 
there she bemoaned the difficulties of life, the passion which had 
cast her down and which seemed to forbid her an ideal. She 
caught her &ther*s hand and pressed it against her cheek. She 
knew she was doing these thin^, jret she could not do otherwise; 
tears fell upon his h^d, and the grief she expressed was so intense 
that be <»uld not restrain his tears. But if she raised her face and 
saw his tears, his position as a stem father was compromised I 
She could only think her own grief; the grief and regret of 
many years abwrbed her; she was so lost in it that she expected 
him to answer her in Wotan's own music; she even smiled 
in her grief at her expectation, and continued the music of her 
intercession. And it was not until he asked her why she was 
singing Wagner that she raised her face. That he should not 
know, jarred and spoilt the harmony of the scene as she had 
conceived it, and it was not till he repeated bis question that she 
told him. 

** Because I've never sung it without thinking of you, father. 
That is why I sang it so ww. 1 knew it all btfore. It tore at 
my heart strings. I knew that one day it would come to this." 

** So every ume before was but a rehearsal." 

She rose to her feet. 

** Why are you so crud ? It is who are acting, not I. 

I mean what I say—^you don't, why make me miserable? 
You know that you must forgive me. You can't put me out 
of doors, so what is the use in arguing about my faults ? lam 
like that . . . you must take me as 1 am, and perhaps you would 
not have cared for me half as much if I had been diflerent." 

** Evelyn, how can you speak like that ? You shock me 
vew much." 

Mie imetted her indiscretion, and feared she had raised 
the moral question; but the taunt that it was he and not she ‘ 
that was acwg had sunk into bis heart, and the truth of it over¬ 
came him. It was he who had been acting. He bad pretended 
an Aoger which be did not feel, and it was quite true that, whatever 
she (fid, he conJd not really feel anger against her. She was 
shrined in bis heart, the dream of his whole life. He could 
feel anger against himself, but not against her. She was right. 
He must forgive her, for bow could be live without her ? Into 
what disrimuladon ^ bad been foolishly ensnared I In these 
oonvictions which broke like rocimts in his heart and brain, 
^mading a strange ilhuninarioo in much darkness, be saw her 
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beauty^ and sex idealised, and in the Tision wete die eyes and 
pallor of the dead wife, and all the yearning and aspiration of 
nis own life seemed reflected back in this fair, oval face, lit with 
luminous, eager eyes, and in the tangle of gold hair faU^ about 
her ears, and thrown back hastily with long fin^rs; and the 
wonder of her sex in the world seemed to shed a light on distant 
horizons, and he understood the strangeness of the common 
event of father and daughter standing face to face, divided, or 
seemingly divided, by the mystery of the passion of which all 
things are made. His own sins were remembered. They fell 
like soft fire breaking in a dark sky, and his last sensation in the 
whirl of complex, duTused and posing sensations was the thrill 
of terror at the little while remaining to him wherein he might 
love her. A few vears at most i His eyes told her what was 
happening in his mart, and with that beautiful movement of 
rapture so natural to her, she threw herself into his arms. 

** I knew, father, dear, that you*d forgive me in the end. It 
was impossible to think of two like us living and dying in alien* 
ation. I should have killed myself, and you, dear, you would 
have died of grief. But I dr»ded this first meeting. 1 had 
thought of it too much, and, as 1 told you, 1 had acted it so 
often.** 

” Have I been so severe with you, Evelyn, that you should 
dread me ? ** 

** No, darling, but, of course, Tve behaved—there's no use 
talking about it any mote. But you could never have been really 
in doubt that a lover could ever change my love for you. Owen 
—I mustn't speak about him, only 1 wish you to understand 
that I've never ceased to think of you. I've never been really 
happy, and I'm sure you've been miserable about me often 
enough; but now we may be happy. * Winter storms wane 
in the winsome May.* You know the Uid in the first act dT tlw 

* Valkyrie * ? And now that we're friends, I suppose you'll 
come and hear me. Tell me about your choir." She (Mujsed a 
moment, and then said, *' My first thought was for you on fauiding 
in England. There was a train waiting at Victoria, but we'd 
had a bad crossing, and I felt so lU that I couldn't go. Next day 
1 was nervous. 1 had not the courage, and he proposed that I 
should wait till I had sung Margaret. So much aepended on 
the success of my first appearance. He was afraid that if 1 had 
had a scene with you I might break down." 

** Wotan, you say, forgives Btunnhiide, but doesn't he put her 
to sleep on a fire-surrounded rock ? *' 

** He puts her to sleep on the rock, but it is she who asks for 
flames to protect her from the unworthy. Wotan grants her 
request, and Brunnhilde tlmm herself enraptured into his arms. 

* Let the coward shun Brunnhilde's rock—for but one shall win-— 
the bride who is freer than I, the god f *" 
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** Oh, tbat*s it, is it ? Then with vhat 6amet shall I sunouad 
you ? ” 

** I don't know, 1 Ve often wondend; the flame of a pzomise 
—a promise never to leave you again, fiuher. I can promiae 
no more." 

** I want no other promise." 

The eyes of the portrait were fixed on them, and they wondered 
what would be the words of the dead woman if she could speak. 

Agnes announced that the coachman had returned. 

** Father, I've lots of things to see to. Tm going to stop to 
dinner if you'!! let me." 

" Tm afraid, Evelyn—^Agnes-” 

*' You need not trouble about the dinner—^Agnes and 1 will 
see to that. We have made all necessary arrangements." 

** Is that your carriage ? . . . You've got a fine ^r of horses. 
Well, one can't be Evelyn Inncs for nothing, nut if you're 
stopping to dinner, you'd better stop the night. I'm giving the 
* Missa Brevis' to-morrow. I’m giving it in honour of Mon- 
signor Mostyn. It was he who helped me to overcome Father 
Gordon.” 

" You shall tell me all about Monsi^or after dinner.” 

He walked about the room, unwittingly singing the Li«d, 
“ Winter storms wane in the winsome and be stopped 

before the harpsichord, thinking he saw her still there. And hia 
thoughts sailed on, vagrant as clouds in a Spring breesse. She bad 
come bock, his most wonderful daughter had come back. 

He tum^ from his wife's portrait, fearing the thought that 
her joy on their daughtet'a return might be sparer than hia. But 
unpleasant thoughts fell from him, and happiness sang in his 
brain like spring-awakened water-counes, and the scent in his 
nostrils was of young leaves and flowers, and his very flesh was 
happy as the warm. Loosening earth in spring. *'* Winter 
storms,' ” be sang, ** * wane in the winsome May; with tender 
radiance sparkles the spring.' 1 must hear her sing diat; I 
must hear ncr intercede at Wotan’s feet 1 ” His eyes nllcd with 
happy tears, and he put questions aside. She was coming ^ 
morrow to bear his choir. And what would she think of it ? 
A shadow passed across his face. If he had known she was 
coming, be^d have taken more trouble with those altos; he'd 
have kept them another hour. . . . Then, taken with a suddeA 
craving to see her, be went to the door and called to her. 

" Evelyn.” 

” Yes, lather.” 

** You are stopping to-night ? '* 

** Yes, but 1 can't scop to speak with you now—^I'm busy with 
Agnes.” 

She was deep in discussion with Agnes re^puding the sole. 
Agnes thought she knew how to pn^Mue tt with htw ciumhi. 



i66 


EVELYN INNES 


but both wetc equally uuceftain hov die melted butter was to 
be made. There was no cookery-book in the house^ and it seemed 
as if the fish would have to be eaten with plain butter until it 
rjccurted to Agnes that she might borrow a cookery-book next 
door. It seemed to Evelyn that she had never seen a finer sole, 
so fat and firm; it really would be a pity if they did not succeed 
in making the melted butter. When Ames came back with the 
book, Evelyn read out the directions, and was surprised how hard 
it was to understand. In the end it was Agnes who explained 
it to her. The chicken presented some dimculties. It was of 
an odd size, and Agnes was not sure whether it would take half- 
an-hour or three-quarters to cook. Evelyn studied the white 
bird, felt the coUi, clammv flesh, and inclined to forty minutes. 
Agnes thought that would be enough if she could get her oven 
hot enough. She began by raking out the Hues, and Evelyn 
had to stand back to avoid the soot. She stood, her eyes fixed 
on the fire, interested in the draught and the dissolution of every 
piece of coal in the flame. It seemed to Evelyn that the fire was 
drawing beautifully, and she appealed to Agnes, who only seemed 
fairly satisfied. It was doing pretty well, but she had never liked 
that oven ; one was never sure of it. Margaret used to put a 
piece of paper over the chicken to prevent it burning, but Ames 
said there was no danger of it burning; the oven never could gef 
hot enough for that. But the oven, as Agnes had said, was a 
trickv one, and when she took the chicken out to baste it, it seemed 
a little scorched. So Evelyn insisted on a piece of paper. Agnes 
said that it would delay the cooking of the chicken, and attributed 
the scorching to the quantity of coal which Miss Innes would 
keep adding. If she put any mote on she would not be 
answerable that the chimney would not catch fire. Every seven 
or eight minutes the chicken was taken out to be basted. The 
blucy-whitey look of the flesh which Evelyn had disliked had 
disappeared; the chicken was acquiring a rich brown colour 
which she much admired, and if it had not been for Agnes, who 
told her the dinner would be delayed till ei^ht o*aock, she 
would have had the chicken out eveiv five minutes, so much 
did she enjoy pouring the rich, bubbling juice over the plump 
back. 

“ Father 1 Father, dinner is ready 1 l*ve got a sole and a 
chicken. The sole is a beauty; Agnes says she never saw a 
fresher one." 

** And where did all these things come from 7 " 

** I sent my coachman for thm. Now sit down and let me 
help you. 1 cooked the dinner myself.** Feeling that Agnes*t 
eye was upon her, she added, ** Agnes and 1—I helped Agnes. 
We made the melted butter from the recipe in the cookery-book 
next door. 1 do hope it is a success.** 

** I see you've got champagne, too.*' 
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** But I d«i*t know how foa’tt to get the bottk min 
we*Te no chen^Mgne nip^en.** 

Alter iome conjectuxkg the wires were twisted off with e 
kitchen fork, Evdyn kept her eyes on her Other's pkue, end 
begged to be allowed to help him again, and she delight^ in 
filling up his gktts with wine; and though she longed to ask 
him if he had been to hear her sing, she dio not allude to hcfself, 
but induced him to talk of his Tictorks over Father Gordon. 
This story of derical jealousy and ignorance was intensely interest¬ 
ing to the old man, and she humoured him to the tc^ of his bent. 

But it would ^ have come to nothing if it bad not been for 
Monsignor Mostyn.** 

She fetched him bis pipe and tobacco. “And who is Mon- 
lignor Mostyn ? '* she asked, dreading a long tale in wMcb she 
could fed no interest at all. She watched him filling his pipe, 
working the tobacco down with his little finger naiL Sm thought 
she could see he was thinking of something different, and to her 
great joy he said— 

“ Wdl, your Margi^t is very good; better than I expected— 
I am speaking of the singing; of course, as acting it was superb.*' 

“ Ob, father! do teU me ? So you went amr all ? I sent 
you a box and a stall, but you were in neither. In what part of 
the theatre were you ? ” 

** In the upper boxes ; I did not want to dress." She leaned 
across the table with brightening eyes. For a dramatic soprano 
you sing that light musH: with extraordinary ease and fluency." 

“ Did I sing it as well as mother ? '* 

** Oh, my d^, it was quite different. Your mother's art was 
in her phrasing and in the ideal appearance she presented." 

" And didn't I present an ideal appearance ? " 

“It's like this, Evelyn. The Margaret of Gounod and his 
librettist is not a real person, but a sort of keepsake beauty who 
sings keepsake music. I assume that you don’t think much of 
the music; brought up as you have been on the Old Masters, 
you couldn't, well, the question is whether pam designed in 
tudi an intention should he played in the like intention, or if 
they should be mode living creauons of flesh and blood, worked 
^ by the power of the actress into something as near to the 
Wagner icU as possible. 1 admire your Margaret; it was a 
wonderfial petfoimance, but-" • 

" But w^, father ? " 

" It made me wish to see you in Elizabeth and Bmnnhikle. 1 
was very $oaj 1 couldn't get to London last night." 

** You*d lifm my Elizabeth better. Margaret is the only part 
of the old lot that I now sing. I daresay you're right. I'U limit 
myself for riie future to the Wagner repmoire." ^ 

“ I think you'd do well. Youx gemus is essentially in drsniacic 
exprestioQ. * Carmen,* for instanoe, la better as Galu Marid uaed 
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to play it than as you would play it. * Camicn * is a conventional 
tvpe--all art is convention of one kind or another, and eadi 
oemands its own interpretation. But 1 hope you don't sing that 
horrid music.** 

“ You,don*t like * Carmen * ? *' 

Mr. Innes shrugged his shoulders contemptuously. 

** * Faust * is better than that. Gounod follows—at a dis> 
tance, of course—but he follows the tradition OT Haydn and 
Mozart. * Carmen' is merely Gounod and Wagner. I hope 
you've not forgotten my teaching; as I've always said, music 
ended with Beethoven and began again with Wagner.** 

** Did you see Uiick Dean's artiefe ? '* 

** Yes, he wrote to me last night about your Elizabeth. He 
says there never was anything heard like it on the stage." 

** Did he say that ? Show me the letter. What else did he 
say ? ** 

** It was only a note. I destroved it. He fust said what I 
told you. But he’s a bit mad aoout that opera. He's been 
talking to me about it all the winter, saying that the character 
had never been acted ; apparently it has been now. l*hough for 
my part i think BrunnhilUe or Isolde would suit you better." 

The mention of Isolde caused them to avoid looking at each 
other, and Evelyn asked her father to tell her about Uiick—how 
they became acquainted and how much they saw of each other. 
But to tell her when he made Ulick's acquaintance would be to 
allude to the time when Evelyn left home. So his accqunt of 
their friendship was cursory and perfunctory, and he asked 
Evelyn suddenly if Uiick had shown her his opera. 

" Crania?" 

" No, not * Grania.* He has not finished * Grania,* but 
* Connla and the Fairy Maiden.* W'rittcn," he added, " entirely 
on the old lines. Come into the music-room and you shall see." 

He took up the lamp; Evelyn called Agnes to get another. 
The lamps were placed upon the harpsichord; she lighted some 
candles, and, just as in old times, they lost themselves in dreams 
and visions. This time it was in a faint Celtic haze; a vision 
of silver mist and distant mountain and mere. It was on the 
heights of Uisnech that Connla heard the fai^ calling him to the 
Plain of Pleasure, Moy Mcll, where Boadag is king. And King 
Cond, seeing his son about to be taken from him, summoned 
Coran the priest and bade him chant his spells toward the spot 
whence the fairy's voice was heard, llie fairy could not resist 
the spell of the priest, but she threw Connla an apple and for a 
whole month he ate nothing but that. But as he ate, it grew 
again, and always kept whole. And all the while there grew 
within him a mighty yearning and longing after the maiden he 
had seen. And whim the last day of the month of waiting cune, 
Connla stood by the side of the king, his father, on the INain of 
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Atotnin, and again he saw the maiden o»iie towards him, and 
again she spoke to him— 

** *Tis no lofty seat on which Connla sits among short-lived 
mortals awaiting fearful death, but now the folk of life, the 
ever-living living ones, beg and bid thee come to Moy Mdl, the 
Plain of Pleasure, for they have learnt to know thee.'* 

When Cond the king observed that since the maiden came 
Connla his sun spake to none that spake to him, then Cond of the 
hundred fights said to him— 

'* Is it to thy mind what the woman says, my son ? ** 

** *Tis hard on me; 1 love my folk above all things, but a 
great longing seizes me for the maiden.'* 

** The waves of the ocean are not so strong as the waves of 
thy longing; come with me in my currah, the straight ^ding, 
the czy'stal b^t, and we shall soon teach the Plain of Pleasure, 
where Boadag is king." 

King Cond and all his court saw Connla spring into the boat, 
and he and the fairy maiden glided over the brignt sea, towards 
the setting sun, away and away, and they were seen no mote, 
nor did anyone know where they went to. 

** My dear father, manuscript, and at sight, words and music 1 *' 
** Come—begin.** 

“ Give me the chord.** 

He looked at her in astonishment. 

" Won't you give me the keynote ? ** 

" In the key of E flat,** he answered sternly. 

She began. ** Is that right ? " 

*' Yes, that's right. You see that you can stiU sing at sight. 

I don't suppose you find many prima donnas who can.'' 

With her arm cm his shoulder they sat together, playing and 
singing the music with which Ulick had interpret^ tfaie nw of 
" Connla and the Fairy Maiden." 

** You see," he said, ** he has invented a new system of orches¬ 
tration ; as a matter of fact, we worked it out together, but that's 
neither here nor there. In some respects it is not unlike Wagner; 
the vocal musi^ is mostly recitative, but now and then there it 
nearly an air, imd yet it isn't new, for it is bow it would have 
been written about 1500 . You sec," he said, turning over the 
pages of the full score," each cduuracter is aUott^ a different set of 
Instruments as accompaniment; in this way you get astonishing , 
colour contrasts. For instance, the priest is accompanied by a 
chest of six viols; Le., two trebles, two tenors, two basses. 
King Cond is accompanied ^ a set of six cromomes, like the 
viols of various sizes. The Fairy Maiden has a set of six flutes 
or recorders, the smallest of which is eight inches long, the biggest 
c]uice six feet. Connla is accompanied by a ^roup of oboes; 
and another character if allotted three bites with an arch hite, 
another a pair of virginals, another a regal, another a tec of six 
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sackbuts and trumpets. See how all the instruments are used in 
the overture and in the dances, of which there are plenty, Pavans, 
Galliards, AHemaincs. But look here, thu is most important: 
even in the instrumental pieces the instruments are not to be 
mixed, as in modem orchestra, but used in groups, always distinct, 
like patches of colour in impressionist pictures.** 

*'l like this.** and she huninied though the fairy*8 luting 


1 like tins, and sne nuramed througn toe tairy s lunng 
of Connla to embark with her. *' But I could not give an opinion 
of the orchestration without hearing it, it is all so new.** 

** We havcn*t succeeded yet in getting together sufficieot old 
instruments to provide an orchestra.** 

**But, father, do you think such orchestration realisable in 
modem music ? 1 see very little Wagner in it; it is more like 
Caccini or Monteverdc. There can be very little real life in a 
parody.** 

** No, but it isn*t parody, that*8 just what it isn't, for it is 
natural to him to write in this style. What he yritm in the 
modem s^Ie is as common as anyone else. This is his natural 
language.*^ In support of the vwdity of bis argument that a 
return to the originu sources of an art is possible without loss of 
originality, he instanced the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood. The 
most beautiful pictures, and the most original pictures Millais 
had ever painted were those that he painted while he was attempt¬ 
ing to revive the methods of Van Eyck, and the language of 
Shakespeare was much more archaic than that of any of his 
contemporaries. **But explanations are useless. I tried to 
explain to Father Gordon that Palestrina was one of the greatest 
musicians, but he never understood. Monstgnor Moscyn and 
I understood each other at once. 1 said PaJestrina, he said 
Vittoria—1 don't know which suggested the immense ^vantage 
that a revival of the true music of w Catholic would be in making 
converts to Rome. You don't like Ulick's music; there's 
nothing more to be said.** 

**But I do like it, father. How impatimt you arel And 
because I don't understand an entire sstheticism in five minutes. 


which you and Ulick Dean have been cooking for the last three 
years, I am a fool, quite as stupid as Father Gordon." 

Mr. Jnnea laughed, and when he put his atm round her and 
kissed her she was happy again. The hours went lightly by as if 
enchanted, and it was midnight when be dosed the ha^ichord 
and they went upstairs. Neither spoke; they were thinking of 
the old times which apparently had come bock to them. Qn the 
landing she said— 

** ^*ve had a nice evening after all. Good-night, fadier. 
I know my room." 

"Good-night," he sakL "You'll find all your things; 
nothing has been thanged." 

Agnea had kud one of her old nightgowns on the bed, and 
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theie was hcf pru^Stu^ ind on the chest of dnven the scots 
Tiistaii wbidi Owen had given hec six yean ago. She had come 
back to siiw It. How extraonlinary it all was! She seemed 
to have dximd like a piece of seawera; she lived in the present 
thot»h it sank beneath 1^ like a wave. The past she saw dimly, 
the ratuie not at aU; and sitting by her window she was movra 
by vague inumlies towards infituty. She grew aware of her own 
littleness ana the vastness overhead—that great unending enigma 
represented to her undentanding by a tint of blue washed over 
by a milky tint. Owen had tmd her that there were twenty 
million suns in the milky way, and that around every one numerous 
planets revolved. This earth was but a small planet, and its sun 
a third-rate sun. On this speck of earth a being had awakened 
to a consciousness of the glittering riddle above Iw head, but he 
would die in the same ignorance cn its meaning os a rabbit. Hie 
secret the celestial plan she would never know. One day she 
would slip out cd* consciousness of it; life would never b^kon 
her again; but the vast plan which she now perceived would 
continue to revolve, progressing towards an end which no man, 
though the world were to contmue for a hundred million years, 
would ever know. 

Her brain seemed to melt in the moonlight, and from the 
enigma of the skies her thoughts turned to the enigma of her 
own individuality. She was aware that she lived. She was 
aware that some things were right, that some things were wrong. 
She was aware of the strange fortune that had lurra her, that h^ 
chosen her out of millions. What did it mean P It must mean 
something, fust as those stars must mean something—but what ? 

Opposue to her window there was an open space; it was full 
of mist and moonlight; the lights of a distant street looked 
across it. She too bra said, “ Tis hard upon me, I love my folk 
above aU thinn, but a great longing seizes me.** That story 
is the story ett human life. What is human life but a longing 
for something beyond us, for something we shall not attain? 
Again she wondmd what her end must be. She must end 
somehow, and was it not strange that the could no more answer 
that simple mictcion than the could the sublime question which 
the moon and stars propounded. . . . That breathless, glittering 
peace, was it not wonmxful ? It seemed to beckon sod allure, 
and htf soul yearned for chat peace as Coonls's had for the maiden^ 
Death only could give that peace. Did the Fairy Maiden mean 
dttth? 1^ the plains of the Ever Living, which the 
Maiden had promued G>nnla on the omdicion of his following 
her, lie behind those specks of light ? 

But what end should she choose for herself if the choice were 
left to her—to come back to Dulwich sod live with her father ? 
St€ might do that—but whoi her fiiidier died ? Then she hoped 
diat the die. But she might outlive him for thirty years— 
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Evelyn Innes* an old woman, talking to the fisw friends who came 
to see her, of the days whm Wagner was triumphant, of her 
reading of ** Isolde.*' Some such end as that would be hers. 
Or she might end as Lady Asher. She might, but she did not 
think she would. Owen seemed to think more of marriage now 
than he used to. He had alwa 5 's said they would be married 
when she retired from the stage. But why should she retire from 
the stage ? If he had wanted to marry her he should have asked 
her at first. She did not know what she was |toing to do. No one 
knew what they were going to do. They simply went on living. 
That moonlight was melting her brain away. She drew down 
the blinds, and she fell asleep thinking of her father's choir arid 
the beautiful “ Missa Brevis *' which she was going to hear 
to-morrow. 



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

As they went to church, he told her about Montignor 
Mostyn. Evelyn remembered that the very day she went away, 
he had had an appointment with the prelate, and while t^ing 
to recall the woras he had used at the time—how Monsi^or 
believed that a revival of Palestrina would advance the Catholic 
cause in England—she heard her father say that no one except 
Monsignor could have succeeded in so aiHicult an enterprise 
as the reformation of church music in England. 

'Ihe organ is a Protestant instrument, and in organ music the 
London churches do very well; the Protestant congre{^ttOna 
arc, musically, more enlightened; the flattest degrMation is 
found among the English Catholics, and he instanced the Oratory 
as an extraordinary disgrace to a civilised county, relating how 
he had beard the great Mass of Pope MarccUus given there by an 
ofxratic choir of twenty sin^rs. In the West-end are apathy 
and fashionable vulgarity, and it was at St. Joseph's, Southwark, 
that the Church had had restored to her dl her own beautiful 
music. Monsignor had begun by coming forwiud with a sub¬ 
scription of one thousand pounds a year, and by such largjtsjt 
he had confounded the intractable Jesuits and vanquished Father 
Gordon. I1ie poor man who had predicted ruin now viewed 
the magnifleent congregation with a sullen face. ** He has a 
nice voice, too, that's the stnncc part of it; I could have taught 
him, but he is too proud to admit he was wrong." However, 
boa mat Father Gordon had had to submit to Monsignor. 
When Monsignor makes up liis mind, thinss have to be done. 
If a thousand pounds had not been enough, he would have given 
two thousand pounds; Monsignor was rich, but he was also 
tactful, and did not rely entirely on his money. He had come to 
St. Joseph's with the Pope's written request in his hand that 
St. Joseph's should attempt a revival of the truly Catholic music, ' 
if suflicient money could be obtained for the choir. So tbe» 
was no ^^sa^g the Jesuits had had to submit, for if they had 
again obicctea to the expense, Monsignor would come forward 
with a subscription of two thousand a year. He could not have 
afforded to pay so much for more than a Umit«l number of years, 

** but he and 1 felt that it was only necessary to start the thing 
for it to succeed." 


*75 
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Mr. Innes told his daughter of Moosignor*s social influefioe: 
Monsignor had the coronund of any amount of mon^. There 
is always the money, the diificulty is to obtain the will that can 
direct the money. Monsignor was the will. Ife was aU«powetiul 
in Rome. He spent his winters and sprinn in Rome, and no 
one thought of going to Rome without calling on him. It was 
through mm that the Pope kept in touch with me English Catho¬ 
lics. He had a coMessional at St. Joseph's, and he was m mtioc 
with the Jesuits. It was the influence of Monsimor that had 
given Palestrina his ptesent vogue. But a revival of Palestrina 
was in the air; through him the inevitable reaction affainst 
Wagner was making itself felt, Monsi^nor had made suQl the 
rich Catholics understand that it was their duty to support the 
unique experiment which some poor Jesuits in Southwark were 
making, and the fact that he had come forward with a subscription 
of one thousand a year enabled him to ask his friends their 
money. He had told Mr. Innes that a dinner pai^ which did 
not produce a subscriber he looked upon as a dinner wasted. 
Monsignor knew how to carry a thing through; his influence 
was extraordinary; be could get people to do what he wanted. 

Evelyn and her fsther had so inuco to say that it did not seem 
as if they ever would And time to say it in. There was the story 
to tell of the construction o£ the vast choir and the difficulties 
he had experienced in teaching bis singers to read at sight, for, 
as she knew, contrapuntal music cannot be sung except by singers 
who can sing unaccompanied. The trebles and tm altos were 
of course the great difficulty; the boys often burst into tew; 
they said they preferred to die rather than endure his discipline. 
He was often sorry for them, for he knew that the perfect singing 
of this contrapuntal music was almost impossiole except by 
eastrati. But he was able to communicate his enthusiasm; he 
told them stories of how the ancient choirs us^ to sing I^destrina's 
masses without a rehearsal, how the ancient choirs used to 
compete one against the other, singing music they had never 
seen against men in the opposite organ loft whom they did not 
even know. He was full such stories; they served to fire the 
boys* enthusiasm, and to dumge dislike into an inspiration. He 
had hymotised them into a love of Palestrina, and wnen they went 
home toeir parents had told him that the boys were always talking 
about the ancient music, and that they sat up at nig^t reading 
motets. He had told them that they would abandon all foolish 
pastimes for Palestrina, and tl^ had in a measure; instead of 
batting and bowling, their ambition became sight singing. Once 
a spirit of emulation is ins(dred, great things are accomplished. 
Thm had been some beautiful singing at St. Joseph's. Three 
months ago he believed that his choir would have compared with 
some of the sixteenth Centura choirs, Mr. Innes tmd an in¬ 
structive story of Imw he had lost a moat extraordinary treble. 
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the best he hed ever bed. No» he had not lost his voioe; a 
casual void had done the mischief. The boy had happened to 
tell his mother that Mr. Innes had said that be would give up 
cricket for Palestrina, and she, being a fool, had laughed at him. 
Her laughter had mined the boy; he bad refused to sing any 
mote; he had become a dissipat^ young rascal, up to every 
mischief. Unfortunately, before he left he had influenced other 
boys; many had to be sent away as useless; and it was only 
now that his choir was beginning to recover from this egregious 
calamity. But though the difficulty of the trebles and the altos 
was always the difficwty of his choir, it no longer seemed insuper- 
able. With the large amount of money at his disposal, he could 
afford to pay almost any amount of money for a good treble or 
alto, so every boy in London who showed signs of a voice was 
brought to mm. But in three or four yean a boy's voice breaks, 
and foe task of finding another to take his place has to be undei> 
taken. Very often fois is impossible; there are times when 
there are no voices. The present time was such a one, and he 
fomed at the foolish woman whose casual word had broken up 
his choir three months ago, bemoaning that such a calamity 
should have happened just before Monsignor's return from 
Rome. It was for that reason he was giving the ** Missa Brevis,” 
a small work easily done. He declared he would give fifty pounds 
to recall his choir of three months ago, just for Evdyn and 
Monsignor to hear it. Evelyn easily believed that he would, 
and as they parted inside the church she said— 

** 1 wish I could take the place of the naughty boy.” 

A look of hope came into his ^es, but it died away in an 
instant, and she watched his despondent back as he went towards 
the choir loft. 

The influence of Monsignor bad worked great changes at St. 
Joseph's—the very atmosphere of the church was different, 
the sensation was one of culture and refinement, instead of that 
acrid poverty. From foe altar lail to foe middle of the aisle 
the church was crowded—in the free as well as in foe paying 
parts. From the altar rail to the middle of the aisle there were 
chairs for the ease of the subscribers, and for those who were 
willing to pay a fee of two shillings. In front of each chair was 
a oomfortabJie kneeling place, and slender, gloved hands held, 
prayer-books bound in morocco, and under fashionable hats, 
with bright beads and shadowy feathers, veiled faces were 
bent in dainty prayer. Among these Evelyn picked out a number 
of her friends. There were X^y Ascott, who missed no musical 
entertainment of whatever kind, even when it took place in 
church, aiKi Lady Gtemaldin, who thought she was listening to 
Wagner when sm was thinking of the tenor whom she would 
take away to supper in her brougham after the performance. . . . 
Evelyn caught tight of a painter or two and a man of letten 
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who used to come to her father’s concerts. Suddenly she saw 
Uiick standing close by her; he had not seen )ier, and vras looking 
for a scat. (Etching sight her, be came and sat in the chair 
next to hers. Almost at the same moment the acolvtes led the 
procession from the sacristy. They were followed oy the sub- 
deacon, the deacon and the priest who was to sing the Mass. 
When the Mass began the dioir broke forth, singing the Introit. 

The practi^ of singing in church proceeds from the idea that; 
in the exaltation of prayer, the soul, having reached the last limit 
obtainable by mere words, demands sui extended expression, and 
finds it in song. The earliest form of music, the plain chant or 
GicTOrian, is sung in unison, for it was intended to be si^ 
by the whole congretpition, but as only a few in every congregation 
are musicians, the i(£» of a choir could not fail to suggest itself; 
and, once the idea of a choir accepted, part writing followed, 
and the vocal masses of the sixteenth century were the result. 
Then the art of religious music had gone as far as it could, and 
the next step, the introduction of an accompanying instrument, 
was decadence. 

The ** Missa Brevis ** is one of the most exquisite of the master’s 
minor works. It is written for four voices, and with the large 
choir at his command, Mr. Innes was able to put eight to ten 
voices on a part; and hearing voices darting, voices soaring, 
voices fioating, weaving an audible embroidery, Evelyn felt the 
vanity of accompaniment instruments. Upon the ancient chant 
the new harmonics blossomed like roses on an old gnarled stem, 
and when on the ninth bar of the ** Kyrie ** the tenors sofdy 
separated from the sustained chord of the other parts, the effect 
was as of magic. Evelyn lifted her eyes and saw her dear father 
conducting with calm skill. 

She had heard the Mass in Rome, and remembered the beautiful 
phrase which opens the ** Kyrie ** and which is the essence of 
the first part of that movement. But the altos had not the true 
alto quality; they were trebles singing in the lower register 
their voices. Leaning towards her, Uiick whispered, **The 
altos arc not quite in tunc.” She had heard nothing wrong, but, 
seeing that he was convinced, she resolved to submit the matter 
to her father’s decision. She had every confidence in the accuracy 
of her ear; but last night her father had said that the modem 
musical ear was not nearly so fine as the ancient, trained to the 
exact intervals of the monc^ord, instead of the coarse apprdkimar 
tion of the keyboard. 

She cememTCred that when she had heard the Mass in Rome 
there was a moment when she had longed for the sweet concord 
of a pure third. Now, when it came at the end of the first note 
of the basses, Uiick said, ** It is as sharp as that of an ordinary 
piano.” ltfaMnotseen:iisdBotoher,aoashewoodiefcdifhereaf 
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bad detetiotated, if the conupting influenoe of modem chromatic 
music had beea too strong, if she had lost her ear in the Warier 
drama. Tlie coarse intonation was more obvious in the ** Cbnste 
Eletson/* sung by four solo voices, than in the ** Kyrie.** sung 
by the ftill choir; and she did catch a slight equivocation, and the 
discovery tended to make her doubt iflick's assertion that die 
altos were wrong in the ** Kyrie.'* for. if she heard right in one 
place, why did she not hear right in another? The leading 
treble had a hard, unsympathetic voice, which did not suit the 
florid passage occurring three times on the second syllable of 
the word Eleison. He hammered them instead of sin^g them 
tenderly, with just the sense of a caress in the voice. 

But outside of such extreme criticism, in the audience of the 
ordinary musical ear, the beautiful ** Missa Brevis ** was as well 
given as it could be given in modem times, and Evelyn was, 
^ course, anxious to see the great prelate to whose energetic 
influence the revival of this music was owing, the man who had 
helpnl to make her dear father’s life a satisfsction to him.. It 
was just slipping into disappointment when the prelate had come 
to save it. Tiw was why Evelyn was so interested in him-^ 
why she was already attract toward him. It was for this reason 
she was sitting in one of the front chairs, near to where Monsignor 
would have to pass on his way to the pulpit. He was to preach 
that Sunday at St. Joseph's. ... He passed close to her. and 
she had a clear view of his thin. hard, handsome face, dark in 
colour and severe as a piece of medieval wood carving; a head 
small and narrow across the temples, as if it had been squeezed. 
The eyes were bright brown, and fixed; the nose long and 
straight, with clear-cut nostrils. She noticed the thin, mobile 
mouth and the swift look in the keen eyes—in that look he 
seemed to gather an exact notion of the congregation he was 
about to address. 

Already Evelyn trembled inwardly. The silence was quick 
with possibility; anything might happen—^he might even publicly 
reprove her from the pulpit, and to strengthen her nerves against 
this influence, she compared the present tension to that which 
gathered her audience together as one man when the moment 
approached for her to come on the stage. All were listening, 
as if she were going to sing; it remained to be seen if the eflect i 
of his preaching equalled ^t of her singing. She was curious 
to see. 

“ I say unto you, that likewise joy shall be in heaven over one 
sinner that repenteth, more than over nine^ and nine just persons, 
which need no repentance." In introducing this text be declared 
it to be one of the most beautiful and hop(^ in Scripture. Was 
it the sweet, clear voice that lured the different mi^ and led 
them, as it were, in leash? Or was it that slow, deliberate, 
perst^ve manner? was it the benedictive and e8''entially 
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Christian creed which he preached that diseoga^ped dae weight 
from every soul, allowing each to breathe an easier and sweeter 
breath ? To one and all it seemed as if they were listening to 
the voice of their own soub, rather than that of a living man 
whom they did not know, and who did not know them. The 
preacher’s voice uid words were as the voices they heard speaking 
nom the bottom of their souls in moments of strand coUectea- 
ness. And as if aware of the spiritual life he had awakened, 
the preacher leaned over the pulpit and paused, as if watching 
the effect of his will upon the congregation. The hush trembira 
into intensity when he said, ** Yes, and not only in heaven, but 
on earth as well, there shall be joy when a sinner repents. This 
can be verified, not in public places where men seek wealth, fame 
and pleasure—there, there shall be only scorn and sneers—but 
in the sanctuary of every heart; there is no one, I take it, who has 
not at some moment repented.” Instantly Evelyn rernembered 
Florence. Had her repentance there been a joy or a pain ? She 
had not persevered. At that moment she heard the preacher ask 
if the most painful moments of our lives were the result of our 
having followed the doctrine of Jesus or the doctrine of the 
worla ? He instanced the gambler and the libertine, who 
willingly confess themselves unhappy, but who, he asked, ever 
heard of the good man saying he was unhappy ? The t^um 
of life the good man never knows. Men have been known to 
regret the money they spent on themselves, but who has ever 
regretted the money he has spent in charity ? But even success 
cannot save the gambler and libertine from the tedium of exist* 
ence, and when the preacher said, ** These men dare not be alone,” 
Evelyn thought of Owen, and of her constant efforts to keep him 
amused, distracted ; and when the preacher said it was impossible 
for ^e sinner to abstract himself, to enter into his consciousness 
without hearing it reprove him, Evelyn thought of herself. The 
preacher made no distinctions; all men, he said, when they are 
sincere with themselves, are aware of the difference between good 
and evil living. When th^ listen the voice is always audible ; 
even those who purposely close their ears often hear it For this 
voice cannot be wholly silenced; it can be stifled for a while, 
but it can be no more abolished than the sound of the sea from 
the sheU. ** As a sheU, man' is murmurous with morality.” 

Of the rest of the sermon Evelyn hei^ very little. ... It 
was the phrase that if we look into our lives we shall find that 
our most painful moments are due to our having followed the 
doctrine of the world instead of the doctrine of Christ that 
touched Evelyn. It seemed to eimlain things in herself whidi 
she had never understood. It told her why she was not happy. 

. . . Happy she had never been, and she had never understm 
why. Because she had been leading a life that was opposed to 
what she deemed to be essentiaOy rig^. How very siiucde, and 
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yet she had nerer quite apprehended it befoie; she had atmen 
to dose her ears, but she haci never succeeded. Why ? Because 
that whisper can be no more abolished than the murmur of ^e 
sea from the shell." How true I That murmur had never died 
out of her ears; she had been able to stifle it for a while—she 
had never been able to abolish it—and what convincing proof 
this was of the existence God! 

Disprove it you couldn't, for it was part of one's senses—^the 
very evidence on which die materialists rely to prove that b<pr<md 
this world there is nothing. Yet what a flagrant contradiction 
her conduct was to the murmur of spiritual existence. And that 
was why she was not happy. That was why she would never be 
happy till she reformed. . . . But the preacher spoke as if it 
were easy for all who wished it to change their lives. How was 
she to change her life ? Her life was settled and determined for 
her ever since the day she went away with Owen. If she sent 
Owen away again the same thing would happen; she would 
take him back. She could not remain on the stage without a 
lover; she would take another before a month was out. It was 
no use for her to deceive herself 1 That is what she would do. 
To sing Isolde and live a chaste life, she did not believe it to be 
possible—>and she sat helpless, hearing vaguely the Credo, her 
attention so distracted that she was only half aware of its beautv. 
She noticed that the **Et incamatus cst" was inadequately 
rendered, but that she expected. It would require the strange, 
immortal voices she had heard in Rome. But the vigour with 
which the basses led the '* Et resurrexit ** was such that the other 
parts could not choose but follow. She felt thankful to them; 
they dissipated her painful personal reverie. Yes, the Imses 
were the Mst part of the choir; among them she recognised two 
of her father's oldest pupils; she known them as boys 
singing alto—beautiful voices they had been, and were not less 
•beautiful now. But if she desired to reform her life, how was 
she to begin ? She knew what the priest would tell her. He 
would say, send away your lover; but to send him away in the 

C lenitude of her success would be odious. He was unhappy; 

e was ill; he needed her sorely. His mother's health was 
a great anxiety to him, and if, on the top of all, she were to 
announce that she intended leaving him, he would break down^ 
altogether. She owed everything to him. No,^ not even for 
the sake of her immortal soul would she do anything that would 
give him pain. But he had been anxious to marry her for some 
time. Would she make him a good wife ? She was fond of 
him; she would do anything for him. She had travelled hun* 
dreds of miles to see him when he was iU, and the other night she 
could not sleep because she feared he was unhappy about his 
mother's health. She would many him if he asl^ her. On 
that point the was certain. Refuse Owen ? Not for anything 



i8o 


£V£LYN INNES 


that OTuld be offeied her; nothing would change her £rom that. 
Nothing t Her resolve was taken. No, it was not taken; it 
was there in her heart. 

And at the moment when the Elevation bell saag she decided 
not only to ^cept Owen If he asked her, but to use all her infiuence 
to induce him to ask her. This seemed to her equivalent to a 
resolution to reform her life, and, happier in mind, she bowed 
her head, and as a very unworthy Catholic, but still a Catholic, 
and feeling no longer as an alien and an outcast, she assisted at 
the mystery of the Mass. She even ventured to offer up a vague 
prayer, and when the dread interval was over, she temembei^ 
that her hither had spoken to her o£ the second ** Agnus Dei ** 
as an especially beautiful number. It was for five voices; ex- 
omsitely piayenul it seemed to her. With devout insistence the 
theme is reiterated by the two soprani, then the voices are woven 
together, and the simile that rose up in her mind was the pious 
imj^e of fingers interlaced in prayer. 

Ine first thrill, the first impression of the music over, she 
^plicd herself to the dissection of it, so that she might be able to 
cuKuss it with Ulick and her fiither afterwards. This beautiful 


melody, apparently so free, was so exquisitely contrived that it 
contained^ within itself descant and harmony. She knew it well; 
it is a strict canon in unison, and she had heard it sung by two 
grey>haired men in the Papal choir in Rome, soprano voices of a 
rarer and more radiant timbre than any woman's sexfiil voice, 
and subtle, and, in some complex way, hardly of the earth at all- 
voices in which no accent of sex transpired, abstract voices alot^ 
from any stress of passion, undistressed by any longing, even for 
God. They were not human voices, and, hearing them, Evelyn 
had imagined angels bearing tall lilies in their standing 

on wan heights of celestial landscape, singing their clear silver 
music. 

These men had sung this “ Agnus Dei" as perhaps it never 
would be sung again, but she knew the boy treble to be incapable 
of singing this canon properly, so she could hardly resist the 
impul^ to run up to the choir loft and tell her father breathlessly 
that she would take his place. She smiled at the consternation 
such an act woidd occasion. Even if she could get to the choir 
loft without being noticed, she could not sing this music, her 
voice was full of sex, and this music required the strand sodess 
timbre of the voices she had heard in Rome. But the TOy sang 
better than she anticipated; his voice was wanting in stren^ 
and firmness; she listened, anxious to help him, perplexed mat 
she could not. 


The last Gospel was then read, and she followed Ulick out 
of church. 



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

On getting outside the church, they wete sutprised to find 
that it had been raining. The shower had laid the oust, freshened 
the air, and upon the sky there was a beautiful flowerlike bloom ; 
the wUce clouds hung in the blue air uplifting fugitive palace 
and tower, and when Evelyn and Ulick looked into this m]rstmou 8 
doudland, their hearts overflowed with an intense )oy. 

She opoied her parasol, and told him that her flither was 
lunching with the Jesuits. But he and she were going to dine 
together at Dowlands : and after dinner they were not to forget 
to praaise the Bach sonata which was in the programme for the 
evening concert. She thought of the long day b^ore them, and 
with mixed wonderment and pleasure of how much better they 
would know each other at the end of the day. She wanted to 
know how he thought and felt about things; and it seemed to 
her that he could tell her all that she yearned to know, though 
what this was she did not know herself. 

There were strand hills and valleys and fabulous prospects 
in the great white c^d which hung at the end of the suburban 
street, and it seemed to her that she would like to wander with 
him ^ere among the white dells, and to stand with him upon 
the high pinnades. She was happy in an infinite doudland 
while he told her of her father’s struggle to obtain mastery in 
St. Joseph’s. But she experienced a passing pang of regret 
that she had not been present to witness the first struggles of the 
leformadon. 

She was interested in the part that Ulick had played in it. 
He told her how almost evei^ week be had written an article 
developing some new phase of the subject, and Evelyn told him 
how her rather had told her of the extraordinary ingenuity and, 
energy with which he had continued the propaganda from week 
to week. When her father was caUed away to negotiate some 
financial difficulty, Ulick had taken charge of tlw rehearsals. 
Mr. Innes had told Evelyn that Ulick had displayed an unselfish 
devotion, and she added that he had been to her father what 
IJsat had been to Wagner, and while paying this compliment 
she looked at him in admiration, thanking lum with her eyes. 
Had it not been for him, her fiuher might have died of want of 
appreciation, killed by Father Gordon’s obstinacy. 

i8x 
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“But you came to him/* she said, speaking unwillingly, 
“ when I selfishly left him.*’ 

Ulick would not concede that he was worthy of an 3 r dis¬ 
tinction in the victory of the old music; it would have achieved 
its legitimate triumph without his aid. He had merely done 
his duty like any private soldier in the ranks. But from first to 
last all had dep^ded upon Monsignor. Mr. Innes had shown 
more energy and practice intelligence than anyone, not excepting 
Evelyn herself, would have credited him with; he had interested 
many people by his enthusiasm, but nevertheless he had remained 
what be was—a man of ideas rather than of practice, and without 
Monsignor the reformation would have come to naught. Evel3m 
was strangely interested to know what Ulick thought of Mon¬ 
signor, and she waited eager for him to speak. She would have 
liked to hear him enthusiastic, but he said that Monsignor was 
no more than an Oxford don with a taste for dogma and for a 
cardinal’s hat. He was not a man of ideas, but a man that would 
do well in an election or a strike. He was what folk call “ a 
leader of men,” and Ulick held that power over the passing 
moment was a sign of inferiority. Shakespeare and Shelley and 
Blake had never participated in any movement; th^ were the 
movement itself, they were the centres of thin«. Christ, too, 
had failed to lead men, he was far too much imove them; but 
St. Paul, the man of inferior ideas, had succeeded where’ Christ 
had fail^. Mostyn, he maintained, was much more interested 
in dogma than in religion; he abhorred mysticism, and believed 
in organisation. He considered bis Church from the point of 
view of a trades union. An unspiritual man, one much more 
interested in theology than in Gc»—an able shepherd with an 
instinct for lost sheep whose fixed and commonplace id^ gave 
him command over weak and exalted natures, natures which were 
frequently much more spiritual than his own. Evelyn listened, 
amused, though she could not think of Monsignor quite as Ulick 
did. Monsignor had said that if we ask ourselves to what our 
unhappiness is attributable, we find that it is attributable to 
having followed the way of the world instead of the way of 
Christ. 

It seemed to her impossible that a man of inferior intelli¬ 
gence such as Ulkk acscribed could think so cleariy. She 
reminded Ulick of these very sentences which h^ so greatly 
moved her, and it flattered her to hear him admit it, that the 
idea which had so greatly struck her was penetrating and far- 
reaching, but he denied that it was possible that it could be 
Monsignor’s own. It was something m had got out of a book, 
and seeing the effect that could be nude of it, he had introduced 
it into his sermon. In support of this opinion, he said that all 
the rest of the sermon was sententious commonplace about the 
soul, and obedience to the Churda. 
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** Bot yoQ will be tble ta judge for yooteelf. He k coming 
to foe concert to-nig^** 

Then I mutt have t dieM to wear, I toppote he would like 
me to wear aackclofo. Bot I em going to wear a pretty pink 
silk, which I h^ you will like. Call that hansom, please.** 

It was amusing to watch her write the note, bear her explain 
to the cabman: a be brought back the right dress he was to get 
a soyereign. It was amusing to stroll on through the naked 
Sunday streets, talking of the music they had just heard and of 
Monsignor, to find suddenly that they had lost thek way and 
could see no one to direct them. These little incidents served 
to enhance their happiness. They were nearly of the same an, 
and were conscious of it; a generation is but a large famuy, 
united by ties of Impulse and idea. Evelyn had been brot^ht 
up and bul lived outside of the influence of her own generation. 
Now it was flashed upon her for foe first time, and under foe spell 
of its instinas she ran down the steps to the rsdlway and jumped 
into the moving train. Owen would have forbidden her this 
littk recklessness, but Ulick accepted it as natural, and they sat 
opposite each othn, their thoughts lost in the rustle and confusion 
of their blood. She was conscious of a delicious inward throb¬ 
bing, and she liked the smooth young face, the colour of old 
ivory, and foe dark, fixed eyes into which she could not look 
witbemt* trembling; they digged, lighting up and clouding u 
his thought came and went. She found an attraction in his 
occasionu absent-mindedness, and wondered of what he was 
thinking. Looking into his eyes, she was aware of a mystery 
half uimerstood, and she could not but feel that this enigma, 
this mystery, was essential to her. Her life seemed to depend 
upcMi it; she seemed to have come upon the secret at last. 

It was amusing to walk home to dinner together this bright 
8 ummet*8 day, and to tell dus young man, to wose intervention 
it pleased her to think that she owed her rea>nciliation to her fether, 
lu^ it was by pretoiding not to understand the new harpsichord 
that she had mveigled hM fether into speaking to her. • • • ^ But 
it was only one o'clock—an hour still remained before dinnu 
would be ready at Dowlands, and they were glad to d^m it 
under the delicious clu»tnut trees. Slie sat intent, moving the 
tiny bloom from side to side with her parasc^, thfeking ctf her 
fiimer. Suddenly she told Ulick of the Wotan wd Brunnhilde 
scene, whi^ she had always played, while thinking of the teal 
scene that one day awaited her at her father’s feet, and this scene 
she had at last acted, if you could call reality acting. She was 
dimly aware of foe okl Dulwich street, and that she bad once 
trundled her hoop fo^, and the humble motion of life beneath 
the chestnut trees, the loitering of stout housewives and husbands 
in Sunday dotbes, the spare ngures of spinsters who lived in the 
damp hcwscs vfoidi lay at the back of the dioked gardens was 
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accepted as a suitable backgzound for her happiness. Her |oy 
seemed to dilate in the morning, in the Buttering sensittion of the 
sunshine, of summer already hegtm in the distant fields. Inspired 
by the scene, Ulick began to hum the old English air, '* Summer 
is a-coming in,** and without raising her eyes from die chestnut 
blooms that fell incessantly on the pavement, Evelyn said— 

** That monk had a beautiful dream.** 

And for a while they thought of that monk at Reading com¬ 
posing for his innocent recreation that beautiful piece of music; 
they hummed it toother, thinking of his quiet monastery, and 
it seemed to them mat it would be a beautiKil thing if life were 
over, if it might pass away, as that monk*s life had ^ssed, in 
peace, in aspiration whether of prayer or of art. Thinking of 
the music she had heard over night, that she had hummed through 
and that her father had played on the harpsichord, she said— 

** And you, too, had a b^utiful dream when you wrote * Gmnla 
and the ^airy Maiden * ? ’* 

** Ah, your father showed it to you; you hadn’t told me.** ^ 

Then, absorbed in his idea, never speaking for dlect, stripping 
himself of every adventitious pleasure in the service of his idea, 
he told her of the change that had come upon his scsthetidsm 
in the last year. He had been organist for three years at St. 
Patrick*8, and since then had been interested in the modes, the 
abandoned modes in which the plain chant is written. These 
modes were the beginning of music, the original source; in 
them were written, no doimt, the songs and dances of the folk 
who died two, three, four, five thousand years ago, but none 
this music had been preserved, only the idigious ^ants of this 
distant period of art have come down to us, and from this accident 
has sprung the belief that the early modes are only capable of 
expressing religious emotion. But the gayest rhythms can be 
written in these modes as easily as in the ordinary major and 
minor scales. It was thought, too, that the modes did not lend 
themselves to modulation, but by long study of them Ulick had 
discovered how they may be submitted to the science of modula¬ 
tion. 

” I sec,** Evelyn replied pensively. ** The first line written 
in one of the ancient modes, and underneath the melody, chro¬ 
matic harmonies.** 

** No, that would be horrible,** Ulick cried, like a dog whose 
tail has been trodden upon. “That is the infamous modem 

f racticc. 1 seek the harmony in the sentiment of the melody 
am writing, in the torudity of the mode 1 am writing.** 

And then, little by little, they entered the perilous question 
of the ancient modes. There were several, and three were as 
distinctive and as rich sources of melody and harmony as the 
ordinary major scale, for modem music limited itself to the major 
scale, the minor scale being a dependency. The major and minor 
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modes or scales had sufficed for two or thfee ^tuiies of musi^ 
but the time dT their exhaustion was approaching, and the musi¬ 
cians of the future would have to return to the mder scales. He 
refused to admit that they did not lend themselves to modulation, 
and he answered, when Evelyn suggested that the introduction 
of a sharp or a fbt was likely to alter the character of the ancient 
scales, that she must not judge the ancient scales by what had 
already been written in them; it was nowise his intention to 
imitate the character of the plain chant melodies; she must not 
confuse the sentiment of these melodies with the modes in which 
they were written. It might be that in adding a sha^ or a flat 
the musician destroyed the character of the mode which he was 
leaving and that of the mode he was passing into, but that proved 
nothing except his want of skill. His opera 'was written not only 
in the three ancient modes, but also in the ordinary major and 
minor scales, and he believed that he had enlarged the limits of 
musical expression. 

He was not the first young man she had met with schemes 
for writing original music. So far as she was capable of judging, 
his practice was better thin his theory. But his music was not 
the origin of her interest for him. What really interested her 
were his beliefs; her personal interest in him hid really begun 
when he had said that he believed in a continuous revelation. 
Of this revelation he had argued that Christ was only a part. 
These ideas, which she heard for the first time, especially inter¬ 
ested her. Owen’s agnosticism had given her freedom and 
command of this world, but it had made a great loneliness in her 
life which Owen was no longer able to fill. Life seemed a desert 
without some form of belief, and notwithstanding her success, 
her life was often intolerably lonely. She had often thought 
of the world's flowers and fruits as mere semblance of things 
without true reality, and what seemed a bountiful garden, a mere 
hard, dry, brilliant desert. It was only at certain moments, of 
course, that she thought these things, but sometimes these 
thoughts quite unexpectedly came upon her, and she could no 
longer conedri from hersclit the fact chat she was lonely in her 
soul, and that she was growing lonelier. She was wearying a 
little of all the visible wo^, beginning to hunger for the invisible, 
from which she had closed her eyes so long, but which, for all 
that, had never become wholly darkened to her. ' 

Heariog Ulick speak of foreseeing and divinations by the stars 
was, too, Uke sweet run in a dying land; and as they returned to 
Dowlands, she spoke to him ot Moy Mdl where Boadag is Idng, 
of the Pla^ of the Ever Living, of Connla and the Fairy Maiden 
gliding in the crystal boat over the Western Sea, and during 
dinner she longed to ask him if he believed in a future life. 

It was diffic^t for her, who had never spoken on such subjects 
before, to disentangle his philosophy, and It was not until he said 
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that we muat not believe as fdigionitts do, diat one day die 
invisible shall become the visible, that she bc^an to undetstaod 
him. Such doctrine, he said, is {i^try and materialistic, wocdiv 
of the theologian and the agnostic. We must zather, he saki, 
seek to raise and purify our natures, so that we may see more of 
the spiritual element which resides in things, and which is visible to 
all in a greater or less degree as they put aside their grosser nature 
and attain step by step to a higher point of vision. S)^ had 
always imagined there was nothing between the materialism of 
Owen and the theology of Monsignor. Ulick’s ideas were quite 
new to her; th^ app^ed to her imagination, and she thought 
she could listen for ever, and was disappointed when be remin^ded 
her that she must practise the Bach sonata for the evening*a 
concert. 

It did not, however, detain them long, for she found to her 
great pleasure that she had not lost nearly as much of her playing 
as she thought. 

The evening lengthened out into long, clear hours and thoughts 
of the green lanes; and to escape from haunting of Owen— 
the music-room seemed sriU to hold echoes of ms voice—she 
asked him to walk out with her. Th^ wandered in the cloudless 
evening. They sauntered m^t the picture gallery, and the fact 
that she was walking with this strange and somewhat ambiguous 
young man provoked her to think ct herself and him as a couple 
from that politely wanton assembly which had collected at 
eventide to watch a pavane dancM beneath the beautv oi 
a Renaissance colonnaoe, and to accentuate the resemblance 
Evel^ fluttered her parasol and said, pointing across the yellow 
meadows— 

** Look at those idle clouds, the afternoon is falling asleep.’* 

She walked for some time touched with the sentiment that 
the evening landscape inspired, a little uncertain whether he 
would like to talk ftmher about his ^iritual nature, and whether 
she should rest contented with what she knew on that subject. 
“ It is only curiosity, but I wonder how he would make love— 
how he’d begin ? 1 wonder if he cates for women ? ” It was 
some time biuore she could ^ Ulick to talk of himself; he 
seemed to strive to change me conversation bock to artistic 
questions. He seemed absorbed in himself; it seemed difficult 
to awaken him out of his absent-mindedness. At last he spolw 
suddenly, as was his habit, and she learned that the scene dE his 
first love-making was a beautiftil Normandy park. He was more 
explicit about the park than the lady, and he seemed to lay special 
stress on the fact that the great saloon in the castle was hong with 
a Ruled tapestry. The story seemed to Evelyn a little obscure, 
but she gathers that Ulick had been ttagic^y separated from 
her, whether by the intervention of another woman or tfaroo^ 
his own fault did not seem dear. The story was vague aa a 
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Icgendr and Evdlyn myt not oeisain that Ulkk had not invented 
die p«^ and die tapestries as charactemdc decorations of a love 
story as it should happen to him, if it did happen. 

X^ve as a theme did not seem to suit him; he seemed to fade 
from her; be was only real when he spoke of his ideast and a 
fleeting comparison between him and herself passed across her 
mind. She remembered that she was no longer truly herself 
except when speiUdng of sexual emotion. Everything else bad 
begun to seem to her trivial, trite and uninteresting. She could 
no longer take an interest in ordinary topics of conversation. If 
a man was not going to make love to her, she soon began to lose 
interest. ... A long sequence of possibilities rose in her mind, 
and died awa^ in the distance like flights of birds. Suddenly 
she began to sing, and tl^ had a long and interesting talk about 
her tendering of Isolde in the first act. For a moment the love 
potion seemed as if it would carry the conversation back to their 
individual experiences of the essential passion; but they drifted 
instead into a discussion regarding the practice of sorcery in the 
middk ages. She was surprised to learn that he was not only 
a believer, but was apparently an adept in all the esoteric arts. 
But the subject being quite new to her, she followed with difficulty 
bis account of a very successful evocation of the spirit of a medie¬ 
val akhemist, a Fleming of the fourteenth century, and wonder 
often interrupted her attention. She could not seconcile herself 
to the belief that he was serious in all he said, and he often spoke 
of the Kabbala, which apparently was the secret ritual of a sect 
of which he was a menmer, perixips a priest. Between whiles 
she thoujght of the indignation with which Owen would hear 
such beliefs. Then tempted as by the edge of an abyss, she 
admired Ulick'a strange appearance, which helped to make hit 
story credible. She could no long^ disbelieve, so simply did he 
tell nis tales, his white teeth showing, and bis dark eyes rsqndly 
brightening and clouding as he mentioned diflerent spells and 
their ejects. But so illusive were his nartatives that she never 


quite understood; he seemed always a little ahead of her; she 
often had to pause to consider his meaning, and when she had 
grasped k, he was speaking of something else, and she had missed 
the Imks. To urdkrstuid him better she attempted to argue ^ 
with him, and he told her of the incredible explanation that'* 
Charcot, die eminent hypnotist, bad had to fall back upon in order 
to account materialtsticuy for some of his hypnotic experiments, 
and she was forced to admit that the spirimalisdc explanation 
waa the easier to believe. 

She was most mteresced wbm he ^loke of the College of 
Adepts and the Rosicrudsuos. Life as he spoke seemed to broome 
intense and exalted, and the invisible 6«»ned on the point of 
becoming visible when he tdd her how the brotherhood greeted 
each Ollier with, ** -Man is God, and sem of God, and there is no 


G 



i88 


EVELYN INNES 


God but man.** He repeated all he could remember of their 
terrible oath. The G>liege of Adepts, she learned, vas the 
antithesis of the monastery. The monastery is passive spirituality, 
the College of Adepts is active spirituality; the monastery 
abases its^ before God, the Adepts seek to become as gods. 
** There is a spiritual stream,** he said, ** that flows behind the 
circumstance of history, and they claim that all religions are but 
vulgarisations of their doctrine. The Adept, by conquering 
passion and ignorance, attains a mastery over change, and so 
prolongs his life beyond any human limit.** 

She begged Ulick not to forget to bring the book of magic 
which contained the oath of the Rosicrucians. 

It was now after eight, and they returned home, watching 
the white mists creeping up the blue fields. The sky was lucent 
as a crystal, and the purple would not die out of the west until 
nearly midnight. Evelyn would have liked to have stayed with 
him in the twilight, for as the landscape darkened, his strange 
figure grew syml^lic, and his words, whether by beauty of verl^l 
expression or the manner with whi<± they were spoken, seemed 
to bring the unseen world nearer. The outside world seemed 
to slip back, to become subordinate as earth becomes subordinate 
to the sky when the stars come. Evelyn felt the life of the flesh 
in which Owen had placed her fall from her; it became dis¬ 
sipated ; her life rose to the head, and looking into the mists 
she seemed to discover the life that haunts in the dark. It seemed 
to whisper and beckon her. 

Her father was in the music-room when they returned, and 
at sight of him she forgot Ulick and his enchantments. 

“ Father, dear, 1 am so proud of you.** Standing by him, her 
hand on his shoulder, she said, ** Your choir is wondmul, dear. 
Palestrina has been heard in London at last I ** 

She told him that she had heard the Mass in Rome, but had 
been disappointed in the papal choir, and she explained why she 
preferred his reading to that of the Roman musician. But he 
would not be consoled, and when he mentioned that the altos 
were out of tune, Ulick looked at Evelyn. 

''Father, dear, Ulick and I have had an argument about the 
altos. He says they were wrong in the Kyrie. Were they ? ** 

" Of course they were, but the piano has spoilt your ear. What 
was I saying last night ? ** 

He took down a violin to test his daughter*8 ear,*and the 
results of the examination were humiliating to her. 

According to Mr. Innes, Bach was the last composer who 
had distinguished between A shaip and B fiat. The vej^ principle 
of Wagner's music is the identification of the two notes. 

She ran out of the room, saying that she must change her 
dress, and Mr. Innes looked at Uuck interrogatively. He seemed 
a little confused, suid hoped he had not hurt her feelings, and 
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UUck assured him that to-monov she would tdl ihe incident 
in the theatre, that she would be the first to see the humour of it. 
The news that she was staying at Dowlands, and the presumption 
that she would sing at the concert, had brought many a priest 
from St. Joseph’s, and all the painters, men of letters, and de* 
signers of stained glass, and all the old ^pils, the viol players, 
and the madrigal singers, and when Eve^n came downstairs in 
her pink frock, she was surrounded by her old friends. 

** Do come, girls; can you come on Thursday night ? I’ll 
send you seats. It would be such a pleasure to me to sing to 
you, but not to-night; to-night I w^ant to be like old times. I 
am going to play tius viola da gamba.” 

** But you used to sing Eliza^than songs in old times.” 

” Yes, but father thinks 1 have lost my car; 1 shall not sing 
to-night.” 

Ulick laughed outright; the others looked at Evelyn amazed 
and a little perplexed, and the consumptive man who wore brown 
clothes and wtio had asked her to marry him came forward to 
congratulate her. But while talking to him, her eyes were 
attracted by the tall, spare ecclesiastic who stoi^ talking to her 
father. She thought vaguely of Ulick’s depreciation. In spite 
of herself she felt herself gravitating towards him. Several 
times she nearly broke off the conversation with the consumptive 
man: her feet seemed to acquire a will of their own. But when 
her eyes and thought rctumra to the consumptive man, her heart 
filled with plaintive terror, for she could not help thinking of the 
little space he had to live, and how soon the earth would m over 
him. She met in his eyes a clear, plaintive look, in which she 
seemed to catch sight of his pathetic soul. She seemed to be 
aw^ of it, almost in contact with it, and through the eyes she 
divined the thought passing there, and it was painful to her to 
think that it was of her health and success he was thinking. She 
could see how cruelly she reminded him of his folly in asking 
her to marry him, and she was quite sure that he was thinking 
now how very lucky for her it was that she had refused him. 
Pictures were formulating, she could see. in his poor mind of 
how difiletent her life would have been in the home be had to 
offer her, and all this seemed to her so infinitely pathetic that she 
forgot Ulick, Monsignor and everything else. Her father called ' 
her. 

“ Evelyn,” he S'^id, ” let me introduce you to Monsignor.” 

The sight of a priest always shocked her; the austere face and 
the reserved manner, the hard yet kind eyes, that appearance of 
frequentation of the other world, at least the hither side of 
this, impressed her, and she trembled before him as she had 
trembleo six years ago when she met Owen in the same room. 
And when the concert was over, when she lay in bed, she won¬ 
dered. She asked herself how it was that a little ordinary con- 
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▼enation sbout chttrch singing—Psirsrrina, pUdn chnnit, the pep ri 
choir, end the rest of it—ehouk) have impcesaed het so ▼hriolif, 
■bould have excited her so much that she could not get to sleep. 

She tetnembered the discontent when it b^an to be peseeivM 
that she did not intend to sing, and how Julia h^ said, when it 
came to her to sing, that she did not daze. Julia had fixed het 
eyes on her, and men everyone seemed to be lookk^ at het. 
The consumptive man was emboldened to denumd ** Elsa's 
Dream,** bat she had refused to sing for hi^ She was deters 
mined that nothing would induce her to sing diat night, but 
suddenly Monsignor had said— 

** I hope you will not tefuse to sing. Miss Innes. Remember 
that 1 cannot go to the opera to hear you.** 

** If you wish to hear me, Monsignor, 1 shall be pleased in¬ 
deed.** 

It was impossible for her to refuse Monsignor; it was out 
of the question that she should refuse to sing for him. If be had 
wished it, she would have had to sing the whole evecung. All 
that was quite true, but there seemed to be another teason which 
•he could not define to herself. It had given her infinite plottuie 
to sing to Monsignor, a pleasure she had never experienced 
before, not at least for a very long while, and wondering what 
was ateut to happen, she fell asleep 
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JL HE inusio*rootn had geemed haunted with Owen's Toioe, 
and vesterday she had asked Ulick to walk with her in the lanes 
so that she might escape from it. But to-day half-pleas^ 
balf-petplezed by her own perversity, she could not resist taking 
him to the picture gallery—she wanted to show him **'Ihe 
Colonnade.** 

The picture was mer«d in shadow, and no longer the picture 
the remembered ; but when the sun shone, all the rows quickened 
with amorous intrigue, and the little lady held out her striped 
skirt (she had lost none of her bland delight), and the gentleman 
who advanced to meet her bowed with the mock humility of 
yore, and the beautiful perspectives of the colonnade floated into 
the hush of the trees, and the fountain watbled. 

For a reason which eluded her, she was anxious to know how 
this picture would strike Ulick, and she tried to draw from hhn 
his ideas concerning it. 

** Their thoughts," he said, ** ate not in their evening parade ; 
something quite diflcrent is happening in their heans. . . .** 
And while waiting for her parasol and his stick, he said-^ 

** I can see that you always liked that picture; you've seen it 
often befote." 

She had been Icmging to speak of Owen. He seemed always 
about them, and in phantasmal presence he seemed to sunder 
them, to stand jailor-like. It was only by speaking of Owen 
that Us interdiction could be removed, and she said that she had 
often been to the gallery with him. Having said so much, it 
was eauy to tell Ulick of the story of the three days of hesitatioo 
which preceded her elopement. 

**Tbe Colonnade," and "The Lady playing the Virginal,** 
had seemed to her symbols of the diflcrent Uves which il^ day 
had been pressed upon her choice. Ulick explained tb^ Fate 
and free wm are not as irreconcilable as they seem. For before 
birth it is given to us to decide whether we shall accept or rbject 
the gift of life. So we are at once the creatutes and the arbiten 
of ^dny. Thoe metaphysics excited and then eluded her 
perceptions, and riie hastened to tell him how she had stood at 
the comer of Berkeley Square, seeing the season passing under 
the green fcdlage, thinl^g now her life was summarised in a single 
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moment. She femembeted even the lady vho wote the bright 
irises in her bonnet; but she neglected to mention her lest Uhek 
should think that it was memory of this woman's horses that had 
decided her to the choice of her pair of chestnuts. She told him 
about the journey to France, the buying of the trousseau, and the 
day that Madame Savelli had said, ** If you’ll stay with me a year. 
I’ll make something wonderful of you.” She told him how 
Owen had sent her to the Bois by herself, and the madness that 
had risen to her brain; and how near she had been to standing 
up in the carriage and asking the people to listen to her. She 
told the tale of all this mental excitement fluently, volubly, carried 
away by the narrative. Suddenly she ceased speaking, and sat 
absorbed by the mystery. 

She sat looking into that comer of the garden where the gardener 
on a high ladder worked his shears without pausing. The light 
branches fell, and she thought of how she had grown up in this 
obscure suburb amid old instruments and old music. She 
remembered her yearning for fame and love ; now she had both, 
love and fame. But within herself nothing was changed; the 
same little soul was now as it had been long ago, she could hear 
i| talking, living its intense life within her unknown to everyone, 
an uncommunicablc thing, unchanged among much change. 
She remembered how Owen, like Siegfried, had come to release 
her, and all the exhausting passion of that time. She had sat 
with him under this very tree. She was sitting there now 
with Ulick. Everything was changed, yet everything was the 
same. . . . She was going to fall in love with another man, that 
was all. 

She awoke with a start, frightened as by a dream; and before 
she had time to inquire of herself if the dream might come true, 
she remembered the girl with whom Ulick used to play Mozart 
in a drawing-room hung with faded tapestries. She feared that 
he would divulge nothing, and to her suiprise he told her that 
it had happened two years ago at Dieppe, where he had 
gone for a month’s holiday. At that tune he was writing 
** Connla and the Fairy Maiden.” He had composed a great deal 
of the music by the sea-shore and in sequesterra woods ; and to 
assist himself in the composition of the melodies, he used to take 
his violin with him. One day, w^hile wandering along the dusty 
high road on the look out for a secluded, shiMy place, he had 
come upon what seemed to be a private park. It was guarded 
by a high wall, and looking through an iron gate that had been 
lat ajar, he was tempted by the stillness or the clades. ** A 
music'haunted spot if ever there was one,” he said to himself; 
and encouraged by the persuasion of a certain melody which he 
felt be could work out there, and nowhere but there, he pushed 
the gate open, and entered the park. A perfect place it seemed to 
him, no one but the birds to hear him, and the sun's rays did 
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not pierce the thick folie^ of the sycamoie grove. Never did 
place correspond more intimately with the mood of the moment, 
and he played his melody over and over again, every now and then 
stopping to write. Her step was so li^t, and he was m dMp 
in his music, that he did not near it. . . . She had been listening 
doubtless for some time before he had seen her. He spoke very 
little French, and she very little &ig^ish, but he easily understood 
that she wished him to go on pla 3 ring. A little later her father 
and mother had come through the trees; she had held up her 
hand, bidding them be silent. UUck could see by the way they 
listmed that they were musicians. So he was invited to the villa 
which stood in the centre of the park, and till the end of his 
holiday he went there every day. The girl—^Eliane was her 
beautiml name—was an cxc^uisite musician. They had played 
Mozart in the room hung with faded upestrtes, or, bewiled by 
the sunshine, they had wuked in the park. When Evelyn asked 
him what they said, he answered simply, ** We said that we loved 
each other.** But when he returned to Dieppe three months 
later, all was changed. When he spoke of their marriage she 
laughed the question away, and he perceived that his visits were 
not desired; on returning to England, all his letters were re¬ 
turned to him. . . . Soon after she married a Protestant clergy¬ 
man, and last year she had had a baby. 

He sat absorbed in the memory of this passion, and Evelyn 
and the garden were perceived in glimpses between scenes of 
youthful exaltations ana rohiantic indiscretions. He remembered 
how he had threatened to throw himself from her window for 
no other reason except the desire of romantic action; and while 
he sat absorbed in the past, Evelyn watched him, nervous and 
irritated, striving to read in his face how much of the burden 
had fallen from him, and how free his heart might be to accept 
another love story. 

As he sat in the garden under the calm cedar tree he dreamed 
of a reconciliation with Eliane. He even speculated on the 
effect that the score of his opera would have upon her if he were 
to send it—aU that music composed in her honour. But which 
op^ ? Not '* Connla and the Fairy Maiden,*’ for a great deal 
of it was crude, thin, absurd. No; he could not send it. But he 
might send ** Grania.** Yes, he would send ** Crania ’* when 
he had finished it. To arrive suddenly from England, to cast 
himself at her feet—^that might move her. Then, with a sigh, 
** Th^ are things we dream of,** he thought, but never do. 
Only in dreams do men set forth in quest of the ideal.'* 

He looked up, Evelyn's eyes were fixed on him, and he felt 
like Bran tecuming home after his voyage to the wondrous isles. 

They saw the &otman coming across the ^reen sward. He 
had come to tell her that Mr. Innes was waitmg for her. She 
was taking him to St. Joseph's. But there was not room in the 
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victottft for three, and Ulick would have to go back to London 
by txaio. 

** But you will come and aee me soon ? You ptomiaed to go 
through the * laolde * music with me. Will you come tchmot-' 
tow 

Her dear, delightful eyes were fixed upon him; he fdt for 
the first time the thrill of her personality; their light caused hisa 
to hesitate, and then to accept her invitation eagerly. He beard 
bsr remind her father that be had promised to come to>night to 
hear her sta^ Elizabeth. He would be there too. He would 
see her to-night as well, and he stood watching the beautiful 
horses bearing father and daughter swiftly away. The shady 
Dulwich street dozed under a might sky, and the bloom of the 
flowering trees .was shedding its fine dust. He thought of 
Palestrina and Wajgner, and a delicious little breeze sent a shower 
of bloom about his feet, as if to remind him of the pathos of the 
passing illusion of which we are a part. He stood watching the 
carriage, and the happiness and the sorrow of things choked him 
when he turned away. 

She was bappv with her father, and she fdt that he loved her 
better than any lover. The unique experience of taking him to 
St. Joseph's in her carriage, and tne event of singing to him that 
nignt at Covent Garden, absorbed her, and she oozed in her 
happiness like a beautiful rose. Never had she been so happy. 
Sl^ was happier than she merited. The thought passed lilma 
little shadow, and a moment after all was brightness again. Her 
father was the real love of her life; the rest was mere excitement, 
and the wondered why she sought it; it only made her unhappy. 
Monaignor waa right. . . . But she did not wish to think of 
him. 

On the steps St. Joseph's, she bade her father good-bye, 
and remained looking b^ rill she could see him no mote. Then 
she settled herself comfortably under her parasol, intent on the 
enjoyment of their reconciliation. The two days she had spent 
with him looked back upon her like a dream from which the bad 
only just awakened. As in a dream, there were blurred outlines 
aiui places where the line seemed to have so fiuied that she could 
no longer trace it. The most distinct picture was when she 
stood, her hand afiectionatcly laid on his shoulder, singing Ulick's 
music. She had forgotten the music and Ulick himself, but her 
father, how near she was to him in all her aympathiea and in- 
jtincts I Another moment, equally distinct, was when she bid 
looked up and seen him in the choir loft conducting with calm 
tkilL 

He was coming to-night to hear her sing Elizabeth; thiu: was 
die great event, for without his approval all the newapapeis in 
the world were as nothing, at least to her. She hummed « tittle 
to herself to see if she were in voice. To convince him that die 
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song as well as mother was out of the question, but die might be 
able to convinoe him that she could do something diat mother 
could not have done. It was strange that she always thought of 
mother in connection with her voice; the other singers dm not 
seem to matter; they might sing better or worse, but the sense 
of rivalry was not so intiniate. The carriaf^ crossed Westminster 
Bridge, and as she looked down the swirling muddy current, 
her mother's face seemed to ap]^r to her. In some strange way 
her mother had always seemed more real than her father. Her 
father lived on the surface of things, in this life, whereas lier 
mother seemed independent of time and drcumstance, a sort of 
principle, an eternal essence, a spirit which she could dFten hear 
speaking to her far down in her heart. Since she had seen her 
mother's portrait, this sensation had come closer; and Evelyn 
drew back as if she felt the breath oi the dead on her face, as it t 
dead Hand had been laid upon hers. The face she saw was (^rey, 
shadowy, unreal, like a ghost; the eyes were especially distinct, 
her mother seemed aware of her; but though Evelyn sought for 
it, she could not detect any sign of disapproval in her face. She 
looked always like a grey shMow; she moved like a shadow. 
Evelyn was often tempt^ to ask her mother to speak. Ito 
prayer had always been a doubting, hesitating prayer, perhaps 
that was why it had not been grant^. But now, sitting in hist 
carriage in a busy thoroughfare, she seemed to see over the brinic 

life, she seemra to see net mother in a grey land lit with ttasa. 
She thralled Uiick's tales of evocation, and wondered if it were 
possible to communicate with her mother. But even she 
could speak with her, she thought that she would shrink from 
doing so. She thought of what Ulick had said regaling the 
gain and loss of soul, how we can allow our soul to dwindle, and 
how we can increase it until communion with the invisible world 
is possible. She felt that it were a presumption to limit life to 
what we see, and Owen's argument that ignorance was the cause 
of belief in ghosts and spirits seemed to her poor indeed. Man 
would not rave entertained such beliefs for thousands of years 
if they had been wholly false. 

UUck was coming to-morrow. But he was going to read 
through Isolde's music with her, and she could hardly fail to learn 
something, to pick up a hint which she might turn to account. 

. . . Hn conduct had been indiscreet; she had encouraged 
him to make love *o her. But in this case it did not matter; 
he was a man who did not care about women, and she recalled 
all he had said to convince herself on this point. However this 
might be, the idea of her falling in love with him waa out the 
question, A second lover stripped a woman of every atom of I 
sdf-esteem, and she glanced into her soul, convuioed tfastt she was 
tiaceie wi^ herself^ suae or almost sue that what the had said 
ezfueaied her ftelingf tnithfully. But in spile of bet effocts to 
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be sincere, there a comer of her soul into which she dared 
not look, and her thoughts drew back as if they feared a lurking 
beast. 

Immediately after, she remembered that she had vowed in 
churdi that she would ask Owen to marry her. Owen would 
say yes at once, he would want to marry her at the end of the week; 
and once she was married, she would have to leave the stage. 
She would not be able to play Isolde. . . . But she knew the 
part t it would seem silly to give up the stage on the eve of her 
appearance in the part. It would be such a disappointment to 
so many people. All London was looking forward to seeing 
her singiisolde. Mr. Hermann Goetze, wmat would he say ? 
He would be entitled to compensation. A nice sum Owen 
would have to pay for the pleasure of marrying her. If she were 
to pay the indemnity-—-could she ? It would absorb all her 
savings. More than all. She did not think she could have 
saved more than six or seven thousand pounds. The manager 
might claim twenty. Her thoughts merged into vague calcula¬ 
tions regarding the value of her jewellery. . . . Even Owen 
would not care to pay twenty thousand pounds so that he mi^ht 
marry her this season insteacl of next. Next year she was going 
to sing Kundry I Her face tightened in expression, and a painfid 
languor seemed to weaken and ruin all her tissues. He might 
ask her why she had so suddenly determined to accept what she 
had often avoided, put aside, postponed. She woidd have to 
give some reason. If she didn’t, be would suspect—^what would 
he suspect ? That she was in love with Ulick ? 

She might tell Owen that she wished to be married on account 
of scruples of conscience. But she had better not speak of 
Memsignor. Any mention of a priest was annoying to him. 
In that respect he was even more arbitrary, more violent than 
ever. But a sudden desire to see him arose in her, and she told 
the coachman to drive to Berkeley Square. 

The trees wore their first verdure, and there was a melody 
among the boughs, and she took pleasure in the graceful female 
hgure pouring water from the long-necked ewer. She lay back 
in her carriage, imitating the lady she had seen six years ago, 
regretting that she would not know her if she were to meet her; 
she might be one of her present friends. 

Owen’s house had been freshly painted that spring, its balcony 
was full of flowers chosen by herself, and arranged accofding to 
her taste . . . and a pleasant look of recognition lit up in t^ 
eyes of the footmen in the hall, and the butler, whom Evelyn 
remembered since the first day she came to Berkeley Square, was 
sorry indeed that Sir Owen was out. But he was sure tlut Sir 
Owen would not be long. Would she wait in Sir Owen’s room, 
or would she like lunch to be served at once? She said slus 
would wait in Sit Owen’s room, and she walked across the hall. 
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smiling at the human nature of the servants* adixuration. If 
their master had a mistress, they were glad that he had one they 
could boast about* And piclung up two songs by Schubert, 
and hoping she was in good voice, she sat down at the piano and 
sang them. Then, haff aware that she was singing unusually 
well, she sang another. The third song she sang so beautifully 
that Owen stood on the threshold loth to interrupt her, and 
when slut got up from the piano he said— 

** Why on eakh don’t you sing like that on the stage ?'* 

** Ah, if one cmly could,** she said, laughing, and taking him 
by the hand, she led him to the sofa and sat beside him as it for a 
long talk. 

“ Yes,** she said, ** Fve seen him. It’s all right.** 

**l*m so glad. 1 hope you said something in my favour. 
I don’t want him to think me a brute, a villainous seducer, the 
man who ruined his daughter ? ** 

** No, there was nodiing of that kind.’* 

She began at first very gravely, but her natural humour over¬ 
came her, and she made him laugh, with her account of her 
wooing of her fiither, and the part the new harpsichord had played 
in their reconciliation delighted him. He was full of pleasant 
comments, gay and sympathetic; he was interested in her account 
of Ulick, and said he would like to know him. This pleased her, 
and looking into Owen’s eyes, she wondered if she should ask 
him to marry her. They talked of their friends, of the perform¬ 
ance that night at the opera, and Evelyn thought that perhaps 
Owen ought not to go there lest he should meet her father, and 
she remembered that she had only to ask him to marry her in 
order to make it quite easy for him to meet her father. Every 
moment she thougnt she was going to ask him ; she determined 
to introduce tl» subject in the first pause in the conversation, 
but when the pause came she didn’t or couldn’t; her tongue did 
not seem to obey her. She talked instead things that did not 
interest either her or him—rhe general principles of Wagner’s 
music, or some technicality, whether she should insist on the 
shepherd’s song being played on the English hom. At last she 
felt that she could not continue, so fictitious and strained did the 
conversation seem to her. 

** Axe you going already ? I’ve not seen you for four days. 
We ate dining to-morrow at Lady Merrington’s.** 

Owen hoped that she would sing there the three songs which 
she had just sung so well, but she answered instantly that she 
did not think she would, that she wanted to sing U lick’s songs. 
She knew that this second mention of Ulick’s name would rouse 
suspicion; she tried to keep it back, but it escaped her lips. She 
was sorry, for she did not think that she wished to annoy. She 
wottU not stop to lunch, though she could not urge any better 
reason than th^ Lady Duckle tras waiting for her, and when he 
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wished to kiss her, she turned her head aside; a moodjr look 
collected in her eyes, an ugly black resentment gatheted in her 
heart; she was ashamed m herself, for there was nothin to 
warrant her beii^ so disagreeable, and to pass the matter odTthc 
described berselT us being aggressively virtuous that morning. 

On her singing nighu me dined at half-past five, and the 
interval after dinner she spent in looking through her part, 
humming bits of it to herself, but to-dav Lady DuckJe was quick 
to rema» the score of ** Tannhduser in her hand. She sat 
with it on her knees, looking at it only occasionally, for abe was 
chinking how the music would q>peal to her fiither, and how 
her mother would have sung it. But she bad to abandon these 
vain speculations. She must play the part as she &lc it, to tamper 
with her conception would be to court failure. To please herself 
was her only chance of pleasing her fiither; if he did not like her 
reading of the part, if her singing did not please him, it was very 
unfortunate, but could not m &lped. And when the carriaM 
canw to take her to the theatre, she was not sure that she would 
not be glad to receive a telegram saying that he was prevented 
from coming. She was very nervous while dressing, and on 
coming downstairs she stood watching the stage-box where he 
was sitting. She could distinguish his handsome, grave fisce 
through t& shadows, and the orchestra was playing that rather 
rhetorical address to the halls which neither she nor Ulick cared 
much about. She waited, forgetful of her entrance, and she 
had to hurry round to the back of the stage. 

But the moment the curtain went up, ^ became the mediseval 
German princess; her other life fell behind her, and her fiither 
was but a little shadow on her brain. Yet be was the inspiration 
of her acting, and that night the whole theatre consisted for 
Evelyn of one stage-box. Her eyes never wandered there, but 
the knew that there sat her ultimate judge, one whom no excess 
or trick could deceive. He would not judge her by the mere 
superficial appearance she presented on the stage, by the super¬ 
ficial qualities of her voice or her acting; he would see to the 
origin of the idea, whence it had sprung, and how it had been 
developed. He did not know this particular opera, but he knew 
all music, and would judge it and her not according to the capri¬ 
cious taste of the moment, but in its relation and hex relation to 
the immutable canons of ait, from the plain chant to Painrrina, 
from Palestrina to Bach and Beethoven. Her singing of every 
phrase would be passed as it were through the long tcaditioo of 
the centuries; it would not be accepted as an isolated fiwt, tt 
would be judg^ good, indifierent or bad, by learned technical 
comparison. That she was his daughter would weigh not a 
bair*8 weight in the scale, and the knowledge of this terrihle 
justice raised her out of herself, detached her more completely 
uom the superficial and the vul^. She sang and acted as in a 
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djMttn. hypix>tiied hf her tudieooe, her enltadcm steeped in 
lonMHunbiuism tnd steeped in ecstasy. 

The cuxtiin wm laisra several times, but that night the only 
a{^}kuse or censure she was miockd to hear awaited her in her 
djessing-toom. She sent her maid out of the room, and waited 
for some sound of footstqss in the corridor, and at the first sound 
she rushed to the door and flung it open. It was her fiither, 
Merat was bringing him along the corridor, and they stood 
looking at each other; her clear, nervous eyes were trembling 
with emodon. His seemed to tell her that he was pleased; 
she read upon k the calm exaltation of art, yet die could not 
however summon sufficient courw to ask him, and they sat 
down side by side. At Isst she saio— 

**Wby don't you spesUc? Aren't you satisfied? Was I to 
bad?" 

" You are a great artist, Evelyn. I wish your mother were 
here to hear you." 

** Is that r^y true ? Say it again, father. You are satisfied 
wkb me. Then 1 have suooeedea." 

He told her why she had sung well, and he knew so well. 
It was like walking with a man with a lantern; when he raised 
die light, she coum see a little farther into the darkness. But 
she hm still the prayer to sing to him. She wanted to know 
what he would think of her smging of the praver. The voice 
of the call-boy interrupted them. She sang the prayer more 
pimly than ever, and the flutes and clarionettes Ira her up a 
shining road, and when she walked up the stage she seemed to 
disappear andd the pdpicadon of the stats. 

Her fikber was waiting for her, and on their way to the station 
die could see that he was absorbed in her art of singing. His 
remarks were occasional and disparate, but she guessed ms train 
of thought, supplying easily the missing links. His praise was 
all inferential, and this made k mote delicate and deliciout. On 
bidding him good-ni^t he asked her to come to choir pnetioe. 
She would have liked to, but her accompanist was coming at 
hatf^past ten. 

There were few days when she was not smging at night that 
dae dispemed with her morning's work. She coosiderea herself 
like a gymnast, bound to go mrough her feats in private, so s^ 
to assure herself of her power of being able to go utough them 
in public. Even when she knew a part, she did not like to sing 
it many times without studying it .afresh. She believed that 
once a week was as often as k was possible to give a Wagner 
opera, and even then an occadonal rehearsal was indispensable 
tt the fifit hl^ level of cxoeUeace was to be maintained. 

Wkb her motnii^a work she allowed no one to intetfetie. 
Owen was often sent away, or letained for such a time aa his 
cfkicism might be of use. But today she was expecting U1 
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he had promised to go through the music with her; so when 
Merat came to tell her that the pianist had arriv'cd, she hesitated, 
uncertain whether she should send him away. But after a 
moment's reflection she decided not to forego her serious study 
of the part. She only wished to talk to Ulick about the music, 
to sing bits of it here and there, to question him regarding certain 
readings, to get at his ideas concerning it. All that was very 
interesting and very valuable in a way, but it was not hard work, 
and she felt, moreover, that hard work was just what she wanted 
before the rehearsals of ** Tristan " began; there were certain 
passages where she was not sure of herself. She thought of the 
cry Isolde utters in the third act when Tristan falls dead. The 
orchestra comes in then in a way very pciplexing for the singer, 
and she had not yet succeeded in satisfying herself with those 
few bars. 

**Tell the young man that I shall be with him in half an 
hour." 

And when she had had her bath and her hair was dressed, 
she tied a few petticoats round her waist and slipped on a morning 
wrapper; that was enough, she paid no heed to her accompanist, 
treating him as if he were her hairdresser. She sang sitting 
close to his elbow, her arm familiarly laid upon the back of his 
chair, a little grey woollen shawl round her shoulders. In the 
passages requiring the whole of her voice, she got up and sang 
them right through, as if she were on the stage, listened to by 
five thousand people. Owen, accustomed as he was to her voice, 
sometimes couldn’t help wondering at the power of it; the 
volume of sound issuing from her throat drowned the piano, 
threatening to break its string. Her car was so fine ^t it 
detected any slightest tampermg with the text. *'You have 
given me a false chord," she would say; and sure enough, the 
pianist's fingers had accidentally softened some harshness. 
Sometimes be ventured a slight criticism. ** You should hold 
the note a little longer." Then she would sing the passage 
again. 

After singing for about two hours she had lunch. That day 
she was lunching with Lady Ascott, and did not get away until 
after three o’clock. Owen came to fetch her, and they went 
away to see pictures. But more present than the pictures were 
Ulit^’s dark eyes, and Owen noticed the shadow passing con¬ 
stantly behind her eyes. Twice she asked him woat the time 
was, and she told him she would have to go soon. 

At last she said, ** Now I must say goc^-bye." 

She could see he was troubled, and that she grieved him, 
and at one moment it was uncertain whether she would not 
renounce her visit and send Ulick a telegram. But she re¬ 
membered that he had probably seen her fa^r, and would be 
able to tell her more of what her father thought her Eliaabeth. 
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It wts that feeble excuse that sufficed to decide her conduct, and 
she bade him good-bye. 

Standing on the threshold of her drawing-room, Evelyn 
admired its symmetry and beauty. The wall paper, a delicate 
harmony in i^e brown and pink roses, toothed the eve; the 
design was a lattice, through which the flowers grew* An oval 
mirror hung lengthwise above the white marble chimney piece, 
and the Louis XV. clock was a charming composition oi two 
figures. A Muse in a simple attitude leaned a little to the left 
in order to strike the lyre placed above the dial; on the other 
side, a Cupid listened attentive for the sound of the hour, pre¬ 
sumably his hour. There was a little lyrical inevitableness in 
the lines of this clock, and Owen could not come into the room 
without admiring it. On the chimney piece there were two 
bowls filled with violets, and the flowers partly hid the beautiful 
Worcester blue and the golden pheasants. And on either side 
of the clock were two Chelsea groups, factitious bowers made 
out of dark green shell-likc leaves, in which were seated a 
Lady in a flowered silk and a beribboned shepherd playing a 
flute. 

They had spent long mornings seeking a real Sheraton sofa, 
with six or eight chairs to mat^. For a long time they were 
unfortunate, but they had happened upon two sofas, certainly 
of the peric^, probably made by Sheraton himself. A hundred 
and twenty years had given a beautiful lustre to the satinwood 
and to the painted garl^ds of flowers, and the woven cane had 
attained a rich brown and gold ; and the chairs that went with 
the sofa were works of art, so happy were the proportions of 
their thin legs and backs, and in the middle of the backs the circle 
of harmonious cane was in exquisite proportion. 

For a long while the ouestion for immediate decision had 
become what carpet should be there. Evelyn had happened 
upon an old Aubusson carpet, a little threadbue, but the dealer 
had assured her that it could be made as good as new, and she 
had telegraphed to Owen to go to see its pale roses and purple 
architecture. He had written to her that its harmony was as 
florid, and yet as classical as an aria by Mozart. He was still 
more pleased when he saw it down, and he had spent hours 
thinking of what pictures would suit it, would carry on its colopf 
and design. The Boucher drawing which he bought at 
Christie's had seemed to him the very thing. He had brought it 
home in a cab. 

She was proud of her room, but she was doubtful if it would 
please Ulick, stnd was curious to hear what he would think of it. 
She remembered that Owen had said that such exquisite exterior¬ 
ities were only possible in a pag^ century, when man is content 
to lookfno^farther than this strip of existence for the reason of 
his existence and his birthright. And while waiting for UUck 
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she wondered what his rooms were like, and if she would eves 
go there. She expected him about five, and she sat waiting for 
him by her tea-timle amid the eighteenth cetmuy furniture, a 
little to the right of the Boucher. 

She watched him as he came towards her, ei^iectiag and hoputt 
to see him cast a quick glance at the picture. He shook hancu 
with her vaguely, and sat down on a Sheraton chair and fixed 
his eyes on the Aubusson carpet. She thought for some time 
that he was examining it, but at last the tram dawned; he did 
not see it at all, he was maybe a thousand years away, lost in some 
legendary past. Had she not seen hun before pass from such 
remote mo^ and become suddenly animated and gay, she would 
have despaired of any pleasure in his visit. Above everything 
else she was minded to ask him if he had seen her father, and u 
her father had spoken to him about her Elizabeth. But shyness 
prevented her, and she spoke to him about ordinary things, and 
he answered her questions perfunctorily, and without any apparent 
reason he got up and walked about the room; but not looking 
at any object, he walked about, with hanging bead, absorbed in 
thought. ** If he won’t look at me he might look at m^ room, 
l*m sure that is pretty enough,” and she sat watching him with 
smiling eyes. When she asked him what he thought of the 
Boucher, he said that no doubt it was very graceful, but that 
the only art he took interest in, except Mkmael Angelo and 
Leonardo da Vinci and some German Primitives, was Blake. 
Then be seemed to forget all about her, and she had begun to 
think his manner more than usually unconventional, and, having 
made all the ordinary remarks she could think of, she asked him 
suddenly if he had seen her father, and if he had said anything 
to him about her Elizabeth. 


** 1 went to Dulwich on purpose to hear.” 

She blushed, and was very happy. It was delicious to hear 
that he was sufficiently interested in her to go to Dulwich on 
puroose to inejuite her father’s opinion of her Elizabeth, 
wonder if he will like my Isolde as well.” 

He did not answer, and his silence filled her with inquietude. 

” 1 have been thinking over what you said regarding your 
conception of the part.” 

She waited for him to tcU her what conclusion he had come to, 
but he said nothing. At last be got up, and she followed him 
to the piano. When she came, to the passage where Isolde tells 
Brangiine that she intended to kill Tristan, he stopped. 

** But she is violent; hear these chords, how aggressive they 
are. The music is against you. Listen to these chords.” 

”1 know those chords well enough. You don’t simpose I 
, ain Ustening to them for the first time. 1 admit that th^ are 
a few places where she k distinctly vkdent. The curse must be 
given^violendy, but 1 think it is pomible to malm k ftk that her 
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▼iolenoe is a sexual violence, a sort of wish to go mad. 1 can't 
explain. Gui*c you understand ? " 

** Ves, I think 1 do; you want to sing the first part of the act 
languidly. There is more in the music which supports your 
reading than 1 thought. In the passam where Isolde sa 3 rs to 
BrangiUie, but really to herself, * To die without having bwn 
loved by that man 1' the love motive appears here for the first 
time, but more drawn out, broader than elsewhere." 

She declared that Wagner had emphasised bis meaning in this 
passage as if he had anticipated all the misreadings of this first 
act, and was striving to guard himself against them. She grew 
excited in the discussion. She had merely followed her instinct, 
but she was glad that Ulick had challenged her reading, for as 
they examined the music clause by clause, tlicy found stiU further 
warrant for her conception. 

** Ah, the old man knew what he was doing," she said; ** he 
had marked this passage to be sung gloomily, and bv gloomily 
be meant infinite lassitude." But this intimtion had not been 
grasped, and the singers had either sung it without anv particular 
expression, or with a stupid stage expression which meant if 
possible something less than nothing. ** I'hen, you see, if 1 sing 
the first half of the first act as wearily as the music allows me, 
I shall get a contrast—an Isolde who has not drunk the love 
potion. The love potion is of course only a symbol of her 
surrender to her desire." 

Ulick would have Uked to have gone through the whole of 
the music of the act with her. It was onlv in this way that he 
could get an idea of how her reading would work out. But in 
that moment each read in the ocher^ eyes an avowal which 
they were immediately ashamed, aiul which they tried to dis* 
simulate. 

** I am tired. We won't have any more music this evemng." 

His thoughts seemed to pass suddenly from her, and then, 
without her Dcing aware how k began, she found herself listening 
intently to him. He was talking in that strange, rhythmic^ 
chant o£ his about the primal melancholy of man, and his remote 
past always insurgent in him. Although she did not quite 
understand, perhaps because she did not cpiitc understand, she 
was canied away far out of all reason, and it seemed to her that 
she could listen for ever. Nor could she clearly see out of her 

S ^es, and s^ felt aU power of resistance dissolve within her. 

e might have taken ^ in his arms and kissed her then; but 
chough sitting by her, he seemed a thousand miles away; his 
remoteness chastened her, and she asked him of what be was 
thinking. 

" W£si your father used to speak of you, I used to see you; 
sometimes I used to fiuicy 1 heard you, 1 did hear you oooe 
sing in a dreatn." 
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** What was I singing ? Wagner ? ” 

** No; something quite diiTerent. I forgot it all as I awoke 
except the last notes. I seemed to have returned from tl^ future 
—you seemed in the end to lose your voice. ... I cannot tell 
you—I forget.** 

** It is very sad ; how sad such feelings arc.*' 

But I never doubted that I should meet you» that our destinies 
were knit together—for a time at least.'* 

She wanted to ask him by what signs do we recognise the 
moment that we are destined to meet the one that is more im> 
portant to us than all the world. But she could find no way 
of asking this question that would not betray her. She could 
not put it so that Ulick would fail to read some application of 
the question to herself, and to himself. So it seemed strange 
indeed that he should, as if in answer to her unexpressed thought, 
say that the instinct of man is to consult the stars. She re¬ 
membered the evenings when she used to go into the patch of 
black garden and gaze at the stars till her brain reeled. She used 
even to gather the dalTodils and place them on the wall in homage 
to the star which she felt to be hers. She could not refrain from 
this idolatrous act; but in her bed at night, thinking of the flowers 
and the star, she had believed herself m^ or very wicked; for 
nothing in the world would she have had anyone know her folly, 
and she remembered the agonv it had been to her to confess it. 
But now she heard that she had been acting according to the 
sense of the wisdom of generations. As he had said, ** according 
to the immortal atavism of man.** 

With her ordinary work-a-day intelligence, she felt that the 
stars could not possibly be concerned in our miserable existence. 
But deep down in her being someone who was not herself, but 
who seemed inseparable from her, and over whom she had no 
slightest control, seemed to breathe throughout her entire being 
sui affirmation of her celestial dependency. She could catch no 
words, merely a vague, immaterial destiny like distant music; 
and her ears filled with a wailing certitude of an inseverable 
affinity with the stars, and she longed to put off this shameful 
garb of Besh and rise to her spiritual destiny of which the stars 
are our watchful guardians. It was like deep music; words 
could not contain it, it was a deep and indistinct yearning for the 
stars—for spiritual existence. She was conscious of the narrow¬ 
ness of the prison-house into which Owen had shut her, and 
looking at Ulick, she felt the thrill of liberation; it was Uke a 
ray of light dividing the dark. Looking at Ulick, she waa startled 
by the conviction of his iudispensability in her life, and the 
knowledge that she must repel him was an acute affliction, a 
desolate despair. It seemed cruel and disastrous that she nught 
not love him, for it was only through love that sh^could get to 
understand him, and life without knowkdge of him teemed failute. 
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** Fm very fond of you; Ulick, but 1 mustn't let you kiss me. 
Can't we be friends ? " 

He sat leaning a little forward, his head bent and his eyes 
on the carpet. He represented to her an abysmal sorrow—an 
extraordinauy despair. She longed to share this sorrow, to 
throw her arms about him and make him glad. Their love 
seemed so good and natural, she was surprised that she might 
not. 

** Ulick.” 

” Yes. Evelyn.” 

He looked round the room, saw it was getting late, and that 
it was time for him to go. 

** Yes, it is getting late. I suppose you must go. But you'll 
come to see me again. We shall be friends, promise me that 
. . « that whatever happens we shall be friends.” 

** I think that we sl^ always be friends, 1 feel that.” 

His answer seemed to her insufficient, and they stood looking 
at each other. When the door closed ^ter him, Evelyn turned 
away, thinking that if he had stayed another moment she must 
have thrown herself into his arms. 



CHAPTER TWENTY 

Dreams” was the first of the five, but the mnsic that 
haunted belonged to the third song. She could not te- 
member a single phrase, nor any words erccept ** pining flowers.** 
She had thought of sending for it, but such vague memory 
suited her mood better than an exact text. If she had the song 
she would go to the piano, and she did not wish to more from 
the Sheraton sofa, made comfortable with blue cushions. 
But again the music stirred her memory like wind the tall grasm, 
and out of the slowly-moving harmonies there arose an invocation 
of the strange pathos of existence; no plaint for an accidental 
sorrow, something that happened to you or me, or might have 
happened, if our circumstances had been different; only me mood 
of desolate self-consciousness in which the soul slowly con¬ 
templates the disaster of existence. The melancholy t^t the 
music exhales is no querulous feminin^laint, but an immemorial 
melancholy, an exalted resignation. The music goes out like a 
fume, dying in remote choms, and Evelyn sat absorbed, viewing 
the world from afar, like the Lady of Shalott, seeing in the 
mirror of memory the chestnut trees of the Dulwich street, and 
a little girl running aticr her hoop ; and then her mother’s sinking 
classes, and the expectation site had lived in of learning to sing, 
and being brought upon the stage by her mother. If her mother 
had lived, she would have been singing ** Romeo and Juliet ** 
and *' Lucia.** . . . Her father would have deemed her voice 
wasted ; but mother always had had her way with fiither. Then 
she saw herself pining fur Owen, sick of love, longing, hungty, 
weak, weary, disappointed, hopeless. Her thoughts turned from 
that past, and her mother’s face looked out of her reverie, grey 
and grave and watchful, cmly half seen in the shadows. She 
seemed aware of her mother as she might be of some idea, strangely 
personal to herself, something near and remote, beyond this 
span of life, stretching into inhnicy. She seemed to feci herself 
lifted a little above the verge of life, so that she might inquire 
the truth from her mother; but something seemed to hold her 
back, and she did not dare to hear the supernatural truth. She 
was still too thrall to this life of lies, but she could not but see her 
mother’s face, and what surprised her was chat this grey shadow 
was more real to her than thc|rest of the world. The £aa did not 
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sdr, it al^ys wofc tbe same cxpsetsiocu Evelyn could not even 
tell if the expretsion of the dim eyes vrat one of diiappfovsL 
But it needs must be—she could hvm no doulrt on th^ point. 
What vn» certain and sure was that she seemed in a neater and 
mote intimate, in a mote essential communication with her 
mother, than with her father who was alive. Nothing seemed 
to divi^ her from her mother; she had only to let her soul go, 
and it could mingle with her mother's spirit, and then sdl mis¬ 
understandings would' be at an end. 

She was tempted to ftee herself from this fettering life, where 
all is limitation and division. Its individualism appeared to her 
particularly clear when she thought of Owen. They had clasped 
and kissed in the hope to become part of the other's substance. 
They had sought to mingle, to become one; now it was in the 
hope of a union of soul that Owen sought her, his kisses were 
for thk end. She had read his desire in his eyes. But the barrier 
of the flesh, which at first could barely sunder them, now seemed 
CO have acquire a personal life, a separate entity; it seemed like 
some invisible force thrusting them apart. The flesh which had 
brought them together now seemed to have had enough of them; 
the fl<»h, once gentte and persuasive, seemed to have become 
stem, relentless as the commander in ** Don Juan." She thought 
of it as the forest in ** Macbeth " ; of something that had come 
out of the inanimate, angry and determined—a terrible thing 
this angry, frustrated flesh. Like the commander, ir seemed 
to grasp and hurry her away from Owen, and she seemed to hear 
it mutter, ** This vain noise must cease." Tbe idea of the flesh 
was not their pleasure, but the next generation; the frustrated 
flesh was now putting them apart. She hummed the music, and 
the life she had lived continued to loom up and fall back into 
darkness like shapes seen in a faded picture. She had loved 
Owen, and sung a few c^ras, that was all. She remembered 
that everything was passing; the notes she sang existed only 
wlule she sang them, each was a little past. A moment ap¬ 
proaches ; it is ours, and no sooner is it ours than it has slippy 
Dehind us, even in the space of tbe indnwing of a breath. No 
wonder, chtti, that men had come to seek reality beyond this life ; 
it was natural to believe that this life must be the shadow of 
another life lying beyond it, and she leaned forward, pale an(} 
nervous, in tbe pale grace of the Sheraton sofa. 

Her depiesfion diat morning was itself a mystery. What did 
it mean ? Wfaeuce did it procim ? She had not lost her voice. 
(Wen did not love her less. Ulick was coming to see her; but 
within her was an unendurable anxiety. It proceeded from 
nothing without; it was her own mind that frightened her. But 
just now she had been exalted and happy in tlM memory of that 
deeply emotional music. She tried to remember tbe exact 
moment when chia atcaoge, peneciating sorrow had feUen upon 
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her. Whence had it come, and what did it mean? A few 
minutes ago it was not with her. She knew that it would not 
always be with her, yet it did not seem as if it would ever leave 
her. She could not think of herself as ever being happy again. 
But Ulick would distract this misery from her brain. She would 
send him to the piano, and the exalted sorrow in the music, 
which she could but faintly remember, would raise her above 
sorrow, would bear her out of and above the circle of personal 
despondency. Ulick might help her ; she could not help herself. 
She was incapable of going to the piano, though she was fully 
conscious that her mood would pass away in music. She walked 
across the room, her eyes contracted with suffering, and she 
stretched herself like one who would rid herself of a 
burden. 

She felt as if she could resign with a little smile the part that 
she had to play in life. Not the past, that was no longer hers 
either to preserve or to blot out; she could not wish herself 
different from what she had been; but the future—was that to 
be the same as the past ? Then, with an apparent contradiction 
to what she had been thinking a few moments before regarding 
the worthlessness of life, she began to think that her unhappiness 
was possibly the result of her eccentric life. She had lived in 
defiance of rules, governed by individual caprice. Apparently 
it had succeeded, but only apparently. Underneath the surface 
of her life she had always been unhappy. All her talent, all her 
intelligence had not been able to save her. And Owen? All 
that pride of intelligence had resulted in unhappiness in his case 
as in hers. Both had disobeyed the law which we feel to be right 
when we look into the very recesses of our soul, and that these 
laws seem foolish and iUogical when criticised by the light of 
reason docs not prove their untruth. There is something Ixyond 
reason, and to Income concentric, to enter into the conventions, 
seemed to her in a vague and distant manner to be indispensable. 
She was weary of living in the inhospitable regions outside of 
ptejudice and authority. . . , She felt that it was pteiudice and 
authority that gave a meaning, or a sufficient semblance ci a 
meaning, to life as it was; she was a helpless atom tossed hither 
and thimer by every gust of passion as a leaf in a whirlwind, and 
she longed to understand herself and her mission in life. 

In her present attitude towards life, nothing mattered except 
the present realiw, the satisfaction of the moment; her present 
conception of life only counselled sacrifice of personal desires 
for the sake of larger desires. But these larger satisfactions did 
not differ in kind from the lesser, and all went the same way, 
the pleasure we take in a bunch of violets, or that which a love 
story brin«, and both pass, but one leaves neither remorse nor 
bitterness behind. A mought told her that she was, while in 
the midst of these moral reflections, preparing herself to be 
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Ulick*8 mistress. She denied the thought and put it behind her 
angrily, attributing its intrusion to her nerves, and to separate 
herself from it she allowed thoughts on the mutability o£ things 
to again exclusively occupy her. If she were to get up from the 
sofa she would create another division in her life, and to-morrow 
she would not remember her mood of to-day; it would have 
vanished as if it had never been. She asked. What do we live 
for.^ and rose nervously from the sofa, and then stood stiU. 
That half-hour was now behind her; again her place in life had 
been shifted. Yesterday, too, was gone, and with it the pleasure 
of her walk with Ulick. She had walked with him yesterday in 
the Green Park, in the still crystal evening. She could almost see 
the two figures, she could see them at one spot, but if she looked 
too long they disappeared from her eyes. She remembered 
nothing of what they had said, q^y that the colour of the evening 
was paJb blue, with a litde east wind in it, and that was yesterday 1 
They had talked and walked, and been tremulously interested 
in each other; but she remembered nothing that haa been said 
until they turned to go home. Then arose an exact vision of 
herself and Ulick walking under the graceful trees which overhung 
the Piccadilly railings. There the park had been shaped into 
little ddls, and it had reminded her of the picture in the Dulwich 
Gallery. There his pleading was more passionate. He had 
begged her to go away with him, and she had had to answer 
that she could not give Owen up. She had felt that it was better 
to speak frankly, though she was sorry to have to say things 
that would give him pain. She had tola him the truth, and was 
glad she had done so, but she liked him very much, and had said 
it was a pity they had not met earlier. ** I missed you by about 
a year,'* he answered. His words came back to her, and she 
wondered if there was a cause for the accident, and if it could 
have been predicted. They had walked slowly up the pathways, 
and seeing the young summer in the sky and trees, they had 
walked as upon air, borne up by the sadness of finding them^ves 
divided. They h^ thought of what forms and colours their 
lives would have taken if she had waited a few months, if she 
had not gone away with Owen; or, better still, if she had never 
met Owen. She was conscious that such thoughts amounted 
to an infidelity, and she knew that she did love Ulick as she loved 
Owen. But the temptation was cruelly intense, and she could 
not wrench herself out of its grip. Their voices had fallen, they 
suffocated in the silence. Ulick had mentioned Blake's name, and 
she had accepted an artistic discussion as an escapement, but their 
hearts were overloaded, and it was in answer to nis own thou^ts 
that Ulick had spoken of the eighteenth-century mystic. For 
the question had arisen in him wl^ther the passions of the fiesh 
are not destructive of spiritual exaltation, and he told her that 
exaltation was the gospu according to Blake. We must seek to 
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exalt ourselves, to Ihre in the idea; sexual passion was a mecidsr 
inferior state, but niean content was the true degradation. 

“ Then passion is the highest plane to which the materialiat 
cait rise ? asked Evelyn, thinking of Owen. 

** Yes; I don’t think Tm wrong in admitting that, in the 
main, that is Blake’s contention.** 

But at this point he had broken off his discourse, and tdkl an 
anecdote in his half-witty, half-wistful way about an article which 
he had written on Blalu and which had somehow strayed into 
the hands of a man and his wife living in Normandy. This 
couple were at the time engaged in continuing the tramion of 
l-)astien iepage. They laboriously copied what they saw in the 
fields—grey ^ys, hobnailed boots and the rest of it. His article 
had, however, awakened them to the vanity of realism; and they 
had taken their pictures to a neighbouring tower, and at the top 
of it made a holocaust of all their abominable endeavour. And a 
few days after, two faded human beings had presented them¬ 
selves at Ulick*s lodgings in Bloomsbi^, seemingly at once un¬ 
happy and excited, and professing their complete willingness to 
accept the gospel of life according to Blake. It was the man 
who did the talking, the woman', vmo was dressed in olhre-green 
garments, acquicso^ in what he said. They were tired of 
materialism; they had trudnd that bleak road till they were 
weary, and now they desired Blake, submission to Blake, and 
were therefore disappointed when Ulick explained that Bhke*f 
doctrine was not subordination to Blake, but the opposite, 
the development of self, the cultivation of personal will. 

** It was clear to me,** Ulick said, ** that the woman had abased 
herself before the man, that she ate what he ate, drank what he 
drank, thought what he thought, so 1 decided that we should 
begin with first principles; that the w%>maa should decide fc» 
herself, without referring to her husband, what she should eat 
for dinner. But after some efforts to attain sufficient personal 
will, she confessed her incapacity, and I therefore proposed to 
the husband that she should be kept in her room until she had 
regained her wilL They went away hopeful, but he called a lew 
days after to tell roe that the experiment failed. Foe after 
striving for many hours to decioe between soles and plaice, afae 
had burst uito tears, and 1 felt 1 could not advise him furtive.** 

It had seemed a pity to ask Ulick how much of this story was 
true, how much invention; and it was a temembrance of the 
will-less lady in the olive-green gown that caused Evelyn*8 fiu% 
to light up into smiles as she stood at the window wasdhung for 
his coming. 

Her excuse for not marrying Owen was that she would have to 
retire from the stage. But su was not coavneed that that wu 
the real teason.jjjkThere seemed to be another rrason at the back 
of her mind which her reason could not dag out. She triad again 
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tod agun, but it eluded her, and it was frightening to find that 
she h^ so littk knowledge of the motives that had deteimined 
her life. Fading that she must change her thoughts, she asked 
herself wliAt a man like Ulick, of spiritual temjperameot, but 
uninfected with rdigious dogma, would diink or her relations 
with Owen. ** Ah, that was the front door bell! ’* She waited 
in a delidous tremble of expectation, and the servant announdng 
Sir Owen awoke her, and with a shock as painful as if she had been 
struck cm the niqpe of the neck. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


On account of the numerous rehearsals demanded by Evelyn 
for the production of “Tristan and Isolde,*' Mr. Hermann Goctzc’s 
opera season was limited to four nights a week. But the hours 
she spent in the theatre were only a small part of the time she 
devoted to her idea. Her entire life was lived in or about the new 
incarnation, her whole life seemed to converge and rush into an 
ultimate channel, and Lady Ascott sought her in vain. She 
avoided social distractions, and the friends she saw were those 
who could talk to her about her idea. But while listening she 
forgot them, and absorbed in her dream strayed round the piano. 
She meditated journeys to Cornwall and Brittany; and one day 
when Owen called he heard that she had gone to Ireland, and was 
expected back to-morrow evening. She read Isolde into the 
morning paper, receiving hints from the cases that came up before 
the magistrates. She found Isolde in every book, all that hap¬ 
pened seemed extraordinarily fortuitous, the light of her idea 
revealing significance in the most ordinary things. Her life was 
ransacked like an old work-box, all kinds of stages of mentality, 
opinions, beliefs, prejudices, trite and conventional enough, 
came up and were thrown aside. But now and then the memory 
of an emotion, of a feeling, would prove to be just what she wanted 
to add a moment’s life to her Isolde ; the memory of a gesture, 
of a look was sufficient, and she sank back in her chair, her eyes 
dilated and moody, thinking how she could work this truth to 
herself into the harmony of the picture she was elaborating. 

Evelyn had seen Rosa Sucher play the part, and had admired 
her rendering as far as we can admire that which is not only 
antagonistic, but even discordant to our own natures. She 
admitted it to be very sweeping, triumphant and loud, a fine 
braying of trumpets from the rise to the fall of the curtain. Rosa 
Sucher had no doubt attained an extraordinary oneness of idea, 
but at what price ? Her Isolde was a hurricane, a sort of aval¬ 
anche ; and the woman was lost in the storm. She had missed 
the magic of the woman who, personal to our flesh and dream, 
breaks upon our li^e like the Spring; and this was just what 
Evelyn wanted to put on the stage. There was plenty ot breadth, 
but It was breadth at the price of accent. There was a great 
frame and a sort of design within the frame, but in Evelyn's sense 
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die i»ctuxe was wanting. There was an extraordinary and incom¬ 
prehensible neglect of that personal accent without which there 
is no life. And the dilfetenoe between the Isolde who has not 
drunk, and the Isolde who has drunk the love potion which she, 
Evelyn, was so intent upon indicating, had never occurred to 
Rosa Sucher, or if it had, it had been swept aside as a negligible 
detail. After Isolde to be a woman a man could be in love 
with, and chat is not the impact and the shriek of a gale from the 
south-west. No doubt Rosa Sucher's idea of the part was 
Wagner*s id^ at one moment of his life. Wagner was a man with 
hundreds of ideas; be tried them all, retaining some and discard¬ 
ing others. Some half-dozen have Axed themselves immutably 
in certain minds, and an undue importance is given to them, an 
importance that Warner would never have allowed. The 
absurd idea, propounded in the heat of controversy, that all the 
arts were to wax to one art in the music drama, that even sculpture 
was to be represented by attitudes of the actors and actresses 1 
Wagner had written this thing in order to confound his enemies 
and bring the weak-kneed to his side, or maybe, it was merely 
written to make himself clear to himself. For it was impossible 
that a man of genius should be so seriously wanting in apprecia¬ 
tion of sculpture as to think with the centre of his brain, that an 
actor standing, his hand on his hip, could fill the place hitherto 
occupied in the mind by, let us say, the Hermes of Praxiteles. 
Yet this idea still obtained at Bayreuth, and Rosa Sucher walked 
about, her arms raised and posed above her head, in the conven¬ 
tional, statuesque attitude designed for the decoration of beer 
gardens. 

It really is very sad,” Evelyn said, her eyes twinkling with the 
humour of the idea, ” that anyone should think that such figura¬ 
tion could replace sculpture.” 

** But you will not deny that the actor and the actress can supply 
part of the picturesquencss of a dramatic action.” 

** No, indeed; but not by attitudinising, but by gestures that 
tell the emotion that is in the mind.” 

By son^ obscure route of which they were not aware, these 
artutic ^ discussions wound around the idea which dominated 
their minds, and th^ were led back to it continually. The sto^ 
of” Tristan and Isolde ” seemed to be their own story, and whdV 
their eyes met, each divined what was passing in the otiber*8 
mind. mu^ic was afloat on the currents of their blood. It 
gathered in the brain, paralysing it, and the nervous exhaustion 
was unbearable about six, when the servant had taken away the 
tea things; and as the afternoon drooped and the beauty of the 
summer eveiwg began in the park, speech seemed vain, and they 
could not bring themselves to armic any longer. 

It wu q|uite true that she had begun to mel the blankness of 
the poaitaviat creed, if it were possible to call it a creed. There 
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■eemed nothing left of it, it teemed to here thtivdled up Hke t 
little withered leaf; true of fidte, it meant nothing to her. k 
crushed up like a dried leaf, and the dust escaped through her 
fingers. Then without any particular reason the icnaembered 
a phrase she had heard in tlw theatre. 

**A8 I always sayt, if one man isn't enough for a woman, 
twenty aren't too many.” 

llie homeliness of tms speech seemed to accentuate the moral 
truth, and making application of it to herself, she felt that if the 
were to take another loyer she would not stop at twenty. Her hoc 
contracted in an expression of disgust at thia glimpse of her inner 
nature which had been flashed upon her; and looking into heiactf 
she could discover nothing but a talent for singing and acting. 
If she had not had her voice, God only knows wl»t she would 
have been, and she turned her eyes from a vision of gradual 
decadence. If she were not to sink to the lowest, she must hold to 
her love of <uid not yield to her love of Ulick. This low 

nature which we could distinguish in herself she must conquer, 

I or it would conquer her. ” If one man isn't enough for a woman, 

I twenty are not too many.” The bumble working woman who 
had uttered these words was right. ... If she were to give way 
she would have twenty and would end by throwing herself over 
one of the bridges. 

She felt that she must marry Owen, and under this conclusion 
she stopped like one who has come £sce to face with a blank waU. 
But did she love him well enough to many him ? She loved 
him, but was her present love as intense as the love that had 
obsessed her whole nature in Paris six years ago ? She tried to 
think that it was, and found casual consolation in the thought 
that if she were not so mad about him now as she was then, net 
love was deeper; it had become a part of herself, and was founded 
on such knowledge of his character that nothing could change 
or alter it. She knew now that in spite of all his faults she 
could trust him, and that was something; she knew that his love 
for her was enduring, that it was not a mere passing passion, as 
it easily might have been. He had given her fuxie, wealth, 
position—cvciy’thtng a woman could desim. Some might blame 
him for having taken her away from her home, but she did not 
blame him, for she luiew that she could not have remained wi^ 
her father at that time. If she had not gone away with Owm she 
might have killed herself; something hiul given way within her, 
she had to do what she had done. 

Blit did she love Owen, or was she getting tired of him ? It 
was so easy to ask and so difficult to answer these questions. 
However closely wc look into our soub, some part of the truth 
escapes us. One always slurred something or exaggerated 
something. . . . She remembered that Owen had been very 
sircfiome lately; hia egoism was ceaseless; it got upon her 
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nerw, and the felt that, no nutter what hamoed to her, the 
could not endure it. There were hit tonga I How tired the wat 
of talking about hit ton^, the long cotuiderationa whether thit 
chord or the other chord, thit modulation or another, were the 
better. He could not compose a dozen bars without havinff 
them enmved and tending cc^ies to his friends. He wtshea 
the whole world to be oocupi^ about him and hit afEsira. 
He was to childish about bit music. Other people said, *' Oh, 
yes, very pretty,*’ but she had to sing it. If slu refused, it meant 
unpleasMtnest, and though he did not often say so, a charae of 
inezatitUi^ for, of course, without him slie wouldn’t have oecn 
able to sing at alL The worst of it was that he did not see the 
ridiculoua side. 

When singing tome of his songs, ^ had caught n look in 
people’s eyes, a pitying look, and she could not hdpllrondering 
if they thought that s& liked such commonplace, or worse still, 
if they thought that she was obliged to sing it. j Mht when she 
had remembered all he had done for her, it seemedf^ute a disgrace 
that she should hate to sing his songs. It was the one thing she 
could do to please him, and she reflected on her sclflshness. She 
seemed to have no moral qualities; the idea she had expressed to 
Ulick regarding the necessity of chastity in women returned, and 
she felt sure that in women at least every other virtue is dependent 
on that virtue. But when Owen was ill she had travelled hundreds 
of miles to nurse him; she had not hesitated a moment, and she 
might have caught the fever. She wouldn’t have done that if 
she did not love him. . . . She was always thinking how she 
could help him, she would do anything for him. But he was such 
a strange man. There were times when there was no one kinder, 
gentler, more aflectionate, but at other times he turned round and 
snapped like a mad dog. The desire to be rude took him at 
times like a disease ; this was his most obvious fault. But his 
worst fault, at least in her eyes, was his love of parade ; his deter¬ 
mination to appear to the world in the aspect which he thought 
was his by Dirth and position. Notwithstanding a seeming 
absence of aflcction and candour, he was always acting a part. 
True that he played the part very well; and his snobbery was 
never vtflgar. 

Thinking of him profoundly, looking into his nature with thd* 
clear sight of six years of life with him, she decided that the 
essential feult was an inability to forego the temptation of the 
moment. For him the temptation of the moment was the greatest 
of all. He was the essential child, and hod carried all the child’s 
passionate egoism into his middle age. One gave way because 
everything seemed to mean so much more to him than it could 
to oneself. He could not be deprived of his toy; his toy cs^ 
before everything. But why did he make himself offensive''to 
many people]||by speaking against Christianity ? It was so 
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illogical to love art as he did and to hate religion. ... He had 
listened much more indulgentljr to Ulick than she had expected, 
and seemed to perceive the picturesqueness of the gods, Angus 
and Lir. It was Christianity that irritated and changed him to 
the cynic he was not, and forced him into arguments which she 
hated ; ** that when you went to the root of things, no one ever 
acted except from a selfish motive ** and his aphorism, I don*t 
believe in temptations that one doesn’t yield to.” Her thoughts 
went back over years, to the very day he had said the words to 
her for the first time. ... It was true in a way, but it was not the 
whole truth. But to him it was the whole truth, that was the 
unfortunate part of it, and his life was a complete exemplification 
of this theory, and the result was one of the unhappicst men on 
the face of t^ earth. He would tell you he had the finest place 
in the world, and the finest pictures in the world, yet these things 
did not save him from unhappiness. He could not understand 
I that happiness^ is attained through renunciation. He had never 
' renounced anything, and so his life was a mere triviality. The 
clearness of her vision surprised her ; she paused a moment and 
then continued. He must always be amused, he could not bear 
to be alone. Distraction, distraction, distraction was his one cry. 
She had to combat the spectre of boredom and save the man from 
himself. Hitherto she had done this, it had been her pleasure, 
but if she married him it would become her mission, her duty, her 
life. Could she undertake it ? Her heart sank. He had worn 
her out, she could do no more. She grew frightened, life seemed 
too much for her; and then she bit her lips, and vow'cd that what¬ 
ever it cost her she would marry him it he wished her to. . . . 
If she did not mean to take the consequences, she ought not to 
have gone away with him. To be Owen’s wife was perchance 
her mission. 

It had always been arranged that they were to be married whm 
she left the stage. But he wished her to remain on the stage till 
she had played Kundry; but if she were going to leave the stage 
she did not care to delay, nor did she care for me part of Kundry. 
The meaning of the part escaped her. ... So the time had 
come for her to offer herself to Owen. Whatever his desires 
might be, his honour would force him to say Yes. So there was 
no escape. Fate had decreed it so, she was to be his wife; but 
one thing she need not endure, and that was unnecessary suspense. 
She had decided to go to Lady Ascott’s ball. . . . But she 
wouldn't see him there. He was kept indoors by the gout. He 
had written asking her to come and pass the evening with him. 

. . . She might call to see him on her way to the ; yes, that 
is what she would do, and she sat down at once and wrote a note. 

And she laughed and talked during dinner, and was surprised 
when Lady Duckle remarked how pale and ill she was looking, 
for she thought she was making a fine outward show of Ugh spirits. 
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She and Lady Duckle were dimng alone, and she tried to devise 
a plan for going to &rkeley Square without taking Lady Duckle 
into her confidence. Hie horrible scene with Owen flit^ 
before her eyes while calking of other things. And so the evening 
dragged itself out in the drawing-room. 

*' Olive, I want to make a call before going to Lady Ascott's; 
I will send the carriage back for you." 

** But we need not there until a quarter to one. There 
will be plenty of time." 

" Very well," Evelyn answered, as unconcernedly as she could. 
" ril be here a little rfter twelve." 

In the carriajre she remembered that she was going to the same 
house to tell him that she would be his wife as she had gone to 
tell him she would be his mistress. 

" Sir Owen has been very bad to-day, miss," the butler said in 
a confidential undertone. “ It has taken him again in his right 
toe ; " and he leaned forward to open the door of Owen’s private 
sitting-room. 

She passed in, the door closed softly behind her, and she saw 
her lover lying in a large, chintz-covered arm-cliair, full of cushions, 
deep like a feather bed. lie held his book high, so that all the 
light of the electric lamp fell upon it, and the small, wrinkled face 
seemed to have suddenly grown older behind the spectacles, and 
the appearance at that moment was of a man just slipping over 
the years that divides middle from old age. 

In the single second that elapsed before they spoke, Evelyn 
felt and understood a great deal. Never had Owen seemed so 
like himself; the old age which so visibly had laid its wrinkles 
and infirmities ujx^n him was dearly his old age, and the old age 
of his fathers before him. He was in his own old room, planned 
and ordered by himself. Even his arm-chair seemed characteristic 
of him. With whatever hardships he might put up in the hunt¬ 
ing field or the deer forest, he believed in the deepest arm-chair 
that upholstery could stuff when he came home. In this room 
were his perso^ pictures, those he had bought himself. They, of 
course, included a beautiful woman by Gainsborough, and a 
pellucid evening sky, with a group of pensive trees, by Corot. 
There were beautiful painted tables and chairs, and marble and 
ormolu docks, the refined and gracious designs of the best* 
periods; and the sight of Owen sitting amid all these attempts to 
capture happiness, revealed to her the moral idea of which this 
man was but a symbol; and the thought that life without a mo^ 
purpose is but a passing spectre, and that our immortality lies 
in our religious life, occurreri to her again. His first remark, tc^, 
about his gout, that it wasn’t much, but just enough to make life 
a curse—could she tell him what end was served by torturing us 
in this way ? —laid, as it were, an accent upon the thoughts of 
him that were passing in her mind. 
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It was that crouching attitude in the armchair that had made 
him seem so old. Now that he had taken off his spectacles, 
and was standing up. he did not look older than his a^. ffe 
wore a silk shirt and a black velvet smoking suit, and had kept his 
figure—it still went in at the waist. She admxed hiiD for a moment 
and then pitied him. for he limped painfully and pulled over one 
of his own chairs for her. But she decliii^ it, choosing a less 
comfonablc one, feeling that she must sit straight up if she were 
to moralise. She bad imagined that the subject would intro¬ 
duce itself in the course of conversation, and that it would develop 
imperceptibly. She had imagined that they would speak of the 
first penormance of ** Tristan and Isolde,'* now distant b^ a 
couple of days, or of Lady j^scott*8 ball, at which she had protniaed 
to AppesLT. But Owen had s(>oken of a song which be bad te» 
written that afternoon, not having anything else to do. He 
believed he bad immensdy improved it. and wished chat the would 
try it over. To sing one of Us songs, to decipher manusetipc. 
was the last thing she felt she could do. and the proposal irritated 
her. Her whole life was at sta^; It had eost her a great deal to 
come to the decision that she must either marry him or send him 
away. Partly on purpose, and partly because she could not help 
it. her face assume a calm and fixed expression which he knew 
well. 

** Bvelyn. you’re going to say something disagreeable. Don’t, 
Tve had enough to worry me lately; there’s my mother’s health, 
and this miserable attack of gout.” 

** 1 hope you won’t think what I’ve come to say disagreeable, 
but one never knows.” He waited anxiously, and after some 
pause she said, though it seemed to her tUit she had come to the 
point much too abruptly. ” Owen, was it not arranged that we 
should marry when I Im the stage ? ” She had not been able 
to lend hersdf to the diplomatic subtleties which she had been 
considering all the evening, and had stumbled in the first step. 
But the mistake had been made, they were face to face ^th the 
question—it was for her not to give way. She had nodoed the 
look that had passed between his eyes, and she was not sutpri^ 
at the slight evasion of his answer. *' But you ate going to aing 
Kundry next year ? ” for she knew Um to be naturally as averse 
to marriage as she was herself. 

** 1 don’t think 1 should succeed as Kundry. 1 don*^ know 
what the part means.” 

” But she’s a penitent. You like penitents; your Elixafaeth--” 

” Elizabeth is different. Elizabeth is an inward p enitent, 
Kundry is an external, and you know I can do nothing with 
externalities.” 

He did not understand, and it was impoMible to explain with¬ 
out entering into a complete exposition of Ulick’s idea te g atdi n g 
” Parsifal.” Ihe subjea of ** Paraifsl ” had alwaya been dia- 
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against the art ^ it. So the criticism ** revolting nypocrisy/* 
** externality/* and the statement that the prelude to Lohengrin *' 
was an inspiration, whereas the prelude to ** Parsifal *' was hut a 
marvellous piece o£ handicraft, delighted him. He bad always 
known these things, but had not been able to give them expression. 
He wondered how Evelyn had attained to so clear an underetand- 
ing, and then, unconsciously detecting another mind in the 
argument, he said— 

1 womier what Ulick Dean thinks of * Parsifal ? * Something 
original, l*m sure.** 

She could not explain that she had not intended to deceive ; 
she could not tell him that she was so pressed and obsessed by 
the question of her marria« that she hainily knew what she was 
saying, and had repeated Ulick*s ideas mechanically. She already 
seemed to stand conviifted of insincerity. He evidently suspected 
her, and all the while he spoke of Ulick and ** Parsifal,**, she 
suffered a sort of trembling sickness, and that he should have' 
perceived whence her enlightenment had come embittered her 
agi^t him. Suddenly he came to the end of what he had to say; 
their eyes met, and he said,— 

*' Very well, Evelyn, we’ll be married next week ; is that soon 
enough ? ** 

The abruptness of his choice fell upon her so suddenly, that 
she answered stupidly that next week would do very welL She 
felt that she ought to get up and kiss him, and she was painfully 
conscious that her expression was the reverse of pleased. 

** I don't want to ump to the altar; were it not for the gout 
I*d say to-morrow. . . . But somet^g has happened, some¬ 
thing has forced you to this ? ” 

He did not date to suggest scruples of conscience. But his 
thoughts were already back in Florence. 

'* Only that you often have said you’d like to marry me. One 
never knows u such things are true. It may have been mete 
gallantry on your part; on the other hand, I am vain enough to 
believe that perhaps you meant it.** Then it seemed to her that 
she must be sincere. ** As 1 am determined that our present 
relations shall cease, there was no help for it but to come and tell,, 
you.** 

Her eyes wete cast down; the expression of her face was edm 
resolution, wheresa his face betrayed anxiety, and the twitching 
and pallor of the eyes a secret indecision with which he was 
struwling. 

** Inen I suppose it is scruples of conscience. . . . You’ve 
been to Mass at St. Joseph’s.** 

** We won’t enter into that question. We’ve talked it for the 
last six years; you cannot chwge me.” 

The cfniie to please was inveterate in her, and she felt that she 
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hid never been to displeasing, ind she vris iwise that be srss 
showing to better advisntt^ in this scene thin she was. She 
wished that he had hesitatM; if he had only given her some 

excuse for- She did not finish the sentence in her mind, 

but thought instead that she liked him better when he wasn't so 
good; goodness did not seem to suit him. 

She wore a beautiful attractive gown, a mauve silk embroidered 
with silver irises, and he regretted his gout which kept him from 
the ball. He caught sight of her as sm passed down the glitter* 
ing floor, saving with a pretty movement of her shoulders the 
dress that was slipping from them, he saw himself dancing with 
her. . . . They passed in front of a mirror, and looking straight 
over her shoulder his eyes followed the tremulous sparUe of the 
diamond win^ which she wore in her hair. Then, yielding to 
an impulse of which he was not ashamed, for it was as mudi 
affection as it was sensual, he drew over a chair—he would have 
knelt at her feet had it not been for his gout—and passing his arm 
about her waist, he said— 

** Dearest, I’m very fond of you, you know that. It is not 
my fault if I prefer to be your lover rather than your husband.” 
He kissed her on her shoulders, laying his cheek on her bosom. 
” Don’t you believe that I am fond of you, Evelyn ? ” 

” Yea, Owen, I think you are.” 

”Not a very enthusiastic reply. It used to be you who 
delighted to throw your arms about my neck. But all that is over 
and done with.” 

” One is not always in such humours, Owen.” 

Watching each other’s eyes they were conscious of their souls; 
every moment it seemed as if their souls must float up and be 
discovered; and, while fearing discovery, there came a yearning 
to stand out of all shadow in the full light. But they could not 
tell their souls; words fell back abortive; and they tecomised 
the mortal lot of alienation ; and rebelling against it, he hm ^r 
face, he sought her Ups, but she turned her face aside, leaving 
him her dieek. 

** Why do you turn your Ups away ? It is a long time since 
I’ve kissed you . . . you’re cold and indifferent lately, Evelyn.” 

A memory of Ulick shot through her mind, and he would have 
divined her thought if his perception had not been blinded by 
the nassion which swayed mm. 

*’No, Owen, no. We’re an engaged couple; we’re np 
longer lovers.” 

”And you think that we should begin by lespectiog the 
marriage ceremony P ” 

She seemed to lose sight of him, she perceived only the general 
idea, that outline of her Ufe which he r^tesented, and whudi sl» 
could in a way trace in the furniture of the room. It was in this 
room she had said she would be his mistress, it was from this 
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room she bed stsiied for Puis. Her eyes limited on the hetpsi- 
cbord. He had bought it Jo some vsgue ictentiofi of piesenting 
it to her fisthec, some day when they were reconciled; the viola 
da eamba he had bought tor her sake; it was the poor little eacose 
he had devised ibr coming to see her at Dulwit^ 

She saw the Gainsborough: how strange and remote it seemed 1 
She looked at the Corot, its sentimentality was an irdtatimi. In the 
Chuq)enda]e bookcases there were many books she had given him; 
and the white chimney piece was covered with her photographs. 
There he was, a tall, thin man, elegant and attractive notwith> 
standing the forty-five years, dressed in a silk shirt and a black 
smoking suit. Their e^s met again, she could see that he was 
thinking it over; but it was all settled now, neither could draw 
back, and the moments were tense and silent; and as if confronted 
by some imminent peril, she wondered. 

“ You uranged that 1 should leave the stage when I married, 
and you say that wc are to be married next week. You don*t 
want me to throw up my engagement at Covent Garden? I 
should like to play Isolde.*' 

** Of course you must play Isolde; I must hear you sing Isolde.** 

She felt that she must get up and thank him, she felt that she 
must be nice to him; and laying her hand on his shoulder, she 
said— 

** I hope 1 don’t seem ungrateful; you have always been very 
good to me, Owen. 1 hope I shall make a good wife.** 

** I think I am less changed than you; 1 don’t think you cate for 
me as you used to.” 

“ Yes, 1 do, Owen, but I am not always the same. I can’t 
help myself.” 

^ watched her fsu»; she had forgotten him, she was a^n 
thinking of herself. She had tried to be sincere, but ag^luul 
been mastered by her mood. No, she did not dislike him, but 
she wished for an interval, a temporary separation. It seem^ to 
her that she didn’t want to see him for some weeks, some months, 
perhaps. If he would consent to such an alienation, she fidt that 
she would come back fonder of him than ever. All this did not 
seem very sane, but she could not think otberwiae» and the desire 
of dmarture was violent in her as a nostalgia. 

** We have been very fond of each other. I wonder if we shall * 
be as happy iq married life ? Do you think we shall ? ** 

” I hope so, Owen, but somehow I don’t see myself as Lady 
Asher.” 

** You know everyone—Lady Ascott, Lady Somersdean, they 
ate all your friends, it will be )ust the same.” 

** Yes, it’ll be just the same.” 

He did not catch the significance of the repetition. He was 
thinking cf the credit she would do him as I^ady Aahef. He 
heard ma friends discussing his marriage at the clubs. She was 
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going to Lady A8cott*8 ball, and would announce her engagement 
there. To-morrow everyone would be talking about it* He 
would like his engagement known, but not while ahe was on the 
stage.' But when he mentioned this, she said she did not see why 
their engagement should be kept a secret. It did not matter much; 
he was quite ready to give way, but he could not understand why 
the remark should have angered her. And her obstinacy 
frightened him not a little. If he were to find a different woman 
in his wife from the woman he had loved in the opera singer 1 

** Evelyn, you have lived with me in spite of your scruples 
for the last six years; why should we not go on for one more 
year ? When you have sung Kundry, we can be married.'* 

** Owen, do you think you want to marry me ? la not your 
offer mere chivalry ? NobJfise obliff ? " 

That he was still master of the situation caused a delicious pride 
to mount to his head. For a moment he could not answer, tlun 
he asked if she were sure that she had not come to care for some- 
one else, and feelin|; this to be ineffective, he added— 

** I’ve always noticed tliat when women change their affections, 
they become a prey to scruples of conscience." 

** If 1 cared tor anyone else, should I come to you to-night and 
offer to marry you ? " 

" You’re a strange woman ; it would not surprise me if the 
reason why you wish to be married is because you’re afraid of 
a second lover. That would be very like you.” 

His words startled her in the very bottom of her soul; she 
had not thought of such a thing, but now he mentioned it, she was 
not sure that he had not guessed rightly. 

How well he understood one side of her nature; how he failed 
to understand the other! It was this want in him that made 
marriage between them impossible. She smiled mysteriously, for 
she was thinking how far and how near he had always been. 

** Tell me, Evelyn, tell me truly, is it on account of religious 
scruples, or is it because you are afraid of falling in love with 
Ulick Dean, that you came here to-night and asked me to marry 
you ? ** 

" Owen, we can live in contradiction to our theories, but not 
in contradiction to our feelings, and you know that my life has 
always seemed to me fundamentally wrong." 

For a moment he seemed to understand, out his egotism inter¬ 
vened, and a moment after he understood nothing, except that 
for some stupid morality she was about to break her artistic 
career sharp off. 

He strove to think what was passing behind that forehead. 
He tried to read her soul in the rounaed temples, the bright, 
nervous eyes. His and her understanding of life and the mystery 
of life were as wide apart as the earth and the moon, and he could 
but stare wondering. No inkling of the truth reached him. As 
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be etfove to underatand her mind be grew irritated, and tamed 
agrinst that shadow religion which hiul always separated them. 
Without knowing why>~-almost in spite of himself-—he began to 
argue with her. He reminded her of her inconsisteociea. She 
had alwajrs said that a lover was much more exciting than a 
husband. If it bad not been for her religion, he did not believe 
they would have thought of marriage, they would have gone on 
to the end as they had begun. The sound of his voice entered 
her ears, but the meaning of the words did not reach her brain, 
and wbra she had said that she bad come to him not on account 
of Ulick, but on account of her conscienoe, she sat perplexed, 
trying to discover if she had told the truth. 

** You're not listemng, Evelyn.** 

** Yes, 1 am, Owen. You said that 1 bad always said that a 
lover was mud) more exdting than a husband.** 

“ If so, why the n - —* * 

They stared blankly at each other. Everything had been 
said. They were engaged to be married. What was the use 
of further argument P She mentioned that it was getting late, 
and that Lady Ouckle was waiting for her. 

** She will tell her fijrat,** he thought, ** and she*ll tell Lady 
Ascott. They'll all be talking of it at supper. * So Owen 
has gone off at last,* they'll say. I’ll hear of it at the dub to¬ 
morrow,** 

** 1 wonder what Lady Ascott wUl think ? " he said, as he put 
her into the carriage. 

** I don’t know. ... I shall not go to the ball. Tell him to 
cake me home.” 

She lay back in the blue shadows of the brougham, striving 
to come to terms with herself, to arrive at some pl^ condusion. 
It seemed to her that she had been animated by an honest and 
noble purpose. She had gone to Owen in the intention of 
marrying him if he wished to marry her, because it had seemed 
to her tmt it was her duty to marry him. But everything had 
turned out the very opposite of what she had intended, and 
looking back upon the hour she had spent with him, it seemed to 
her tliAt she had certainly deceivea him. She certainly had 
deceived herself. 

She could not believe that she was going to marry Owen. 
She fdt that it was not to be, and before the presentiment he!l 
soul paused. She asked hets^ why she felt that it was not 
to be. llierew -:^ no reason: but she felt quite clear on the point, 
and could not combat the dear conviction. She began thiok- 
ing the obvious drama—Owen discovering her with Ulick, 
dedining ever to see her again, her suicide or his, etc. But she 
could not believe that Owen would dedine ever to see bet i^ain 
even if—but she was not going to go wrong with Ulick, mere 
was no use supposing su^ things. And again her thoughts 
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panted, and like things frightened fay the dark, withdrew silently, 
not daring to look further. 

She met Ulick every night at the theatre, and she had him to 
sit with her in her dressing-room during the entr’actes. . . . 
She remembered the pleasure she had taken m these conversatioi^ 
and the stranra, whirling impulse which drew them all the while 
closer, until mey dreaded the touching of their knees. She had 
taken him back in the carriage and he had kissed her; she had 
allowed him to kiss her the mher night, and she knew that if she 
were alone with him again she would not be able to resist 
the temptation. Her thoughts turned a little, and she considered 
what her life would be if we were to yield to Ulick. Her life 
would become a series of subterhiges, and in a flash of thought 
she saw how, after spending the afternoon with Ulick, she womd 
come home to find Owen waiting for her: he would take her 
in his arms, she would have to free herself, and, feeling his breath 
upon her cheek, save herself somehow from his kiss. He would 
suspect and question her. He would say, '* Give roe your word 
of honour that Ulick Dean is not your lover **; and she heard 
herself pledge her word in a lie, and the lie would have to be 
repeatea again and again. 

Until she had met Ulick, she had not seen a man for years 
whose thoughts ranged above the gross pleasure of the moment, 
the pleasure of eating, of drinking, of love-making . . . and she 
was growing like those people. The other night at dinner at 
the Mvoy ^ had looked round the table at the men’s faces, 
some seven or eight, varying in age from twenty-four to forty- 
eight, and she him said to herself, ** Not one of these men has 
done anything worth doing, not one has even tried.** Looking 
at the men of twenty-four, she had said to herself, ** Lie will do 
all the man of forty-eight has done,—the same dinners, the same 
women, the same racecourses, the same shooting, the^ same 
tireless search after amusement, the same life unlit by any ideaL’* 
She was no better, Owen was no better. There was no nope for 
either of them. He had surrounded her with his friends, and 
she thought of the invitations ahead of her. Her profession of 
an opera sinj^r chained her to this life. . . . She felt that a 
mirade would have to happ^ to extricate her from the social 
mite into which she was sinking, sinking. 

To give up Ulick would only make matters wotse. He wu 
the plwk she dung to in the ^ipwreck of all htf convictions. 
She cotild not tell how or why, but the conviction was over¬ 
powering that she could not mve him up. Happen what might 
happen, she must see him. It Owen were to go for a sea voyage. 
... In three or four months she would nave acquired that 
something which he could give her and which was necessary 
to complete her sotii She seemed to be quite certain on tlua 
point, and she lay back in the brougham lost in vague wonder- 
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ment. Her thoughts saok still deeper, and thou^ts came to 
her that had never come before, that she had never cuued to think 
before. Even if she were not done with Ulick when Owen 
returned, it seemed to her that ahe could make them and herself 
very happy; they both seemed necessary to her happimss, to 
her fulfilment; and in her dream, for she was not resf^siUe for 
her thoughts, the enjoyment of this double love seemed to her 
natural and beautifiiL ... 

But she awoke from her dream frightened, and feeling like one 
who has lost the clue which was to fead her out of the Jabytinth. 

Instead of sending the footman to tell Lady Duckle that the 
carriage was waiting, Evelyn got out and went up to the drawing¬ 
room. 

** l*m sorry to have kept wa waiting, OHve, but I can't go whh 
you. Tell Lady Ascott 1 am very sorry. Good-night, I’m 
going to my room.” 

” Oh, my dear Evelyn, not goif^ . . . and now that you’re 
dressed.” 

Evelyn allowed herself to be persuaded. If she went to bed 
now she would not sleep. She went to the ball with Lady ENickle, 
and as she went round in the lancers, giving her hand first to one 
and then to the other, she heard a voice crying within her, ” Why 
ate you doing these things ? They don’t interest you at all.” 



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


Eternal night, oh, lovely night, oh, holy night of love.*' 
Rapture succeeded rapture, and the souls of the lovers rose 
nearer to the surface of life. 


In a shudder of silver chords he 


saw them float away like little clouds towards the low rim of the 
universe. 


But at that moment of escape reality broke in upon the dream. 
Melot had betrayed them, and Ulick heard King Mark's noble 
and grave reproaches like a prophecy, ** Thou wert my friend 
and didst deceive me," he sang, and his melancholy motive seemed 
to echo like a cry along the shore of Ulick's own life. Amid calm 
and mysteriously exalted melodics, expressive of the terror and 
pathos of fate fulfilled, Tristan’s resolve took shape, and as he fell 
mortally wounded, the melancholy Alark motive was heard a^in, 
and again Ulick asked what meaning it might have for him. 
He heard the applause, loud in the stalls, growing faint as it rose 
tier above tier. Baskets of flowers, wreaths and bouquets were 
thrown from the boxes or handed up from the orchestra, the 
curtain was rung up again, and her name was called from different 

{ larts of the theatre. And when the curtain was down for the 
ast time, hr saw her in the middle of the stage talking to Tristan 
and Brang^e. The garden scene was being carried away, and 
to escaM from it Evelyn took Tristan’s hand and ran to the spot 
where ulick was standing. She loosed the hand of her stage 
lover, and dropping a bouquet, held out two small hands to 
Ulick covered with violet powder. The hallucination of the great 
love scene was still in her eyes; it still, he could sec, surgra in 
her blood. She had nearly thrown herself into his arms, seemed 
regardless of those around ; she seemed to have only eyes for 
him : he heard her say under her breath, “ That music maddens 
me," then with sudden composuxe, but looking at him intently, 
she asked him to come upstairs with her. 

For the last few days he had been engaged in prediction, and 
last night he had been visited by dreams, the significance of 
which he could not doubt. But his reading her horoscope 
had been incomplete, or else he had failed to understand w 
^answers. That he was a momentous event in her life seemed 


dear, yet all the sims were set against their mania«; but what 
was happening had been revealed—^that he should stand with 


aafi 
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her in a room where the carpet was blue, and they were there; 
chat the furniture should be of last century, and he examined 
the cabinets in the comets, which were satinwood inlaid with 
delicate ttaceties, and on the walls were many mirrott and gold 
and mahogany frames. 

** Merat I ** The maid came from the dressing-room. ** You 
have some friends in front. You can go and ait with them. 
I sha'n't want you till the end.** When the door closed, their 
eyes met, and th^ trembled and were in dtrad. **Come 
and sit by me.'* She indicated his place by her side on the 
sofa. “ We are all alone. Talk to me. How did 1 sing 
to-night ? ** 

** Never did the music ever mean so much as it ^d to-night," 
he said, sitting down. 

** W^t did it mean ? ” 

** Everything. All the beauty and the woe of existence were 
in the music to-night.** 

Their thoughts wandered from the music, and an effort was 
required to return to it. 

** Do you remember,** she said, with a little in her voice, 
" how the music sinks into the slumber motive, ”Hark, beloved; * 
then he answers,' Let me die * ? ** 

" Yes, and with the last note the undulating tune of the 
harps begins in the orchestra. BtangHne is heard warning 
them.** 

They sat looking at each other. In sheer desperation she 
said— 

** And that last phrase of all, when the toids of the lovers 
seemed to float away." 

" Over the low rim of the universe—like little clouds.** 

“ And then ? *’ 

He tried to speak of his ideas, but be could not collect his 
thoughts, and after a few sentences he said, ** 1 cannot talk of 
these things." 

The room seemed to sway and cloud, and her arms to reach 
out instinctively to him, and she would l^ve fdlen into his arma 
if he had not suddenly asked her what had been decided at Sir 
Owen Asher's. 

"Let me kiss you, Evelyn,** he aaid, "or I shall; ga 
mad.** 

** No, Ulick, this k not nice of you. 1 shall not be able to ask 
you to my room again.** 

He kt go her hand, and she said—• 

" Tm not going to marry Sir Owen, but 1 mwt QOt let you 
kiss me.** 

** But you most, Evelyn, you must.** 

"Why roust I?** 

" Do you not fe^l thst it la Co be ? ** 
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“Whftttttobc?" 

** 1 do not know what, but 1 have been drawn towards you 
so long a wUJe—long before 1 saw you, ever since 1 heard youx 
name, the moment 1 saw that old photograph in the music-room, 
I knew.” 

” What did you know ? ” 

** When 1 heard your name it called up an image in my mind, 
and that image has never wholly Idt me—it comes back often 
like a ghost.” 

” When you were thinking of something dififerent ? ” 

” I am your destiny, or one of your destinies.” 

Her eyes were fixra eagerly ujpon him; his darkness and the 
mysteries he represented attracted her, and she even felt she could 
follow. At the same moment his eyes seemed the most beautiful 
in the world, and she desired him to make love to her. While 
enticing, she resisted him, now more feebly, and when he let go 
her hands she sat looking at him, wondering how she was to get 
through the evening without kksing him. . . . She spoke to 
him about his opera. He asked her if she were going to sing it, 
and she looked at him with vague, uncertain eyes. He said he 
knew she never would. She ask^ him why he thought so, 
and again a great longing bent him towards her. She withdrew 
her hands and face from his lips, and they had begun to talk of 
other things when he perceived her hux close to his. Unable 
to resist he kissed her cheek, fearing that she would order him 
from the room. But at the instant of the touching of his lips, 
she threw her arm about his neck, and drew him down as a 
mermaiden draws her mortal lover into the depths, and in a 
wondering world of miraculous happiness he surrendered him¬ 
self. 

” Dearest, dearest,” he said, raising himself to look at 
her. 

” Ulick, Ulick,** she said, ** let me kiss you, Tve longed such 
a while.” 

He thought he had never seen so radiant a face. What disguise 
had fallen^ And looking at her, he strove to disrover the 
woman who had denied him so often. This new woman seemed 
made all of light and love and transport, the woman of all bis 
divinations, the being the old photograph m the old musk-room 
had warned him of, the being that the voice of his destiny had 
told him Ite was to meet. And as they stood by the fireplace 
looking into each other’s eyes, he gradually became aware m his 
happiness. It broke in his heart with a thrill and duvet like an 
exquisite dawn, opal and rose; the brilliancy of her eyes, the 
rapture of her fiurc, the magnetk stirring of die little gold curls 
’ dong her forehead were so wonderful that he feared ner as an 
enchanter fears the spirit he has raised. Like aac who has 
suddenly chanced on me biStc^, he gwrrf on the pxoaptxt, be- 
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liering it «U to be hit. They stood into each other’s eyes 
too eager to speak, and when she caUixl h» name he semembeted 
the iegttded forest, and tepUed witih the song of the hird ihat 
leads Siegfried to BrunnhUde. She laughed, and saug the next 
two bars, and then seemed to for^ everything. 

** Dearest, of what are you thiiwing ? ** 

** Only if I ever shall kuM you again, Ulick.” 

** You will always kiss me I ” 

She did not answer, and, frightened by her ktespoosive eyes, 
he said— 


**But, Bvdyn, you must love me, me^-only me; you will 
never see him again ? ’’ 

She did not answer, and when he spoke, his voice trembled. 

** But it is impossible you can ever marry him now.” 

** I am not going to marry Owen.” 

** You told him so the otbet night ? ” 

*'Ye8, 1 told him, or very nearly, that I could not marry 
him.” 

' ** You cannot marry him, you love me. . « . But why don’t 

you answer. What ate you thinking of ? ” 

“Only of you, dear. . , . Let roe kiss you again,” and in 
the embrace he forgot for the moment the inquietime her answer 
had caused him. 

“ That is my cidl,” she said. ” How am I to sing the Ijebestod 
after all this ? How does it begin ? ” 

Ulick ssng the opening phra^ and she cootlQued the music 
for some bars. 

**I hoM 1 shall get thto^h it all right. Then,” she*'said, 
** we go home together in the brougioani.” 

At that moment a knock was heard, and Merat entered. 
“ Mademoiselle, you have no time to lose.” 

The call boy’s voice was heard on the stairs, and Evelyn 
hastened away. Ulick followed, and the first thUig he hesird 
when he got ai the stage was Tristan’s death motive. He 
listeoe^ not so much to the music itself to its occult significance 
regarding Evelyn and* himself. And as Isolde’s grief changed 
ficom wikl Jarn^ for sensual delight to a resigned and noble 
pra^, the figuss of ecstasy broke wkh « sound as of wings 
and liUck seemed to witness a soul’s tnnsfigurstionf 
He watched it rising in several asoeoaioos, like « ktlrs fii^t. 
For an instant it seemed to float in some divine oonsumoaation, 
then, lilm the bird, to suddenly oueoeb in the radiance of the sky. 
The harps wept ftuewell over toe bodies of die lovers, then ul 
was done, ana he stood at the winu Ustening to the applause. 
She came to him at once, as soon as & curtain was down. 

“HowdkUsingit?” 

” As well as ever.” 

“ But you seem sad; sdiat is it ? ” 
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*'It seemed to mean something—something, I cannot tell 
what, something to do with us.** 

**No/* she said, looking at him. **I was only thinking 
of the music. Wait for me, dear, I shall not keep you 
lone.** 

jEie walked up and down the stage, and in his hand was a 
wreath that some admirer bad kept for the last. For excitement 
he could hardly bid the singm good-night aa they passed him. 
Now it was Tristan, now Brangiine, now one <x the chorus. 
I'lw question raged within him. Was it fated that she should 
marry him ? So ffu: as he understood the omens she would not; 
but the readinn were obscure, and his will threw itself out in 
opposition to me influence of Sir Owen. But he was not certain 
that that was the direction whence the danger was coming. He 
could only exert, however, bis will in that direction. At lut 
he saw her coming down the steep stairs, wrapped in a white 
opera cloak. They walked in silence—she all rapture, but his 
happiness already clouded, llie brougham was so full of flowers 
that they could oardly find place for tnemselves. She drew him 
closer, and said— 

** What is the matter, dear ? Am I not nice to you ? ** 

“ Yes, Evelyn, you*tc an enchantment. Only-** 

** Only what, dear ? ** 

** I fear our future. I fear I shall lose you. All has come 
true so for, the end must happen.** 

She drew his arm about her waist, and laid his fisce on her 
bare shoulder. 

** Let there be no foreboding. Live in the present.*' 

** The future is too near us. Say you'll nuirry me, or else I 
shall ilose you altogether. It is the one influence on out 
side.**' 

She was bom, he said, under two great influences, but each 
could be modified ; one might be widened, the other lessened, 
and both modifications might finally resolve into her destiny. 
So flu* as he could read her future, it centred in him or another. 
That other, he was sure, was not Sir Owen, nor was it himself, 
he thought; for when she and he had met in the theatre, she had 
experienced no dread, but he had dreaded her, recognising her 
as his destiny. He had even reco^sed her as Ei^yn Innea 
before she had been pointed out to mm. 

** But you had seen my photograph ? ** 

" But It was not by your photograph that 1 knew you.** 

** And you knew mat 1 should care for you ? ** 

*'l knew that something had to happen. But you did not 
feel that I was your destiny. You said you experienced no dread, 
but when you met Sir Owen did you experience none ? *’ 

** I suppose I did. I was a&aid of him. At first I think I 
hated him.’* 
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** Ah, Evdyii. we shall not many—^it is* not our fate. You 
see that you cannot say you will many me. Another fate is 
beckoning you.** 

** Who is it who beckons me ? flave I alreadv met him ? ** 

He fell to dreaming again, and Evelyn askea him vainly to 
describe this other man. 

** Why are you singing that melancholy Mark motive ? ** ' 

** I did not know 1 was singing it.** m returned to his dream 
•again, but starting from it, he seized her hands. 

** Evelyn,** he said, ** we must marry; a reason obliges us. 
Have you not thought of it ? ** And then, as if he 1^ not 
noticed that she had not answered his question, he said, ** On your 
father*s account, if he shovJd ever know. Think what my 
position is. I have betray^ my friend. That is why the Mark 
motive has been singing in my head. Evelyn, you must say 
you will marry me. We must marry at once, for your father*8 
sake. I have betrayed him, my best friend. ... 1 have acted 

worse than that other man.** 

** Ulick, dear, open the window ; the scent of these flowers is 
overpowering. . . . That is better. Throw some of those 
bouquets into the street. We might give them to those poor 
men, they might be able to sell them. . . . Tell the coachman 
to stop.** 

The chime of destiny sounded clearer than ever in their ears; 
it seemed as if they could almost catch the tune, and with a 
convulsive movement Evelyn drew her lover towa^s her. 

** Every hour threatens us,** he said. ** Gun you not hear ? 
Do not go to Park Lane—Park Lane threatens ; your friend Lady 
Duckle threatens. I sec nothing but threats and menaces; all 
are leagued against us.** 

** Drarest, we cannot spend the night driving about London.*' 

He sighed on his mistress’s showder. She threw his black 
hair from his forehead. 

** There is no hope. We shall be separated, scattered to 
different winds.** 

** Why do you think that ? How do you know these tlungs, 
Ulick ?*‘ 

** Evelyn, in losing you I lose the principle of my life, but 
you will lose nothing in losing me. So it is written. But yop 
are not listening; 1 am wearying you; you're clinging to tm 
present, knowing that you will soon lose it.’* 

She threw herself upon him, and kissed him as if she would 
annihilate destiiyr on Ms lips, and until they reached Park Lane 
there was no future, only a delirious present for both of 
them. 

** 1 won't ask yoo in; I am tired. Good-bye, dearest, good¬ 
bye. 1*11 write.” 

** Remember that my time is short,” and there was a strange 
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accent in hia ▼oke which she did not hear till kmc after. She 
had locked herself into the sensual present, and, luued hi happy 
sensations of gratified sense, she allowed Mec^t to undress 
She thought di the soft hucury of her bed, and lay down, her 
brain full of fioating impressions of flowers, music and of 



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

And when Ment called her in the momi^, she wm 
dreaming of love. She turned over, and, closinp; her eyes, 
strove to continue her dream, but it fled like mooiuhuie from her 
memory, and was soon so fiur distant that she could not even 
perceive the subject of it. And she awoke in spite of herself, 
and sat up in bed sipping her chocolate ; and then lay back upon 
the pillow with Uuck tot the inner circle of her thought. It 
seemed that she could think of him for hours; die romance of 
his personality carried her on and on. At one moment she 
dwelt on the ^Id glow in his dark eyes, the paint>like blackness 
of his hair, and his long thin hands. At ano&er her fancy liked 
to evoke superstitions. For him the past, present and future 
were not twain, but one thing. And every time she saw him, 
she was more and more interested. Every time she discovered 
something new in him—^he did not exist on the surface of things, 
but deep in himself; and she wondered if she would ever know 
him. 

Her thoughts paused a moment, and then she remembered 
something he had said. It had sttuck her at the tim^ but now it 
appeared to her more than ever interesting. Githolicism, he had 
said, had not fallen from him—^he had merely learnt that it waa 
only part of the truth; he had gone further, he bad raised himself 
to a higher spirituality. It was not that be wanted less, but more 
than Catholicism could give him. In religion, as in art, there 
were higher and lower states. We began 1^ admiring ** Faust,'* 
and went on to Wagner, hence to &ethoven and Palestrina. 
Catholicism was the spirimd &re of the multitude; there waa a 
closer communion with the divine essence. She had forgotten 
what came next. ... He held that we are always warned of 
our destiny and it had been proved that in the hypnotic sleep/ 
when the pulse of life was weakest, almost at pause, there was a 
fa«ightening of the powers of vision and houing. A patient 
whose eyes had been covered with layers of cotton wool had 
been able to read the newspaper. Another patient had been able 
to tell what was passing in another mind, and at a distanoe of a 
mile. The only explanation that Cfaatt^ could give of this 
second ej^eriment was that the knovriedge fakd hm conveyed 
through tM tustUng of the blood in the veins, whtd& the hypoocic 

*53 



EVELYN INNES 


234 


sleep had enabled the patient to hear. And Ulick submitted 
that this scientific explanation was more incredible than any 
spiritual one. There was much else. There was all Ulick*s 
wonderful talk about the creation of things by thought, and his 
references to the mysterious Kabbala had strangely interested 
her. But suddenly she remembered that perchance his spiritual¬ 
ism was allied to the black art of the necromancers; and her 
Githolic conscience was mysteriously affrighted, and she ex¬ 
perienced the attraction of terror. Was it possible that he 
Mlicved that ail the accidents, or what we suppose aie accidents, 
have been earned in a preceding life ? Did he really believe 
that lovers may tempt each other life after life, that a group cMf 
people may come together again ? 

** Mademoiselle, it is half-past ten.” 

” Very well, Mcrat, I will get up. I will ring for you when 
I have hod my bath.” 

” Lady Duckle has gone out, and will not be home for lunch.” 

Inhere was not even a letter, and the day stretched out before 
her. Ulick might call, but she did not think he would. She 
thought of a visit to her father, but sometliing held her back, 
and l^lwich was a long way. After breakfast she went to the 
piano and sang some of Ulick’s music ; stopping suddenly in the 
middle of a bar, she thought she would send him a note asking 
him to come to lunch. But what should she do till two o'clock ? 
it was now only eleven. Suddenly it struck her that she might 
take a hansom and go and see him. She had never seen his 
rooms, and to visit him there would be more amusing than for 
him to come to Park Lane; and she imagined his surprise and 
delight at seeing her. Her thoughts went to the frock she would 
wear—a new one had come home yesterday—this would be an 
excellent opportunity to wear it. She would take him to lunch 
with het at some restaurant I She was in excellent humour. 
Her thoughts amused her, and she reflected that she had done 
well to choose the pale shot silk with green shades in it. It was 
trimmed with black lacc, and she selected a large blacks hat with 
black ostrich feathers to wear with it. 

And seeing the people in the streets as she drove past, she 
wondered if they were as happy as she was. She speculated on 
their errands, and wondered if. many of the women were going, 
like her, to their lovers. She wondered what their lovers were 
like, and she laughed at her thoughts. Seeing that she was 
passing through a very mean street, she hoped that UUck’s rooms 
were not too Bohemian, and felt relieved when she found that the 
street she dreaded led into a square. A square, she reflected, 
always means a certain measure of respectability. And the 
faded, old-fashioned neighbourhood pleased her. Some of tl^ 
houses seemed as IF they had known more fashionable days; ami 
the square exhaled a tender melancholy; it suggested a visioo 
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of dfcainy lives—olives lived in ideas, lives of students who lived 
in books unaware of the externality of things. 

But the cabman could not find the number, and Evelyn im> 
patiently inquired it from the vagrant childnen. There were 
groups of th^ on the wide doorstep, and Evelyn ima|(ined the 
interior of the house, wide passages, gently-sloping staircase, its 
heavy banisters. It surprised and amused her to find that she 
had in^ined it quite correctly; and when she reached the landing 
to which she had been directed, she stopped, hearing his voice. 
He was only talking to himself; she pushed the door and called 
to him. 

** Oh, it is you ? ** he said; “ you have come sooner than I 
expected.’* 

** Then you expected me, Ulick ? '* 

** Yes, I expected you.” 

” Expected me . . . to-day 1 But, UUck, what were you 
saying when I came in ? ” 

** Only some Kabbalistic formula,” he replied, quite naturally. 

”But you don’t really believe in such superstitions, and if 
surely is very wrong.” 

He looked at her incredulously, as he might at some beautiful 
apparition likely at any moment to vanish from his sight, then 
reverentially drew her towards him and kissed her. Her hand 
was laid on his shoulder, and in a delicious apprehension she 
stood looking at him. 

“ Where shall we sit ? ” 

He threw some books and papers from a long cane chair, and 
she lay down in it. He sat on the arm, and then tried to 
talk. 

” Let me take your hat.” 

She unpinned it, and he placed it on the piano. 

His room was lighted by two square windows looking on the 
open space in front of tire square, where the v^rant children 
gatherra in noisy groups round a dripping iron fountain. The 
floor was covered with grey-green drugget, and near the fire¬ 
place, drawn in front of tire window, was a large oak table covered 
with papers of various kinds. A^nst the end wall there was a 
bookcase, and there were shelves filled with books. There were 
two arm-chairs, a piano, and some prints of Blake’s illustration^ 
to Dante on the walL The writing table, covered with manu¬ 
script music, roused Evelyn’s curiosity. She glanced down a i:>age 
of or^esttation, and th^ picked up the first pages of an ardcre, 
and having read them she said— 

” How severe you are in your articles. You are gentler in 
your music, more like yourseUF; but I see your servant does not 
waste her time dusting your books . . . and that is your bed¬ 
room, may I see it ? ” 

He looked at her abashed. ** I am aftaid my room will seem 
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to you Tcry unluxuriout. 1 have read of pcima donnaa* bod* 
rooms.” 

But the bare simplicity of the room did not dbplease her; 
it seemed to her more natural to sleep in a low. narrow bed like 
his, than in fine linen and eiderdown quilts, and she liked the 
scant, bleak furniture, the two chairs, the iron wash-hand stand, 
and the window curtained with a bit of Indian musUn. They 
stood talking, hardly knowing what they were saying. Her 
eyes embarrassed him, and she stopped in the midcUe of a 
sentence. 

** Now, Ulick,” she said, turning towards the door, '* I want 
you to take me to lunch. We’ll go to the Savoy.” 

He had to admit he had not sufficient money. Three shillings 
and sixpence were what remained until he received the cheque 
from one of his newspapers. 

** But 1 am not going to have you pay for my lunch, Ulick. 
1 am asking you. Be nice, don’t refuse; what does it matter ? 
What does money matter to me ? It comes in so fast that 1 
don’t know what to do with it.” 

It was at the end of the season, and there were not many people 
in the low-ceilinged dining-room. All the waiters knew Evelyn, 
and she was conducted ceremoniously to a table. And as she 
passed up the room, she wondered what was being thought of 
lilick. He was so difTerent from the exquisite, foppish elegimce 
of the man she was usually seen with. He was stran^lool^g, 
but Ulick was as distinguished as Owen, only the distinction was 
of another kind. 

He always remembered how at the end of lunch she took out 
her gold knitted purse, and emptied its contents on the tablecloth. 
And he was astonished at the casualness with which she spent 
money in every shop that caught her fancy. The afttmoon 
included a visit to the saddler’s, where she had to make inquiries 
about bits and bridles. She c^led at two jewellers, where she 
had left things to be mended. She ordered a dozen pair of boots, 
and purchased a large quantity of stationery after a long dis¬ 
cussion about dies, stam^ and monograms. And when im this 
was finished, she proposed they should have tea in Kensington 
Gardens. 

Ulick knew very little of London. He knew Victoria Station, 
for he took the train there to Dulwich; the Strand, for he went 
there to see editors; and Bloomsbury, because he lived tbexe. 
But he had never b^n to the park, and seemed|pu2xled|when 
Evelyn spoke of the Serpentine and the roundjfpond. It was 
surprising, he said, to find forest groves in the heart of London, 
'fhey haa tea at a little table set beneath huge branches, and after 
tea they sat on a sloping lawn filing the long water. She won¬ 
dered u he were aware of the beauty of things, the wonder of 
life, the blue of the sky, the tomanee of the douds* But the 
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VIS beat on hearing of the invisible world apparently always 
so visible to him, and she tried to win his thou^ts away from 
the park, and to lead him to speak his visions. She aid not 
know if she believed in them, but she pined for Gcaltation, for 
an unloosening of riie materialistic terror in which Owen 1^ 
tied her, and in this nsood Ulick's dreams floated up in her life, 
like clouds in a cloudless sky. He sat talking, lost in his dreamy 
and she sat listening like one enchanted. Now their talk had 
strayed from the de8a:4’*^ion8 of visions beheld by folk who lived 
in back parlours in Bloomsbury sauares to the philosophy o£ 1^ 
own belief; and she smiled for oelight at seemg the Druid in 
him. The ancient fluths had survived in him, and it seemed 
natural and even right that he should believe that after death 
men p^ to the great plain the land over the sea, the land of 
the cnildren of Dana. Men lived there, he said, for a while, 
enjoying all their desires, and at the end of this period they ate 
bom again. Man lives between two desires—^his desire of 
spiritual peace and bappiness, and his desire of earthly experience. 

** Oh, how true tl^ is I ’* 

** Man's desire of earthly experience," Ulick continued," draws 
him to re-birth, and he is bom into a form that fits his nature as 
a glove fits a hwd; the soul of a warrior passes into the robust 
form of a warrior; the soul of a poet into the most sensitive 
body of a poet; so you see how modem science has only robbed 
the myths of their bmuty." 

He spoke of the old Iririi legend of Mongan and the Bard, 
and Evelyn begged of him to tw it her. 

** Mongan,'* ne said, **had been Fin MacCool two hundred 
years before. When he was Fin he had been present at the death 
of a certain king. The bard was singing baore Mongan, 
mis-stated the place of the king’s death. Mongan corrected him, 
and the Bard was so incensed at the correction that he threatened 
to satirise the kingdom so that it should become barren. And he 
would only agree to withhold his terrttde satire if Mongan would 
give him his wife." 

" Mrs. Mongan ? " 

** Yes, jtist so," Ulick replied, laughing. " Mongan asked £ot 
three days* delay to consider the dreadful dilemma m which the 
Bard's threat had placed hinw ' And during that time Mongaiv 
sat with his wifi: consoling her, saying,' A man will come to us, 
his fleet are already upon tiit western sea.* And at the time when 
the Bard stood up to claim the wife, a strange warrior came into 
the encampment, holding a barbless spear. He said that he was 
GM>lte, one o£ Fin's famous warriors, that the king whose place 
of death was in dispute was killed where Mongan had said, that 
if they dug down into the earth they would md the spear-head, 
that it woud fit theahaft he held in Us hand, that it was the spear¬ 
head that had the king.** 
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** Go on, and tell me some more stories. I love to listen to 
you—you are better than any play.*' 

Ana she wondered if he were indeed an ancient Druid come to 
life again, and that the instinct of the ancient rites lingered in 
him. However this might be. he could answer all her questions, 
and she was much interested when at the end of another tale he 
told her of Blake's visions and prophetic books. She knew 
little about Blake, and listened to Ulick's account of his visions 
and prophecies. Evelyn thought of Owen, and to escape from 
the thought she spoke of a legend which Ulick bad once men¬ 
tioned to her. 

You did not tell it to me, only the end ; the very last phrase 
is all I know of it. *and the further adventures of Bran are 
unknown.'" 

** Bran, the son of Fcval, is the story of a man who went to 
the great plain, the land over the sea. the land of the children 
of Dtoa. He was sitting in his court when a beautiful woman 
appeared, and she told him to man his ship and sail to the land of 
the Gods, the land where no one dies, where blossoms fall for 
ever. ... I have forgotten the song, what a wonderful song it 
is. Ah. 1 remember. " Where music is not bom. but continually 
is there, where ' . . . no. 1 can’t remember it. Bran sails away, 
and after sailing for some days he meets a man driving a chariot 
over the waves. This man says. * To my eyes you are sailing 
over the tops of a forest.' and in many other ways makes clear 
to him that all things are but appearances, and change with the 
eye that secs them." 

** How true that is. At Lady Ascott's ball 1 was enjoying 
myself, delighted with the brilliancy of the dresses, the jewellery 
and the flowers, and in a moment they all passed away ; I only 
saw a L'tcie triviality and heard a voice cryingwithin me. * Why are 
you here, why are you doing these things? This ball means 
nothing to you.*" 

** That was the voice of your destiny; your life is no longer 
with Owen.” 

** With whom is it. Ulick ? Tell me, you can see into the 
future." 

**I know no more than 1 told you last nigjht. I am your 
destiny for to-day." • 

They looked at each other in fear and sadness—and though 
both knew the truth, neither could speak it. 

" Then what happens to Bran, the son of Feval ? *' 

'* Bran visits many islands df many delights, but wishing to 
see his native land once more, he sails away, but the people of 
those islands have told him that he must not set foot on any earthly 
shore, or he will perish. So he sails close to his native umd. but 
does not leave the ship. The inhabitants ask him who he is; 
he tells them, and they reply. * The voyage of Bran, son of Feval. 
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is among our most ancient stories.* One man swims ashore, 
and the moment his foot touches earth he becomes a heap of dust. 
Bran sails away, and the sto^ ends with a phrase which you 
aliouiy know—* The further aaventures of Bran are unknown.* " 

“ How true I how true 1 the stories of our lives are known 
up to a certain point, and our further adventures are unknown.** 

T^y were gwd of a little silence, and Evelyn sat striving to 
read her own destiny in the legend. Bran visited many islands 
of many delights, but when he wished to return to his native land 
he was told that he must do no more than to sail along its coast, 
that if he set foot on any earthly shore he would perish. But 
what did this story mean, what meaning had it for her ? She had 
visited many blands of many delights, and had come home again 1 
What meaning had this sto^ for her ? why had she rcmcmMced 
the last phrase ? why had she been impellra to ask Ulick to tell 
her this story ? She looked at him—he sat with his eyes on the 
ground absorbed in thought, but she did not think he was think¬ 
ing of the legend, but of how soon he would lose her, and' she 
shuddered in the warm summer evening as from a sudden chill. 
It was now nearly seven o*cIock—she would soon have to go 
home to dress for dinner. They were dining out, she and Lady 
Duckle, and she would meet once more Lady Ascott, Lady 
Summeisdean, those people whose lives she had begun to feel 
had no further concern for her. 

The hour was inexpressibly calm and alluring; the blue pallor 
of the sky and the fa^g of the sunset behind the tall Bayswatcr 
houses raised the soul with a tingling sense of exalted happiness 
and delicioua melancholy. She did not ask herself if she loved 
Ulick better than Owen; she only knew that she must act as she 
was acting—^that the moment had not come when she would 
escape from tuirself. They walked by the water*s ed^, their 
souls stiU like the water, and like it, full of calm renections. 
They were aware of the evening’s s^ serenity, and the little 
struggling p^sions of their lives. Very often Nature seemed on 
the very point of whispering her secret, but it escaped her ears 
like an euo in the far distance, like a phantom that disappears 
in the mist. 

** Will you come and see me to-morrow ? ** he asked suddenly. 

'* We hiad better not see each other every day,** she said; ** still,* 
I doa*t see thete would be any harm if you came to see me in the 
afternoon.*' 

Her conscience drowsed like this heavy, somnolent evening, 
and a red moon rose behind the tall trees. 

*'The time will come,** he said, “when you will hate me, 
Evelyn.'* 

*' 1 don't think 1 diall be as unjust as that. Good-bye, dear, 
the afternoon has passed very pleasantly.*' 



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

Owen had telegraphed to her and she had come at once. 
But how callous and unsympathetic she was. If people knew 
what she was, no one would speak to her. If Owen l^w t^ 
she had desired his mother’s death. . . . But had she ? She 
had only thought that, if Lady Asher were not to recover, it were 
better mat she died before she, Evelyn, arrived at Riversdale. 
As the carriage drove through the woods she noticed that th^ 
were empty and silent, save zor the screech of erne incessant bins, 
and she mought of the dead woman’s face, and contrasted it with 
the summer time. 

The house stood on the side of some rising ground In the midst 
of the green park. Cattle were grazing dreamily in the grass, 
which grew rich and long about a string of ponds, and she couU 
•ee Owen walking under the colonnade. As the carriage came 
round the gravel space, his eyes sought her in the brougham, and 
she knew the wild and perplexed look on his face. 

** No, don’t let’s go into the house unless you’re tired,” he said, 
and they walked down the drive under the branches, maldpg, 
they knew not why, for the open park. ” This is terrible, ismt 
it ? And this beautiful summer’s oay too, not a cloud in the sky, 
not a wind in all the air. How peaceful the cattle axe in m 
meadow, and the swans in the pond. But we are unhappy. 
Why is this ? You say that it is the will of God. That is no 
answer. But you think it is ? ” 

Fearing to irriute him, she did not speak, but he would not 
be put oh, and she said— 

”Do not let us arm, Owen, dear. Tell me about it. It 
was Quite unexpected r ” 

** Sine had bm in ill-health, as 3 rou know, for some time. 
Let us go this way.” 

He led her through the shrubbery and through the wicket into 
the meadows which lav under the terrace, an^ thinking of the 
dead woman, she wondered at the 8tran«, somnolent life of the 
cattle in the meadows and the swans on the pond. The willows, 
as if exhausted by the heat, seemed to bend wder the stream, and 
their eyes foUov^ the lines of the woods and looked into the 
bumii^ blue of the sky, striving to read the secret there. A rim 
of moist earth under thdr feet, and above their heads the infinite 
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blue I The stillness of the sununer was in eveiy blade of emss, 
in every leaf, and the pond reflected the sky and willows in hard, 
immovable reflections. An occasional ripple of the water-fowl 
in the reeds impressed upon them the myst^ of Nature's indififer- 
enoe to human suAsrin^. 

** In that house behmd tiuit colonnade she lies dead. Good 
God I isn't it awful 1 We shall never see her. But you think 
we shall ? " 

“Owen, dear; let as avoid all discussion. She was a good 
woman. She was very good to me." 

“ I haven't told you that it was by her wish that I sent for you. 
She want^ to ask you to promise to marry me. ... I told her 
that 1 had asked you, ana that in a way we were engaged. 1 
could not say more. You seemed unsettled, you seemra to wish 
to Mt out of your promise—^is not that so ? '* 

Evelyn thought of the scene by Lady Asher's bedside that an 
accident had saved her from. Marri^ was mote than ever 
impossible. should she have said if Lady Asher had not 

died bdfore she arrived ? The dying woman's eyes, the dykig 
woman’s voice I Good heavens i what wo^d she have saidT 
But she had considered nothing. After glancing at the telegram, 
she had told Merat to pack a clothes, and bad rushed away. 
She pondered the various excuses she might have sent. Sne 
might have said she was not in when the telegram came, she had 
onty just caught the train as it was; if she had not got the telegram 
before eleven o'clock she would luve been safe. But all that was 
past now. Lady Asher had died before she arrived. It were better 
that she had died—anything were better rather than that scene 
should have taken plaM; for she could not have promised to 
marry Owen. What would she have done? Refused while 
lookbg into her dying eyes, or run out of the room ? 

“ You don’t answer me, Evelyn.'* 

** Owen, don't press me. Enough has been said on that sub¬ 
ject. This is no time to discuss such questions." 

“ But it is, Evelyn—it was her dearest wish. ... Is it then 
impossible ? Have you entirely ceased to care ? " 

** No, Owen, I'm veiv fond of you. But you don't really 
want to marry me, it is because your mother wished it." 

His face chang^ expression, and she knew that he was nou 
certain on the point himself. 

“ Yes, Evelyn, I do, indeed 1 do "; and convinced for the 
moment that what he said was true, he took her hands, and look¬ 
ing at ^r be add^ ** It was her wish, and if what you believe be 
true, she is listening now from behind that blue sky." 

Both were tietrmling, and while the swans floated by, they 
rryMiAmyi ^ depth oi bluc Contained in the sky. was 
taken with a little dread, and was surprised to find in himself a 

in pn—iKiltty mf aftt»r life. Suddenly 
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his sclf-consciousness fell from him, was merged in his instinct 
of the woman. 

** Hvelyn, if I don't marry you I shall lose vou. I cannot lose 
you, that would he to lose everything. 1 don^t ask any questions, 
whether you like Ulick Dean, nor even what your imtions are. 
1 only want to know if you will marry me." 

He read in her eyes that the tale of their love was ended, and 
heard his future life ring hollow. It seemed strange that at such 
a moment the serene swans should float about them, that the 
water-fowl should move in and out of the reeds, and that the 
green park and the cloudless sky were like painted paper. 

Then everything is over, everything 1 had to live for, all is 
a blank. But when you sent me away before, you had to take me 
back ; you’re not a woman who can live without a lover." 

** It is diflicult, I know.” 

** What has come between us, tell me ? This fellow Ulick 
Dean or religious scruples ? " 

** 1 have no right to talk about religious scruples." 

*• Then it is this man. You love him, you've ceased to care for 
me, and you ask me to barter my right to kiss you, to take you in 
my arms, so that I may remain your friend. Why, Evelyn, 
have you got tired of me ? " 

But I nave not got tired of you, Owen. I am very fond of 
you.” 

" Yes, but you don’t care any more for me to make love to 
you." 

" Of course it is not the same as it was in the beginning, but 
there is affection." 

*' When passion is dead, all is dead, the rest is nothing." 

It seemed so shameful that he should suffer like this, and she 
strove to rouse herself out of her stony determination. She was 
like one upon a rampart; she could see the surrounding country, 
hut could not escape to it; this rampart was the instinct, 
in w'hich Nature had shut her soul. But she could not bear to 
see him cry. 

** Oh, Evelyn, this cannot be." 

Then, feeling that the reality was too brutal, she yielded to 
the temptation to disguise the truth. 

** I don't know what 1 shall do, Owen; there would be no use 
making promises." 

** Then you do love me a little, Evelyn ? ” 

** Yes, Owen, you must never doubt that. I shall always be 
fond you; remember that, whatever happens." 

" Yes, I know, as a friend. Look round I the earth and the 
sky ate quiet, and one day we shall be quiet too, only that is sure." 

As they walked towards the house, their self-ctMisdoasness 
rose to so high a pitch that the park a^ house seemed to diem 
like a thin illusion, a sort of painted paper tealiq^, which nugfat 
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houiB between the ptesent moment and the moment when she 
would be taken from him. Whereas she was thinking that these 
hours would never pass. She realised the long hours before the 
sunlight waned. She thought of their lonely dinner and their 
evening after it. All that while she would witness his grief for 
the love that had gone from her» a love which she could no mote 
give than she could once withhold. The great green park lay 
before their eyes, they strayed through the woods talking of her 
Isolde. He had not seen the performance. He had been called 
away the day she played it, but his pockets were full of the articles 
that had been written about her. The leaves of the beech trees 
shimmered in the steady sunlight, and they could see the green 
park through the drooping branches. She often detected a sob 
in his voice, and once, whife sitting under a cedar tree at the edge 
of the terrace, he had to turn aside to hide his tears, and the sadness 
of everything made her sick and ill. 

They had tea in the west hall. Owen had ceased to compkun, 
and she had begun to think that she could not give him up entirely. 

The day him passed somehow; dinner was over. Around 
the green park the last light of the sunset grew narrower, and the 
cattle faded mysteriously into the gathering gloom. Owen held 
converse with himself, but with recognition of the fact that he 
was listened to by ^e second subject of his discourse, and that 
they themselves were his ideas, the figuration of his teaching, 
enaowed his philosophy with a dramatic intensity. 

** How you used to hang round my neck and listen with eager 
nervous eyes. You always had the genius of exaltation. You 
were wonderful; I watched you, I understood you, I appreciated 
you; you were a marvellous jewel I had found, and of which I 
was excessively proud. I hardly lived at all for myself. You 
were my life; my life lived in you. Every time I went to see 
you, every appointment was a thrill, a wonder, a mystc^. But 
It was not until you took me back after that separation at Floren« 
that 1 sank into the depths of love. Then 1 became like a diver in 
the deep sea. What 1 had known before were but the shallows 
of passion. What I felt after Florence was the translucid calm 
of the ocean's depth. I lived in the light of an inner consciousness, 
seeing you always, your face always before me, and my whole ^ 
being held in a rapt devotion, a self-sufficiency, an dotation 
beyond the reach words. Oh, Evelyn, 1 Imve been extra¬ 
ordinarily in love. But all this is nothing to you ; it even bores 
you.” 

** No, Owen, no, but you don't understand.” 

The ^sire to ti^ him the truth came up in her throat, but the 
moment she sought to express it in words it became untruth, 
and it was to save herself from falsehood that she remained silent. 

"I knew my mistake, but the temptation was irresistible. 
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I ‘wanted so to tell 'you that I loved you. I could not detw myself, 
edusioi^ teara, aspiration. I gained two ve^ wondemil yean, 
and so I lost you. I wonder if any lover woum have the courage 
to forswear these joys so that he might retain his mistress-? 
Would any mistress be worthy of the sacrifice ? * Better fifty 
years of Europe than a cycde of Cathay.* ** 

** Owen, dear, you*re very cruel, why do you speak like that ? 
I shall never cease to love you. Owen, dear, you doa*t hate me ? ** 
she said, turning towards him. 

The silence was intense. It seemed to enter her ears and eyes 
like water or fire, and with dim sight and a dissolution of perso^ 
control of her body, she was moved towards him, and without 
any sort of thrill of desire she was drawn, almost thrown at his 
feet. 

She accepted his kisses wearily. There was a strange look in 
her eyes which he could not interpret, and she cotild not confide 
her secret, and there was an inexpressible sadness in these last 
kisses, and Owen’s heart seemed to stand still when he said,— 

** Her last wish was our marriage ; she would be glad if she 
could see us.” 

Evelyn hid her face on his shoulders several times. He thought 
she was weeping, but her eyes remained dry. He came to her 
room that evening, and now that they were lovers a^n, it seemed 
to him impossible that she could refiase to marry him. But she 
stood looking at him, absorbed, in the presence of her future life, 
her eyes full of a strange farewell. He could extort no wotds 
from her, and her eyes retained their strange melancholy till her 
departure; hia last memory of her visit was their melancholy. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


The 


(forces within her were at truce. She was conscious of 
a suspension of hostilities. The moment was one in which she 
saw» as in a mirror, her poor, vague little soul in its hopeless 
wandering through life. She drew back, not dating to see her¬ 
self, and then was drawn forward by a febrile curiosity. She felt 
towards them so difldmely that she could not think of herself 
as the same person when she was with Owen as she was when she 
was with UUck. She remembered what she had heard the 
** dresser *’ say, and she remembered the sin. But apart from the 
deception she practised upon both men, there was the wrong¬ 
doing. Her conscience did not assail her now; but she knew 
that she would suffer to-morrow or next day. That sense of sin 
which she could not obliterate from her nature would rise to her 
lips like a salt wave, and poiscxi her life with its bitterness, and 
she asked herself vain questions : Why had she left her father ? 
Why had she two lovers ? Why did she rise to seek things that 
made her unhappy ? She thought of yesterday’s joum^ to see 
a cfying woman, and of to-night’s performance of ** Tristan and 
Isolde.” What an unhappy, maddaiing jingle. The bitter wave 
of conscience, vrhich rose to her lips and poisoned her taste, 
forced from her an avowal that she would mend her life. She 
foresaw nothing but deception, and easily imagined that not a 
day would pass without lies. All her life would m a lie, and when 
her nature rose in vehement revolt, she looked round for means 
to free herself from the fetters and chains in which she had locked 
herself. Thinking of Owen, she vowed that it must not happen 
again. But what excuse would she give ? Should she tell him 
t&t Ulick was her lover ? That was the only way, only it seemed 
so brutal. Even so she would have a lover ; and strictly speak¬ 
ing, she ought to send them both away. Very probably that is 
what she would do in the end. ... In the meantime, sns would 
keep them both on I Her face contracted in an expression of 
terror and disrat. Had her moralising, then, eodM in such 
miserable selHshness as this ? 

To escape from her thoughts she looked out at the landscape, 
hoping it would distract her. But she could take no interest in 
it. Yesterday it had seemed so beautiful, but co-day it \ras all 
reverted, and the light was difierent. She preferred to remember 
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it. She thought that they must be nearing the river, and she 
remembered how in one puce it ran round a field, making a silver 
horse shoe in the green hmd, they had crossed it twice in the space 
of a quarter of a mile; then it followed the railway, placid, docile, 
reflecting the trees and sky. Then like a child it was soon taken 
with a new idea; it ran far away out of sight, and Evelvn thought 
it would never return. But it came back again, turbulent and 
shallow ; and with woods on the steep hillside, and spanned by a 
beautiful stone bridge. A little later its wandering^ grew still 
more perplexing, and she was not sure that it had not been joined 
in some strange way by another river. But flowing round a low- 
lying fleld, coming suddenly from behind a bend in the land, it 
1^ seemed in that place like a t>ond. One bank was lined with 
bushes, the other lajy open to a view of a treeless plain divided by 
ditches. Three ladies had held their light boat in the deep current, 
and she had wondered who they were, and what was their manner 
of living and their desires, and though she would never know 
these things, the image of these ladies in their boat bad fixed itself 
in her mind for ever. 

Soon after the train began to slacken speed, and nervously she 
awaited her destiny. 

For she was uncertain whether she would send Ulick a telegram, 
telling him to come to Park Lane, or whether she would drive 
strai^t to his lodgings. At the l^ttom of her heart she knew 
that when she arrived at St. Panctas she would tell the cabman, 
** Queen’s Separe, Bloomsbury.” And an hour later, nervous 
with expectation, she sat in the cab, seeing the streets pass behind 
her. She was beginning to know the characteristics of the 
neighbourhood, and in the afternoon light they awoke her out 
of a trembling lethargy. She recognised the old iron gateway, 
the open space, the mirs^ fountain and the troop of neglectM 
children. She liked the forlorn and rusty square. She experi¬ 
enced a sort of sinking anguish while waiting on the doorstep, 
lest he might not be at home. But when the servant girl said 
Mr. IDcan was upstairs, she liked her dirty, good-naturra smile, 
and she loved the stairs and banisters—it was all wonderful, and 
she could hardly believe that in a few moments more she would 
catch the first sight of his face. She would have to tell some part 
of the truth ; and since Lady Asher was dead, he could not fiul 
to believe. He would never think of asking her—she put the 
ugly thought aside, and ran up the second flight. 

In the pauses of their love-making, they often wandered round 
the walls participating in the mystery of the Wanderers, and 
sempitemd loveliness of figures who stood with raised arms, by 
the stteams of Paradise. It seemed a profanation to turn from 
these aspirations to the enjoyment of material love, and Evelyn 
Ux>ked at Ulick questiooingly. But he said that life only became 
wrong when It ceased to aspire. In an Indian temple, it had 
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once been asked who was the most holv man of alL A voung 
saint who had not eaten for ten days had oeen pointed out, but he 
said that the holiest man who ever lived stocM yonder. It was 
then noticed that the man pointed to was drunk. . . . Ulick 
explained that the drunkenness did not matter; it was an unim- 

E ^rtant detail in the man’s life, for none aspir^ as he did; and 
ughing at die story, they stood by the dusty, windy pane, her 
hand resting on his shoulder, and thev alwa>a remembered that 
that day they had seen the foliage in the squ^. 

Lady Duckle had gone to Homberg; Owen had been obliged 
to go to Bath on account of his gout; and Evelyn was free to 
abandon herself to her love of Ulick and to her love of her father, 
and she begged him not to spoil her happiness, but to come to 
Dulwich witn her. His scruples were easily argued away. She 
urged that he had not taken her away, be had brought tier back 
to her fitther. This last argument was convincing, and the 
happiest time in their lives was the week they spent in Dulwich. 
They sat down together to dinner under the lamp at the round 
table in the little back room, and their evenings were pi^ed at the 
harpsichord and the clavichord; and amid the dreams and 
aspirations of great men they attained their sublime nature. The 
music that had been given and that was to be given at St. Joseph’s 
furnished a never-faiung subject of discussion, and Mr. Isuies told 
them stories of Italy in the sixteenth century. How dmost every 
Sunday there was a festival in some church where the most 
beautiful music was beard. Along the nave were eight choirs, 
four on one side and four on the other, raised on stages eight to 
ten feet high, and fiu:ing one another at equal distances. Each 
choir had a portable organ, and the maitrtcomposatdur beat the time 
for the principal choir. And Mr. Innes’s eyes lighted up when be 
spoke of the admirable style reeitatifm the oratory of St. Marcellus 
when there was a congregation of the Brothers of the Holy Crucifix. 
This order was composed of the chief noblemen of Rome, who 
had therefore the power of bringing together the rarest musicians 
Italy could produce. The voices began with a psalm in motet 
form, and then the instruments plavra a symphony, after which 
the voices sang a story from the Old Testament, l^h chorister 
represented a personage in the story, etc. ^ He spoke of the great 
organist 9t St. Peter’s, and the wonderful inventions be is said td* 
have displayed in his improvisations. No one since had played 
the harp like the renowned Horatio, but there was no one who 
could play the lyre like the renowned Ferrabosco in England. 
Evelyn leaned across the table, transported three centuries back, 
hearing all this music, which she had known from her earliest 
years, performed by virtue of her father's description in Italy, 
m St. Fetet*s, in the oratory of St. Marcellus and in the church 
of Minerva. Sometimea her father and Ulick began an argument, 
her sympathies alternated between them; she spoke very little. 
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them, sometimes angering her father by her neutrality. But one 
evening he was a little too insistent, and Evelyn burst mto tears, 
and ran upstairs to her room. The two men looked at each 
other, and Mr. Innes begged Ulick to tell him if he had been 
unkind, and then brought him to go upstairs and try to indnee 
Evelyn to come down. Her face brightened into merry laughter 
at her own folly, and it called from her many entertaining remarka, 
80 Ulick was tempted to set them one against the other, smd to 
do so he had cmly to ask if Evelyn could sing such light soprano 
parts as Zerlina or Rosetta as well as her mother. 

In the mornings Evel 3 m and Ulick lingered in the shade of 
the chesmut trees or loitered in the lanes. At one moment they 
were teUing each other of the fatality of their passion; in the 
next, by some transition of which they were not aware, they 
found themselves discussing some musical question. They 
went for long drives ; and Richmond Park, not more than eight 
or ten miles distant, was at this season a beautiful, plaintive 
languor. There was a strange stillness in the air and a tender 
bloom upon the blue sky which spoke to the heart as no words, 
as only music could, llie shadows moved listlessly among the 
bracken, and every vista was an enticement. rain had 

allayed the dust of the rood, and the distant hillsides seemed 
in the morning mists extraordinarily blue and romantic. Ibere 
were wide prospects suggesting some great domain, and about 
the large o^s which stood in these open spaces herds of deer 
browsed, themselves the colour of the approaching month. 
About a sudden hillside, brilliantly blue, the evanescent mist 
hung over the heavy fronds, going out in the sunlight that was 
breakJng through a grey sky. Ulick exclaimed, “ How beauti¬ 
ful,'* and at the same moment Evelyn said, look at the deer, 
thev are going to jump the railings." But the deer ran underneath, 
ana galloped down the sloping park between a line of massive 
oaks; and the white and the tan hinds and fawns expEcssed in 
their life and beauty something which thriUed in the heart, and 
perforce Evelyn and Ulick remained silent. The park was 
wreitthed that morning in sunlight and mist, it seemeci to invite 
confidences, and the lovers dreamed of a perfect union of soul 
The carriage was told to wait for them, and they took a path lead¬ 
ing under a long line of trees toward high ground. Guts had 
passed there, and the ruts were full of water, but the earth about 
them was a little crisp, as if there had been frost during the night. 
They had brought with them a score of " Parsifal," for it was not 
yet certain that Evelyn would not play the of ICundry. 
Notwithstanding Ulick's criticism, she bought she would Um 
' to act in the third act. But they were too interested in each other 
to open the score, and they were excited bjr ^ wonder of Nature 
in the still morning. The sky was all wver, and a very little 
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distmoe btulied the hillsides in besutiful blue tones. The leaves 
of the oak trees hung languidly, as if considering the lowly earth 
to which they must soon return. Yet the blood was hot the 
nerves were highly strung, and life seemed of great things 

in this moody, contemp^ve morning. Inere was a wonder 
in the little wren that picked her way among the fronds, and a 
thrill in the scurry of the watdrful rabbit; and when they reached 
the crest the upland and saw an open expanse of park, with the 
deer moving away through the mist, their souls dilated, and in 
happy ecstasy they looked upon Nature with the same innocent 
wonderment as the first man and woman. 

The morning seemed to inspire adventure, and the little tale 
that Evelyn was telling was just what was required to enhance its 
suggestion. By some accident in the conversation she had been 
led to speak of how she had been nearly captured by pirates in 
the Mediterranean. They were becalmed on the African coast, 
and a boat had rowed out with fruits and vegetables. The 
suspicious countenances of this boat’s crew did not strike them 
at the time. But they were a reconnoitring party, and nex,t day 
about four in the afternoon they noticed a vessel propelled by 
siuls and oats steering straight for them, as if in the intention <x 
running them down. It paid no attention to the cries of the 
captain, but came Straight at them, and would have succeeded in 
its design if the yacht had not been going through the water 
faster than the pirates supposed, so they fell astern, and no one 
thought any more of them till they tacked, gnd they had almost 
overtaken the yacht, they were iWlly distant more than fifty 
yards, when their intention was suspected. The captain put 
the Medt4sa*s head up to the wind, and she soon began to luve 
her pitsuer behind. 

** We had no arms on board, they were fifty to twenty; the 
men would have been massacred, and 1 should have finished my 
days in a harem.** 

IJlick had brought his violin with him, and they walked under 
the drooping boughs, she singing ai^ be playing old-world 
melodies oy Lulli and Rameau. Sometimes a passer-b 3 r stopped, 
and peering through, discovered them in a hollow sitting under 
an ou. A snake crawled out of its hole, and Ulick was dbout 
to tush forward to kill it, but Evelyn laid her hand upon hii*, 
and said— 

** Let it listen, poor thing. No living thing should meet its 
death for its love of music.** 

You*re no longer the Evelyn Innes that loved Owen Asher." 
1 think 1 have changed a great deal. I was very young when 
I knew him first.*’ 

She spoke of the influence be had exercised over her, but 
now his ideas meant as little as he did himself—-it was all far 
away. Only a little trick of speedi and a turn of phrase remained 
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to xecall his passage through her life. When they returned 
home she found a letter from him on the table* and her face 
clouded as she read his letter* for it announced an intention to 
call when he came to town* and to avoid his visit she thought 
she would stop in Dulwich. But if she steyed over Saturday* 
she would have to go to Mass on Sunday. Last Sunday she 
escaped by pleading indisposition. Sbe wondered which she 
would prefer, to face Owen or to brave the effect that she knew 
Mass would produce upon her. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 

She was in the music'ioom, looking thtough the first 
act of “ Grania/* and thinking that perhaps after all she might 
remain on the stage and create the part. Her father had gone 
to St. Joseph’s for choir practice, Click had gone to London 
for strings for her viola da gamba; and aU the morning she had 
been uneasy and expectant. The feeling never quite left her 
that something was about to happen, that she was to meet someone 
—someone for whom she had been waiting a long while. So 
she started on hearing the front door bell ring. She could think 
of no one whom it might be unless Owen. If it were, what 
would she say ? And she waited, eager for the servant to 
announce the visitor. It was Monsignor Mostyn. 

She was dressed in a muslin tea-gown over shot green silk, 
and was conscious of her triviality as she stood before the tall, 
spare ecclesiastic. She admired t^ calm, refined beauty of his 
face, the bright, dark eyes and the thin features, steadfast and 
aloof as some saints she had seen in pictures. 

** I called to see your father. Miss Innes, but he is not in, and 
hearing that you were, I asked to sec you. For my business is 
really with you, that is, if you can spare the time ? ** 

** Won’t you sit down. Monsignor ? ** 

** 1 have come. Miss Inncs, to remind you of a promise that 
you once made me.” 

The colour returned to her cheeks, and a smile to her lips. 
But she did not remember, and was slightly embarrassed. 

“ Did 1 make you a promise ? ** 

^ ** Have you forgotten my speaking to you al^ut some poor 
sisters who might oe driven from their convent if they failra to 
pay the interest on a mortgage ? ** * 

** Ah, yes, on the night of the concert.” 

** They have paid the interest and kept a roof over their heads, 
but in doii^ so they have exhausted their resources; and not 
to put too me a jxsint upon it, 1 am afraid they often have not 
enough to cat. Something must be done for them. I thought 
that a concert would be the quickest way of getting them some 

** You want me to sing ? ” 

** It really would be a charitable actioa.” 

151 
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*' I shall be delighted to sing for them. Where is this con¬ 
vent ? ” 

“ At Wimbledon.” 

'* My old convent I The Passionist Sisters! ” 

“ Your old convent ? ” 

** Yes/* Evelyn replied, the colour rising slightly to her cheeks. 
*' I made a retreat there, long ago, before 1 went on the stage.'* 

She was grieved to hear that the Reverend Mother she had 
known was dead ; she had died two years ago, and Mother 
Margaret was dead too. Monsignor could tell her nothing abcMJt 
Sister Bonaventure. Mother Philippa was the sub-prioress ; and 
in the midst of her questions he explained how the financial 
difficulties had arisen. They were, he said, the result of the 
imprudences of the late Reverend Mother, one of the best and 
holiest of women, but unfortunately not endowed with sufficient 
business foresight. He was quite prepared to admit that the 
little wooden chapel which had preceded the present chapel was 
inadequate, and that she Was justified in building another, but 
not in expending nearly one thousand pounds in stained glass. 
The new chapel had cost ten thousand pounds, and the interest 
of this money had to be paid. There were other debts- 

** But there is no reason why I should weary you with an 
exact statement.** 

** But you do not weary me. Monsignor; 1 am, on the con¬ 
trary, deeply interested.** 

** The convent owes a great deal to the late Reverend Mother, 
and the last thing I wish to express is disapproval. We do not 
know the circumstances, and must not judge her; we know that 
she acted for the best. No doubt she is now praying to God 
to secure the safety of her convent.** 

Evelyn sat watching him, fascinated by the clear, peremptory, 
ecclesiastical dignity which he represented. If he had a singing 
voice, she said to herself, it would be a tenor. He had allowed 
the conversation to wander from the convent to the concert; 
and they were soon talking of their musical preferences. There 
was an impersonal tenderness, a spiritual solicitude in his voice 
which enchained her; no single idea held her, but wave after 
wave of sensation passed, transforming and dissolving, change¬ 
able as a cloud. Human life demands hope, and the priest is « 
symbol of hope ; there is always a moment when the religionist 
doubts, and t^rc is also a moment when the atheist says,. Who 
knows, perhaps.** And this man had done what she had not 
been able to do: he had put aside the paltry pleasures of the 
world, he placed his faith in things beyoxid the world, pleasures 
which perchance were not paltry. An entirely sensual life was a 
terrible oppression; hers often weighed upon her like a night¬ 
mare ; to M happy one must have an ideal and strive to live 
to it. Her mind flickered and sank, changing rapidly as an 
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evening sky, never coming to anyt^ng distinct enough to be 
called a thought. She desired to hear him speak, she felt that she 
must speak to him about religion; she wanted to know if he 
were sure, and how he had arrived at his certitudes. . . * She 
wanted to talk to him about life, death and immortality. She 
had tried to lead the conversation into a religious discussion, 
but he seemed to avoid it, and just as she was about to put a 
definite question, Ulick came into the room. He stood crushing 
his grey felt hat between his hands, a somewhat curious figure, 
and she watched him talking to Monsignor, thinking of the 
difference of vision. As Ulick said, everything was in that. 
Men were divided by the difference of their visions. She was 
curious to know how the dogmatic and ritualistic vision of 
Monsignor affected Ulick, and when the prelate left she asked 
him. 

He was as ingenuous and unexpected on this subject as he was 
on all subjects. If the antique priest, be said, clothed himself 
in purple, it was to produce an exaltation in himself which would 
bring him closer to the idea, which would render him, as it were, 
accessible to it. But the vestments of the modem priest had lost 
their original meaning, they were mere parade. This explanation 
was very like Ulick ; she smiled, and was interested, but her 
interest was passing and superficial. The advent of the priest 
had moved her in the depths of her being, and her mind was 
thick with lees of ancient sentiment, and wrecks of belief had 
floated up and hung in mid memory. She knew that the beauty 
of the ritual, the eternal psalms, the divine sacrifice, the very ring 
of the bell, the antiquity of the language, lifted her out of herseli^ 
and into a higher, a more intense ecstasy than the low medium 
of this world’s desires. And if she did not believe that the bread 
and wine were the true body and blood of God, she still believed 
in the real Presence. She was aware of it as she might be of the 
presence of someone in the room, though he might be hidden 
from her eyes. Though the bread and wine mi^t not be the 
body and blood of Christ, still the act of consecration did seem 
to her to call down the spirit of God, and it had seemed to her 
to inhabit the church at the moment of consecration. It might 
not be true to Owen, nor yet to Ulick, but it was true to her 
—it was a difference of vision. . . . She sat buried in herself, 
llien she walked to the window confused and absorbed, witti 
something of the dread of a woman who finds herself suddenly 
with child. W!ien Ulick came to her she did not notice him, 
and when he asked her to do some music with him she refused, 
and when he put his arms about her she drew away sullenly, 
almost resentfiilly. 

A few days after she was in Park l.ane. She had gone there 
CO pay some bills, and she was going through them when she 
Was staitibd by the front door bell. It was a visitor without 
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doubt. Her thoughts leaped to Monstmot, and her £»ce lighted 
up. But he did not know she was at Park Lane; he would not 
go there. ... It was Owen come up from Bath. What should 
•he say to him ? Good heavens I It was too late to say she was 
not at home. He was already on the stairs. And when he 
entered he divined that he was not welcome. They sat opposite 
ca<di other, trying to talk. Suddenly he besought her not to 
throw him over. . . . She had to refuse to kiss him, and that 
was convincing, he said. Once a woman was not greedy for 
kisses, the end was near. And his questions were to the point, 
and irritatingly categorical. Had she ever been unfaithm to 
him ? Did she love Ulick Dean ? Not content with a simple 
denial, he took her by both hands, and looking her straight in 
the face, asked her to give him her word of honour that Ulick 
Dean was not her lover, that she had never kissed him, that she 
had never even desired to kiss him, that no idea of love making 
had ever arisen between them. She pledged her word on everv 
point, and this was the second time that her //a/joft with Ulick 
nad obliged her to lie, deliberately in so many words. Nor did 
the lying even end there. He wanted her to stay, to dine with 
him; she had to invent excuses—more lies. 

She was returning to Dulwich in her carriage, and until she 
arrived home her thoughts hankered and gnawed, pestered and 
terrified her. Never had she felt so ashamed, so disgusted with 
herself, and the after taste of the falsehoods she had told came back 
into her mouth, and her face grew dark in the beautiful summer 
evening. Her brows were knit, and she resolved that if the 
occasion happened a^n, she would tell Owen the truth. This 
was no mock determination ; on this point she was quite sure of 
herself. Looking round she saw the mean streets of Camberwell. 
She saw them for a moment, and then she sank back into her 
reverie. 

She was deeciving Owen, she was deceiving her father, she 
was deceiving Ulick, she was deceiving Monsignor—he would 
not have thought of asking her to sing at the concert if he knew 
what a life was hers. Nor would those good women at the 
convent accept her aid if they knew what kind of woman she was. 
And the strange thing was that she did not believe herself to be a 
bad woman ; at the bottom of her heart she loved truth and 
sincerity. She wished to have an ideal and to live up to it, yet 
she was doing the very opposite. That was what was so strange, 
that was what she did not understand, that was what made her 
incomprehensible to herself. She sighed, and at the bottom of 
her heart there lay an immense weariness, a weariness of life, 
of the life she was leading, and she longed for a life that would 
coincide with her principles, and she felt that if she did not chan^ 
her life, she would do something desperate. She might kill 
herself. 
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It is true that man is a moral animal, but it is not true that 
there is but one morality; there are a thouMmd, die mondity 
of each race is difiezent, me morality of every individual differs. 
The origin of each sect is the desire to affirm certain moral ideas 
which parttcularly appeal to it; eve^ change of faith is deter¬ 
mined by the moral temperament of the individual; we prefer 
this religion to that religion because our moral ideas are more 
implicit in these afifetnations than in those. 

The restriction of sexual intenxturse is the moral ideal of 
Western Europe; it is the one point on which all Christians are 
agreed; it is tte one point on which they all feel alike. 
So inherent is the idea of sexual continence in the Western 
hemisphere that even those whose practice does not coincide 
with their theory rarely impugn the wisdom of the law which 
they break; they prefer to plead the weakness of the flesh as 
their excuse, and it is with reluctance that they admit that without 
an appeal to consdenoe it would be impossible to prove that 
it is wrong for two unmarried people to live together. It is not 
perceived that the fact that no material prcxif can be pi^uced 
strengthens rather than weakens the position of the moralist. 
To do unto others as you would be done unto, to love your 
neighbour as yourself, arc practical moralities which may be 
derived from social necessities, but the abstract moralities, that 
sexual intercourse is wrong except between married people, and 
that it is wrong to tell a lie, even if the lie be a perfectly harmless 
one, exist of themselves. That we cannot bring abstract moralities 
into the focus of our understanding is no argument. As wdl 
deny the stars because we cannot understand them. That abstract 
moralities impose on us should be a suifident argument that they 
cannot be the futilities that Owen would argue ^m to be—not 
them, he only protested against one. . . . (She had not thought 
of that before—Owen was no more ratio^ than she.) Tbat 
the idea of chastity should persist in spite of reason is proof of 
its truth. For what mote valid argument in favour of a chaste 
life than that the instina of chastity abides in us ? After all, 
what we feel to be true is for us the greatest truth, if not the only 
teal truth. Ulick was nearer the truth than Owen. He had 
said, ** A sense which eludes all the other senses and which is not 
apprehensible to reason governs the world, all the rest is circu<p- 
stantial, ephemeral. Were man stripped one by one of all his 
attributes, his intelligence, his knowlra«, his industry, as each 
of these shunks was broken up and mrown aside, the kernel 
about which they had gathered would be a moral sense.^* 

Evelyn remembered that when she had sent Owen away before, 
he had sdd, “ Sexual continence at best is not the whole of 
morality; from your use of the word one would think that it 
was.” But for her the sexual consdence was the entire con- 
sdence—she had no temptation to steal. Tliece was lying, but 
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she was never tempted to tell lies except for one leason; she 
could not think of Mrsdf teUing a lie for any other. To her the 
sexual sin included all the others. She turned her head aside, 
for the bitterness of her conscience was unenduiabte, and she 
vowed that, whatever happened, she would speak the truth if 
Owen questioned her again. She could never bring herself to 
tell such horrible falsehoods again. 

These revulsions of feeling alternated with remembrances of 
Owen’s tenderness; fugitive sensations of him tingled in her 
veins, and ill-disposed her to Ulick. She spoke little, and sat 
with averted eyes. When he asked her if he should come to her 
room, she answered him jperemptorily; and he heard her lock 
her door with a determined hand. 

iVs she lay in bed, conscious of the inextricable tangle of her 
life, it was knotting so closely and rapidly that her present double 
life could not endure much longer, the odious taste of the lies 
she had told that afternoon rose again to her lips, and, as if to 
quench the bitterness, she vowed that she would tell Owen the 
truth ... if he asked her. If he did not ask her she would 
have to bear the burden of her lies. She tried not to wish that 
he might ask her. Then questions sallied from every side. She 
could not marry Owen without telling him about Ulick. She 
could not marry Ulick without telling him that she had been 
unfaithful to him with Owen, Should she send away Owen and 
marry Ulick, or would it be better to send away Ulick and marry 
Owen—^if he would marry her after he had heard her confession ? 
It was unendurable to have to tell lies ail day long—^yes, all dav 
long—of one sort or another. She ought to send them both 
away. , . . But could she remain on the stage without a lover ? 
Could she go to Bayreuth by herself? Could she give up the 
stage ? And then ? 

She awoke in a different mood—at least, it seemed to her that 
her mood was different. She was not thinking of Owen, of the 
lies she had told him ; and she could talk gaily with Ulick about 
the concert she had promised to sing at. She seemed inclined 
to take the whole responsibility of &s concert upon her own 
shoulders. As Ulick said, it was impossible for her to take a 
small part in any concert. 

Th^ were driving in Richmond IWk, not far from the convent. 
The autumn-tinted ^dscape, the vicissitudes of the woods, and 
the plaintive air brought a tender yearning into her mood, and 
she contrasted the lives of those poor, holy women with her own 
life. Ulick did not intrude himsw ; he sat silent by her, and 9hc 
thought of Monsignor. Sometimes he was no more than a 
little shadow in the background of her mind; hut he was never 
wholly absent, and that day all matters were unconsciously 
teferrM to him. She was curious to know what his opinions 
were of the stage; and as they returned home in the short, himin- 
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out autonm eveouig, the teemed to ditooTer tuddenly die fint 
that the wat no longer at much inteietted in the ttagtt at the uted 
to be. She even diought that the would not gteauv cate if the 
never tang on the ttage again. Ltot night slw had put the 
thought aside as if it wete madness, to-^y it teemed almost 
natural. Thinking of the poor sisters who lived in pnyer and 
iMvefty on the ed^ of the cx>mmon, she lemembefed mat her 
life was given up to the portrayal of sensual emotion on the sta^. 
She temembeied the fierce egotism of the stage—an egotism which 

E ursued her into every comer of her life. Gimpamd with the 
ves of the poor sisters who had renounced all tbAt was base in 
them, her life was very base indeed. In her stage life she was an 
agent of the sensual passion, not only with her voice, but with 
her arms, her neck and hair, and every expression of her face, 
and it was the craving of the music that had thrown her into 
Ulick*s arms. If it had subjugated her, how much more would 
it subjugate and hold within its sensual persuasion the ignorant 
listener—the listener who would perceive in the music nothing 
but its sensuality. Why had the Church not placed stage lim 
under the ban ox mortal sin ? It would have done so if it knew 
what stage life was, and must always be. She then wondered 
what Monsignor thought of the st^e, and from the moment 
her curiosity was engaged on this point it did not cease to 
trouble her till it brought her to the door of the presbytery. 
The ostensible object of her visit was to make certain proposals 
to Monsignor regarding the music she was to sing at the 
concert. 

She was shown into a small room; its one window was so 
high up on the wall that the light was dim in the room, though 
outside there was brilliant sunshine. The sadness of the littie 
room struck cold up>on her, and she noticed the little space of 
floor covered with cocoa-nut matting, and how it grated under 
the feet. The furniture was a polished oak table, with six chairs 
to match. A pious print hung on each wall. One was St. 
Monica and St. Augustine, and me rapt expression of their faces 
reminded her that she might be bartering a divine inheritance for 
a coarse pleasure that left but regret in the heart. And it was in 
such heartsick humour that Monsignor found her. He seemed 
to assume that she needed his help, and the tender solicitude with 
which he wished to come to her aid was in itself a consolation. 
She was already an incipient penitent as she told him of her 
project to hrir^ an orchestra at her own expense to Wimbledon, 
and give the forest murmurs with the Bird Song from “ Sieg¬ 
fried.^* Monsignor kft everything to her; be placed himsw 
unreservedly in her hands. After a long silence she pushed a 
cheqiu for fifty pounds across the table, begging him not to 
mention the name of the giver. She was singing for them, tiiac 
was suffident obligation. He approved of her delicacy of feeling, 
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thanked her for her generosity, and the business of the intenriev 
seemed ended. 

** Tm- so much obliged to you. Monsignor Mostyn, for having 
come to me, for having given me an opportunity of d<mg some 
good with my money. Hitherto, Tm ashamed to say, Fve spent 
It all on myself. It has often seemed to me intolenbly semsh, 
and 1 often felt that I must do something, only I did not know 
what to do.” 

Then, feeling that she must take him into her confidence, 
she asked him what proportion of our income we should devote 
to charity. He said it was impossible to fix a precise sum, but 
he knew many deserving cases, and ofiered to advise her in the 
distribution of whatever money she might decide to spend in 
charity. Suddenly his manner changed; he even seemed to 
wish her to stay, and the conversation turned back to music. 
I’he conversation was mundane as possible, and it was only now 
and then, by some slight allusion to the Church, that he reminded 
Evelyn, and perchance himself, that the essential must be dis¬ 
tinguished from the circumstantial. 

Again and again the temptation rose up, it seemed to look 
out from her very eyes, and she was so conscious of this 
irresistible desire to speak to him of herself that she no lon^r 
heard him, and hardly saw the blank wall with the pious print 
upon it. 

“ 1 have not told you, Monsignor,’* she said at last, ** that I 
am leaving the stage.” 

She knew that he must ask her what had induced her to think 
of taking so important a step, and then she would have an oppor¬ 
tunity of asking his opinion of the stage. Of course neither 
Ulick’s nor Owen’s name would be mentioned. 

*' As at present constituted, the stage is a dangerous influence. 
Some women no doubt are capable of resisting evil even when 
surrounded by evil. Even so they set a bad example, for the 
very knowledge of their virtue tempts others less sure of them¬ 
selves to engage in the same life, and these weak ones fall The 
virtuous actress is like a false light, which instead of warning 
vessels from the rocks entices them to their ruin.” 

He did not indite the Obenunmergau Passion Play, but he 
could not accept ” Parsifal.” He had heard Catholics aver, 
while approving of the peiformance of ** Parsifal,” that they 
would not wish to see the piece performed out of Bayieuth. 
But he failed to understand this point of view altogether. It 
seemed to assume that a parody of the Mass was unobjectionable 
at Bayreuth, though not elsewhere. If there was no parody of 
the Mass, why should they say that they would not hke to see 
the piece performed elsewhere? He 1^ read the book and 
knew the music, and could not understand how a great work 
of art could contain scenes from teal life. Whether these be 
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feligious cemnonies or social functions, the ardstic sin is the 
same. He asked Evelyn why she was smiling, and she told him 
that it was because the only two whom she had heard disapprove 
of **Parsifid’' were Monsignor Mostyn and Ulick Dew. It 
seemed strange that two such extremes should agree xegaiding 
the profliga <7 ^ ** Parsifid.'* Monstgnor was interested for a 
moment in iJlick Dean's views, and then he said— 

** But was it with the intention of consulting me. Miss Innes, 
that you introduced the subject ? I hear that you are going to 
play the principal part next year—Kundry." 

**Not^g is s^ed. As I told you just nc^. Monsignor, 
I am thinking of leaving the stage, and your opinions concerning 
it do not encouraM me to remain an actress." 

** My dear child, you have had the good fortune to be brought 
up in holy Church. You have, I hope, constant recourse to ^e 
sacraments. You have confided the difliculties of your stage 
life to your confessor. How docs he advise you ? " 

Raising her eyes, Evelyn said in a sinking voice— 

“Even if one has doubts about the whole doctrine of the 


Church, it is still possible to wisb to lead a good life. Don't you 
think so. Monsignor ? " 

** There are many Protestants who lead excellent lives. But 
I have always noticed that when a Catholic begins to question 
the doctrine of the Church, his or her doubts were preceded by a 
desire to lead an irregular life." 

And in the silence Evelyn becsune aware of the afternoon 
sun shining through the window above their heads, enlivening 
the dark parlour. It seemed strange to sit discussing such 
subjects in the sunshine. The rav that fell through the window 
lighted up the priest's thin ftce till it seemed like one of the wood 
carvings she had seen in Germany. When he resumed the 
conversation it was to lead her to speak of herself and the reasons 
which had suggested an abandonment of her stage career. Yhe 
tender, impers^ial kindness of the priest drew out of herself, 
and she tmd him how she had begun to perceive that the stage 
had ceased to interest her as it had once done; she spoke of 
vulgarity and parade, yet that was not quite what she meant; 
it had come to seem to her like so much waste, as if she wete 


wasting her time in doing things that did not matter, like mown 
people would feel if they were asked to pass the afternoon playing 
with dolls. Shrugging her shoulders hysterically, she said she 
couM not explain. 

** But have you an idea of what life you wish to lead ? " 

“ No, I don't think I have; I only know that I am not happy 
in my present life." 

**1 bdieve you see a good deal of Sir Owen Asher. He 
hehwd you, din he not, in your musical education ? " 

“ Yea,** ahe answered under her breath. “ He is an intimate 
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friend.** In a moment of unexpected courage, ahe said, **Do 
you know him, Monsignor ? *' 

** I have be^ a gc^ deal about him, and nothing, I regret 
to say, to his credit. He U, I believe, an avowed atheist, and 
does not hesitate to declare his unbelief in every society, and to 
make open boast of an immoral life. He has read and tried to 
understand a little more than the people with whom he araociates. 
1 suppose the doubts you entertain regarding the doctrine of the 
Church are the result of his teaching ?^* 

With a little pathetic air, Evelyn admitted that Owen had 
used every possible argument to destroy her faith. She had read 
Huxley, Darwin, and a little Herbert Spencer. 

** Herbert Spencer 1 Miserable collections of trivial facts, 
bearing upon nothing. Of what value, 1 ask, can it be to suJfering 
humanity to know that such and such a fact has been observed 
and described ? Then the general law i rubbish, ridiculous 
rubbish I ** 

** The scientists fail to see that what we feel matters much 
more than what wc know.** 

** True, quite true,** he said, turning sh^ly and looking at 
her with admiration. Then, recollecting himself, he said, “But 
God does not exist because we feel He exists. He exists not 
through us, but through Himself, from all time and through all 
eternity. To feel is b^ter than to observe, to pray is better than 
to inquire, but indiscriminate abandonment to our feelings would 
lead us to give credence to every superstition. You have, I 
perceive, escaped from the rank materialism of Sir Owen*a 
teaching, but whither are you drifting, my dear child? You 
must return to the Qiutch; without the Quitch, we ate as vessels 
without a rudder or compass.** 

He walked up and down the room as though debating with 
himself. Evelyn held her breath, wondering v^t new turn the 
conversation would take. Suddenly she lost her courage, and 
ovetcome with fear got up to go, and Monsignor, considering 
that enough had been saic^ did not attempt to detain her. But 
as he bade her good-bye at the door, his keen eye fixed upon her, 
he added, “Rememb^, I do not admit your diflSculties to be 
intellectud ones. When you come to realise that for yourself, 
I shall be glad to do all in my powor to you. God falen you, 
my child I ** 

If only she could put the whole thii^ aside—refuse to bodiet 
her head any more, or else believe blmdly what she was told. 
She hated wobbling, yet she did nothing dbie. Suddenly she 
that if she were to believe at ail, it must be like Monsignor. Hub 
magnetism of bis &idi thrilled her, and, in a moment, it had aU 
became real to her. But it waa too km. She could never do 
all her religion asked. Her whole lifie would have to come to 
pieces; nothing of it would remain, and she entitidiy lost heart 
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whca she ccMisideted in detail the tactiSces she would have to 
make. She saw hetself at Dulwich with her huher, giving 
singing lessons, attending the services, and living about St. 
Joseph's. She saw herself singing operas in every capital, and 
always a new lover at her hecb. Both lives were equally im¬ 
possible to her. As she lay back in her carriage driving thmugh 
the laay summer streets, she almost wished she had no conscience 
at all. What was tlte use of it ? She had just enough to spoil 
her happiness in wrongdoing, yet not enough to prevent her 
doing what deep down in her l^rt she knew to be wrong. 

That evening she wrote a number of letters, and Mgged a 
subscription of eveiy friend—Owen was out of the question 
and she hesitated wnether she should make use of Ulick. She 
would have liked to have left him out of this concert altogether, 
and it was only because she had no one else whom she could 
depend upon that she consented to let him go off in search of 
the necessary tenor. But to take him to the concert did not seem 
right. 

She dipped her pen in the ink, and then laid it down, overcome 
by a sudden and intolerable melancholy. She could have cried, 
so great was her weariness with the world, so worthless did her 
life seem. She Imd begged her father’s forgiveness; he had 
formven her, but she had not sent away her lover. . . . She had 
told Monsignor that, in consequence of certain scruples of con¬ 
science, she intended to give up the stage, but she had not told 
him that she had taken another lover and brought him to live 
with her under her fiitbet’s roof. Whether there was a God 
and a hereafter, or merely oblivion, such conduct as hers was 
surely wrong. She walked to and fro, and came to a resolutioQ 
regarding her relations with Ulick, at all events in her father'fc 
house. 

Then life seemed perfectly hopeless, and she wished MonsignqdP 
had not come to see her. What could she do to shake off thisi 
clammy and unhealthy depression which bung about her ? She 
might go for a walk, but where ? The perspe^ve of the street 
retted the days when she used to stand at the window wondering 
if nothing would ever l^pen to her. She remembered the 
moment with singular distinctness when she heard the voite 
crying within her, **Will nothing ever happen? Will this 
go on for ever ? ’* She remembered the very tree a^ the v^ 
angk of the house 1 Dulwich was too familiar; it was like 
livmg in a room where there was nothing but mirron. Dulwich 
was one vast mirror of her past life. In Dulwich she was never 
living in the present. She could not see Dulwich, she could only 
remember it. One walk mote in that ornamental parkl She 
knew it too well I And the picture gallery meant Owen:—the 
would only see him and hear his reitiarlu. Her thou^ts reverted 
to bis proposal of marriage and her acceptance. Not for the 
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whole world I Why, she did not know. He had been very 
good to her. Her ingratitude shocked her. She shrugged her 
shoulders hysterically; she could not help it—^that was how 
she felt. 

But Ulick ? Should she marry him and accept the Gods ? 
That would settle everythin^. 

But a sense of humour soTres nothing, and at that moment the 
servant brought her a small brown paper parcel. It looked like 
a book. It was a book. She opci^ it. Monsignor had sent 
her a bcK>k. As she turned the leaves she remembered the parcels 
of books from Owen which she used to open in the same room, 
sitting in the same chair. Sm and its Conseqnenses ! She began 
reading it. On one point she was sure, that sin did exist. . . . 
If we felt certain things to be wrong, they were wrong; at least 
they were wrong for those who thought them wrong, and she 
bad never been able to feel that it was right to live with a man 
to whom she was not married. Everyone had a moral code. 
Owen would not cheat at cards, and he thought it mean to tell 
lies—a very poor code it was, but stiO he acted up to it. She 
did not know how Ulick felt on such matters ; his beliefs, though 
niin)crous and picturesque, supplied no moral code, and she could 
not live on symbols, though perhaps they were better than 
Owen’s theories. Her mistake from the beginning was in trying 
to acquire a code of morals which did not coincide with her 
feelings. But the teaching in this book did coincide with her 
feelings. Could she follow it ? That was the point. Could she 
live without a lover ? Owen thought not. She laughed and 
then w'alkcd about the room, unable to shake off a dead weight of 
melancholy. 'I'hough the Church was all wrong, and there was 
God, she was still leading a life which she felt to be wrong; and 
the ('.hurch were right, and there was a resurrection, her soul 
;s lost. She took up the book and read till her fears became 
intense that she could read no more, and she walked up and 
town the room, her nerves partially unstrung. In the evening 
she talked a gteat deal and rapidly, apparenuy not quite aware 
of what she was saying, or else her face wore a brooding look ; 
sometimes it awakened a litde, and then her eyes were nxed on 
Ulick. 

The next day was Friday, and as the train service seemed 
complex and inconvenient, and as she liad not at Dulwich a 
suitable dress to wear at the concert, she decided to sleep at Park 
Lane and drive to Wimbledon in the afternoon. She left her 
father, promising to return to him soon, and she had told UUck 
that she thought it better he should letum by train. She saw 
that he had noticed the book in her hand, and she knew that he 
understood her plea that she did not wish to be seen driving 
with him to mean that she was going to call on Monsimor on 
her way home. She had thought of calling at St. Joaepo*t, but. 
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noable to think o£ a sufficient excuse for the visit, had abandoned 
the idea. She luiew the time was not oppor^e. Monsignor 
would be hearing confessions. But as the carrii^ turned out of 
Ounbcrwell, she remembered that it would be polite to thank him 
for the book, and leaning forward she told the coachman to drive 
to St. Joseph's. ... So after all she was going there. . . . 
Ulick was right. 

The attcmlant told her that Monsignor was hearing con¬ 
fessions, and would not be free for another half-hour. She drew 
a breath of relief, for this second visit had frightened her. The 
attendant asked her if she would wait. She tnought she would 
like to wait in church. She desired its coUoctedncss, its peace. 
But the thought of Monsignor's confessional frightened her, and 
she thanked the attendant hurriedly, and went slowly to her 
carriage. 

When Ulick came in that evening she was seated on the comet 
of the sofa near the window. The moon was shining on the 
breathless park, and a moth whirled between the still flames of 
the candles which burned on the piano. He noticed that her 
mood was subdued and reflective. She liked him to sit by her, 
to take her hand and tell her he loved her. She liked to listen 
to him, but not to music; nor would she sing that evening, and 
his questions as to the cause remained unanswered. Her voice 
was calm and even, and seemed to come from fat away. There 
was a tremor in his, and between whiles they watched and won¬ 
dered at the flight of the moth. It seemed attracted equally by 
darkness and light. It emerged from the darkness, fluttered 
round the perilous lights and returned again to its natural gloom. 
But the temptation could not be resisted, and it fell singed on 
the piano. i' i 

We ought to have quenched those candles," Evelyn said. 

" It would have found others," Ulick answered, and he took'j 
the maimed moth on to the balcony and trod it out of its misexy. | 
Ihcy sat there under the little green verandah, and in the colour 
of the clear night their talk turned on the stats and the 21odiacal 
signs. Ulick was bom under the sign of Aquarius, and all the 
important events of his life began when Aquarius was rising. 
Pomting to a certain group of stars, he said— * 

** The stoiy of Crania is no more than our story, your story, 
my story, and the story of Sir Owen Asher, and 1 had written 
my poem before 1 saw you." Then, as a comment on this fact, 
he Mded, " We should be careful what we write, for what we 
write will happen. Crania is the beautiful fortune which we will 
strive for, wmeh chooses one man to-day and another to-morrow." 

The idea interested her for a moment, but she was thinking 
of her project to find out if, like Owen, he thought that the 
virtue of chastity was non-essential in wconen, (» if the other 
virtues were dependent upon it. But how to lead the con- 
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veraation back to this question she did not for the mocsent know. 
At last she said— 

** You ask me to love you—^but to be »ny lover you would 
have to surrender all your spiritual life, that which is most to you, 
that which makes your genius. Oo you think it worth it ? ** 

He hesitated, then answered her with some vague reference 
to destiny, but she guessed the truth. As free as Owen himself 
from ethical scruples, he still felt that we should overcome our 
sexual nature. She asked herself why: and she wondered just 
as Owen wondered when confronted by her religious conscience. 
They looked at each other long and gravely, and he told her of 
the great seer who had collected in her own person ^ the cryptic 
revdation, all the esoteric lure of the East, flc admitted that 
she had allowed carnal intercourse to some of her disciples while 
forbidding it to others. 

Evidently judging chastity to be in some cases essential to 
the other virtues.” 

She heard hini say that a sect of n\> sties to which he bdonged, 
or perhaps it was whose society he frequented, advised the married 
state but with this important reservation, that instead of corporal 
possession they should endeavour to aid each other to rise to a 
higher spiritual plane, anticipating in this life a little the perfect 
communion of spirit which awaited them in the next. But such 
theories did not a{^al to Evelyn. She could only understand 
the renunciation of the married state for the sake of closer in¬ 
timacy with the spiritual life ; and she was more interested when 
he told her of the cruelties, the macerations and the abstinences 
which the Indian seers resorted to, so that the opacity of the 
fleshly envelope might be diminished and let the soul through. 
In modem, as in the most ancient ages, with the scientist as with 
the seer, marvels and prodigies are reached through the sub¬ 
jugation of the flesh : as life dwindles like a flame that a breath 
will quench, the spirit attains its maximum, and the abiding and 
unchanging life that lies beyond death waxes till it becomes the 
real life. 

” Is this life, then, not real ? *’ 

** lf reality means what wc understand, could anything be 
more unreal ? ” 

Then you do believe in a future state ? ** 

** Yes, 1 certainly believe in a future state. ... So much so 
that it seems impossible to believe that life ends utterly with 
death.” 

But to Evelyn’s surprise, he seemed to doubt the immortality 
of this future state, and fell back on the Irish doctrine which 
holds that after death you pass to the great plain or land under 
the sea, or the land over tlw sea, or tM lana of the childien of 
the goddess Dana. 

** Even now my destiny is accomplishing.” 
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The true Celt is still a pagan—Christiaoi^ has been auptf- 
impoaed. It is little more than veneer, and in the crises ot life 
the Celt turns to the ancient beli^ of hu race. But did TJlidk 
fodly belieyc in Angus and Lir and the Great Mother Dana ? 
Perlups he merely l^cved that as a man of genius it was his 
business to enroll himself in the original instincts and traditions 
of his race. 

They were as unquiet as cattle before an approaching storm, 
and when they returned to the drawing-room it seemed to him 
like a scene in a theatre about to be withdrawn to imke way for 
another part of the story. Even while looking at it, it seemed 
to have receded a little. 

At last it was time for Ulick to go. As they said good-night 
he asked her if he should come to lunch. She looked at him, 
uncertain if she ought to take him to the concert at alL 



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 

JVtoNSlGNOR, who wis waiting for her at the steps of 
the hall which had been hired for the concert, introduced her 
to Father Daly, the convent chaplain. She shook hands with 
him, and caught sight of him as she did so. It was but a passing 
glance of a small, blonde man with white eyelashes, seemingly 
too shy to raise his eyes; and she was too stringently occupied 
with other thoughts to notice him further. 

Owing to her exertions and Monsignor Mostyn*s, a large 
audience had been collected, and thouj^h the month was Sep¬ 
tember, there were many fashionable, influential and musical 
people present. 

The Idea of the band, which Evelyn had thought of bringing 
down in the intention of giving the Forest Murmurs and the 
Bird Music, had been abandoned, but the finest exponent of 
Wagner on the piano had come to play the usual tMngs; the 
closing scene of the “ Walkarc,” the overture of the “ Meistcr- 
singer ” and the Prelude of ** Tristan.” And, mingled with the 
students and apostles from London, were a goodly number of 
young men suid women from the various villas. Every degree 
of Wagner culture was present, from the ten-antlered stag who 
had seen “ Parsifal ’* given under the eye of the master to the 
skipping fawns eagerly browsing upon the motives. “ lliat is 
the motive of the Ride; that, dear, is the motive of the Fite; 
that is the motive of Slumber in the Fire, and that is the motive of 
Sie^ried, the pure hero who will be bom to save Valhalla.” The 
class above bad some knowledge of the orchestration. *'You 
see,” said a young man, pointing to the score, ” here he is writing 
for the entire orchestra,” ** Tnrce bars farther on he is writing 
for three violins and a flute. He withdraws his instruments in 
a couple of bars; it would take anyone else fivc-and-twenty.” 
At a uttlc ^stance the old stag who had never missed a f^tival 
at Bayreuth was telling the young lady at Ids side that the ” Wal- 
kiire ” is written in the same st^e as the ” Rheingold ” and the 
^t two acts of *' Siegfried.” Another distinct diange of style 
came with the third act of ” Siegfried ” and the Dusk of the 
Gods,” which wete not compose till some years later. **Ab, 
that wonderful later style 1 '!^at scale of half-notes 1 Hats and 
sharps introduced into every bar; C, C sharp; D, D sharp; 
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Ep F. F sharp; G, G sharp; A, B flat, C. In that sc^ or 
what would seem to be that s«^, be balances bimself like an 
acrobat, springs on to tbe destr^ key without preparation.** 
and to on unw tM old s^ was interrupted by a triei^ a lady 
who had just tecognised him. As tbe squeezed post, she stopped 
to tell him that Wagner had spoiled her tor other music. She 
had been to l^ar ]^thoven*s ** Eroica ** Symphony once more, 
but it had seemed to her like a pious book. 

Evelyn sang ** Elsa*8 Dieam,** ** Elizabeth's Prayer ** and the 
** Licb(»tod,** and when she was recalled at the end ^ the concert, 
she sang Senta's ballad as a bomn btmti, something that the 
audience had not expected, and would send her friends away 
more than ever pleased with her. 

Her father had not been able to come—that was a disappoint¬ 
ment—but Ulick had accompanied her beautifully, following 
her voice, making the most of it at every moment. When she 
left the platform, she took both his bands and thanked him. 
She loved him in that instant as a musician and as a mistress. 
But the joy of the moment, the ecstasy of admiration, was in¬ 
terrupted by Monsignor Mostyn and ratl^r Daly. Thev too 
wished to thank her. In his courtly manner, Monsignor told her 
of the pleasure her singing had given him. But when Father 
Daly mentioned that the nuns expected her to tea, her courage 
seemed to slip away. The idea of a convent frightened her, and 
she tried to excuse herself, arguing that she had to go back to 
London. 

** If you're engag^ for dinner, I'm afraid there will not be 
time,** Monsignor said. She looked up, and, meeting his eyes, 
did not date to Ue to him, 

** No; I'm not dining out, but I promised to take Mr. Dean 
back in my carrian.** 

** Mr. Dean will, I*m sure, not mind waiting.** 

It seemed to Evelyn that Monsignor suspected her relations 
with Ulick, and to refuse to go to the convent, she thought, 
would only confirm him in his suspicions. So she acemted the 
invitation abruptly, and when thev turned to go, she said— 

**My carriage is here; 1*11 wve you," and, at the same 
moment, she remembered that Ulick waa waiting. But she felt ' 
that she could not drive back to London with him after leaving 
the convent, and ^ hoped that Monsignor would not correctly 
interpret the disam>ointment which was plain upon his face. 
No; he must go hack by train—no, there would be no use his 
caUing that evoUng at Park Lane. 

She wore a black and white striped silk dress, with a sort of 
muslin bodice covered with lace, and there was a la^ bunch 
of violets In her waistband. The horses were beauttcul in the 
sunshine, and theic ted hides listened in tbe long, slanting rays, 
the put up her parasol and tried ao noderttand, but the cotud 
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only see the angles of bouses, and the eccentricity of every passer¬ 
by. She saw very clearly the thin, facial line, and her ey^ rested 
on the touch of purpk at the< throat to mark his Roman dignity. 
Father Daly sat opposite, rubbing his thumbs like one in the 
presence of a superior. He was not ill-looking, but so shy that 
ois features passed unperceived, and it was some time before 
she saw his eyes; they were always cast down, and his thin, 
well-cut nose disappeared in his freckled cheeks. The doth he 
wore was coarser than Monsignor*s ; his heavy shoes contrasted 
with the iindy-stitched and buckled shoes of the Papal prelate. 

This visit to the convent frightened Evelyn more than the 
largest audience that had ever assembled to hear her, and, until 
they got dear of the town, she was not certain she would not 
plcM some excuse and tell the coachman to turn back. But 
now it was too late. The carriage ascended the steep street, 
and, at the top of it, the town end^ abruptly at the edge of the 
common. On one side was a high brick wall, hiding the grounds 
and gardens of the villas; on the other was the common, seen 
through the leaves of a line of thin trees. In her nervous agita¬ 
tion, she saw very distinctly—the foreground teeming with the 
animation of cricket, the more remote parts solitary, the windmill 
hovering in a comer out of the way of the sunset, and two horse¬ 
men and a horsewoman cantering along the edge of the long 
valley into which the plain dropped predpitov^y. The sun 
sank in a white sky, and Evdyn caught the point of one of ^ 
ribs of her parasol, so that she could hold it in a better position 
to shade her eyes, and she saw how the houses stretched into a 
point, the last being an inn, no doubt the noisy resort of the 
cricketers and the landscape painters. There was a painter 
making his way towards the valley, his paint-box on his back. 
But at that moment the carriage turned into a lane where a paling 
endosed the small ^dens. She then noticed the decking pear 
or imple tree, to which was attached a dothcs-line. ^ormoua 
sunflowers wdtered in the dusty comers. The brick was crum¬ 
bling and broken, beautiful in colour, “ And in every one of these 
cottar someone is living; someone is laughing; someone will 
soon oe dead. Good heavens, how strange 1 

** We are nearly there.** 

Evdyn started ; it was Father I^y speaking to her. ** The 
cottars have spoilt the appearance on w side, but the view is 
splendid from the other.’* 

The lane ascended and Evdyn remembered how the house 
stood inside a wall behind some trees, looking westward, the 
last southern end of the common land as the windmill was the 
last northern end. There had been iron ^tes when a great Qty 
merchant lived in the Georgian house, whidi bad been gradually 
transformed to suit the xequixemoxts of the sisters. The melan¬ 
choly little peal of the bell hanging on a loose wke sounded fiir 
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away, and io the interval Evelyn noticed the large double door, 
from which the old green paint was peeling. A step was heard 
within, and the little shutter which closed the gratra peephole 
in the panel of the door was drawn back; the eyes and forehead 
band of a nun appeared for an instant in the opening; and then 
with a rattle of the door was hastily opened and the little 
portetess, with ruddy checks and a shy smile, stood aside to let 
Evelyn pass in. She kissed the hand of Monsignor as he turned 
to her with a kindly word of salutation. “ The Reverend Mother 
is expecting you/’ she said, her agitation being due to the import¬ 
ance of the occasion. 

** No doubt they have been praying that I might sing well, 
poor dears,” Evelyn thought, as she followed the nun up the 
paved, covered way. Hirough the iron frame-work, woven 
through and through with creepers and monthly roses, she caught 
glimpses of the partly-oblitcrat^ carriage drive, and of the neauy- 
kept flower beds fiUra with geraniums and tall, white asters. . 

In the hall an Adam’s ceiling radiated in gracchil lines from a 
central medallion, and before a statue of the Sacred Heart a light 
was burning. Evelyn remembered how the poor lay sisters laboui^ 
to keep the stone floor spotless, and it was into the parlour on 
the left, which Evelyn remembered to he the best pulour, that 
Sister Angela ushered them. 

In the old days, before a sudden crisis on the Stock Exchange 
had obliged the owner to sell the house for much less than its 
true value to the little community of sisters of the Passion who 
were then seeking a permanent house, this room, round which 
Evelyn and the two priests were looking for seats, had been used 
as a morning-room, 'i'hrce long French windows looked out 
on the garden, and the flowers and air made it a bright, cheerful 
room, in spite of the severe pictures on the walls. She recognised 
at once the engraving of Leonardo’s ** Last Supper ’* which 
hung over the solid marble chimney piece a little above the statue 
of Our Lady of Lourdes and the two olue vases, and also the pale, 
distempered walls, and the coloured, smiling portrait of the 
Pope, and a full-length photograph of Gudinal Manning, signed 
in his own clear, neat handwriting. 

Evelyn and the priests, still undecided where they should sit, 
looked at the little horsehair sofa. Monugnor brought forward 
for her one of the six high, straight-backed chairs, and they sat 
at the circular table laid out with severe books ; a volume of the 
Uves of thi Stunts lay under her hand, and she glanced at a little 
box for contributions. She looked at the priests and then round 
the room, striving to penetrate the meaning which it vaguely 
conveyed to her—an mdescribabie air of scrupulous neatness 
and cleanliness, a sense oS virginal dulness. But suddenly a 
startling sense of the incongruity came upon her, that she, the 
opera-singer, Owen Asher’s mistress, should be admitted into a 
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convent, should be teceived, the honoured guest of holy women. 
And she got up, leaving the two priests to discuss the 'financial 
results of the concert, and stood gazing out at the window. 
I'here was the roscry with the lilac bushes shutting out the view 
of the green fields beyond ; and this was the portion of the garden 
given up to visitors and boarders. She used to walk there 
during the retreat. Away to the right was the big, sunny garden 
where the nuns went for their daily recreation. By special 
permission she had once been allowed there; she remembered 
the sloping lawns, the fringe of stately elms, and over them the 
view westward of Richmond Park. She thought of the nuns 
walking under their trees, half ghost-like, half sybil-like they used 
to seem in their grey habits with their long grey veils falling 
picturesquely, their thoughts fixed on an infinite life, and 
this life never seeming more to them than a little passing 
shadow. 

Evelyn returned slowly to the table. The priests were talking 
of the convent choir; Monsignor turned to address a question 
to her, but before he spoke, the door opened and two nuns 
entered, hardly of this world did they seem in their long grey 
habits. 

The Reverend Mother, a small, thin woman, with eager eyes 
and a nervous, intimate manner, hastened forward. Evelyn 
felt that the Reverend Mother could not be less than sixty, yet 
she did not chink of her as an old woman. Between her rapid 
utterances an expression of sadness came upon her face, instilled 
through the bright eyes, and Evelyn contrasted her with Mother 
Philippa, the sub-prioress. Even the touch of these women*8 
hands was different. There was a nervous emotion in the 
Reverend Mother’s hand. Mother Philippa’s hand when it 
touched Evelyn’s expressed somehow a simpler humanity. 

She was a short, rather stout, homely-faced Englishwoman, 
about thirty-ci^ht or forty, such a woman as is met daily on the 
croquet lawns in our suburbs, probably one of three plain sisters, 
and never could have doubted her vocation. 

** I cannot tell you how grateful we are. Miss Innes, for what 
you have done for us. Moosignor will have told you of the 
straits we are in. . . . But you are an old friend, 1 understand, 
of our convent. Mother PhiUppa, our sub-prioress, tells me you 
made a retreat here seven or eight years ago.” 

** 1 don't think it was more than six years,” Mother Philippa 
said, correcting the Reverend Mother. ** 1 remember you very 
well, Miss Innes. You left us one Easter moming.** 

Evelyn liked her plain, matter-of-fact face, a short face undis¬ 
tinguished by any special characteristic, yet once seen it could not 
be forgotten, so implicit was it of her practical mind and a desire 
to serve someone. 

** That silly Sister Agnes has forgotten die stiawbecty jam,” 
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she said, 'when the poitetess brought in the tea. ** I will run and 
‘fetch it; I shan't m a moment." 

** Ob, Mother Philippa, pray don't trouble; 1 prefer some of 
that cake." 

" No, no. I’ve been thinking all the afternoon of this jam; 
we make it ourselves; you must have some." 

The Reverend MotMr apologised for having put sugar in 
Evelyn's tea, for she remembered now that Evelyn nad said that 
she did not like sugar; and Monsignor tcK>k advantage of the 
occasion to reassure the Reverend Mother that the success of the 
concert had been much greater than he had anticipated. . . . 
'Fhanks to Miss Inncs, he hoped to be able to hand her a cheque 
for more than two htindred pounds, lliis was more than 
double the sum she had hoped to receive. 

"We shall always pray for you," she said, taking Evelyn's 
hand. *'l cannot tell you what a load you have taken off my 
shoulders, for, of course, the main responsibility rests upoh 
me.” 

Evelyn regretted that the nuns could not have tea with her, 
and wondered whether they were ever allowed to partake of their 
own excellent hornc-madc cake. She was beginning to enjoy 
her visit, and to acquire an interest in the welfare of the convent. 
She had hitherto only devoted her money to selfish ends; but 
now she resolved that, if she could help it, these poor sisters 
should not be driven from their convent. Mother Phillippa 
asked her suddenly why she had not been to see them before. 
Evelyn answered that she had been abroad. But living abroad 
meant to the nun the pleasure of living in Catholic countries, and 
she was eager to know if Evelyn had had the privilege of going 
to Rome. She smiled at the nun’s innocent curiosity, which she 
was glad to gratify, and told her about the old Romanesque 
churches on the Rhine, and the hundred marble spires of the 
Cathedral of Milan. But in the midst of such pleasant conversa¬ 
tion came an unfortunate question. Mother Philippa asked if 
Evelyn had travelled with her father. Any simple answer would 
have sufficed, but she lost her presence of mind, and the *' No," 
which came at last was so weak and equivocal that the Reverend 
Mother divined in that moment some part of the truth. Evelyn 
sat as if tongue-tied, and it was Monsignor who came to her 
rescue by explainiAg that she had sung in St. Petersburg, Vienna, 
Paris, and all the capitals Europe. 

** You must excuse us," the Reverend Mother said, " for not 
knowing, but these things do not penetrate convent walls." 

'fhe conversation dropped, and the Reverend Mother took 
advantage of the occasion to suggest that they should visit the 
chapeL 

Mother Phihpra walked on with the priests in front, leaving 
Evelyn with the Reverend Mother. 
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'* 1 am forced to walk vety slowly on account of my baact. 
I hope you don't mind. Miss Inncs ? " 

** Your heart. Reverend Mother ? You su&r from your heart ? 
I’m 80 sorry.** 

The Reverend Mother said the new chapel had been built by 
the celebrated Catholic architect, and mentioned how the last 
three years of the Reverend Mother’s life had been given over 
to this work. Evelyn knew that the mouldings and carving 
and the stained glass had caused the pecuniary embarrassments 
of the convent, and did not speak of them. She was told that 
the architect b^ insisted that every detail should be in keeping, 
and understood that the thirteenth century had proved the rum 
of the convent; every minor decoration was faithful to it—the 
very patterns stitched in wool on the cushions of the prie~dimt 
were strictly Gothic in character. 

Only the lower end of the nave was open to the public; the 
greater part was enclosed within a high grille of gilded ironwork 
of an elaborate design, through wmeh Evelyn could vaguely 
discern the plain oak stalls of the nuns on cither side, stretching 
towards the ornate altar, carved in white stone. And falling 
through the pointed windows, the long r^s slanted across the 
empty chapel; in the golden air there was a iaint sense of incense ; 
it recalled the Benediction and the figures of the departed watchers 
who had Jcnelt motionless all day b^ore the elevated Host. The 
faintly-burning lamp remained to inspire the mind with instinctive 
awe and a desire of worship. And as always, in the presence oi 
the Blessed Sacrament, Evelyn’s doubts vanished, and she knelt 
in momentary prayer beside the two nuns. 

Then at her request they went into the garden. It was the 
part nf the convent she remembered best. She recognised at 
once the broad terrace walk extending the full length of the bouse, 
from the new wing to the rose garden whence some steps led to 
the lower grounds. They were several acres in extent and sloped 
gently to t^ south-west. The Reverend Mother and the priests 
md turned to the left; they had business matters to discuss and 
were going round the garden by the outer walk. Evelyn and 
Mother Philippa chose the middle path. The sunset was before 
them, and the wistfulness of a distant park sinking into blue mist. 
Evelyn thought that in all her travels she had iMver seen anything 
so lovely as the convent garden in that evening light. Tt filled 
her soul with an ecstatic sense of peace and joy, and a sudden 
passionate desire to share this life calm and happy seclusion 
brought tears to her eyes. She could not speak, but Mother 
Philippa, with a single, <^uick glance, seemcm instinctively to 
understand, and it was in silence that they walked down a grassy 
path, that led between the narrow beds filled with a gay tangle 
of old-fashioned flowers, to a little aummer-house. Behind me 
summer-house, at the bottom of the garden, was a broad 
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walk plcisafxdy shaded by the oveihanging bfanches of the 
elms. 

** We call diis St. Peter’s path,'* Mother Philippa said placidly, 
** and for his feast the novices put up his statue in the summer¬ 
house and decorate it with flowers. They always come here for 
their mid-day recreation." 

** Your garaen is quite lovely. Mother Philippa; 1 remember 
it all so wdi." 

They wandered on, past the apple and plum trees laden with 
fruit—^they made a pretty orch^ in one comer; and while 
the nun passed here and there gathering flowers, Evelyn stood 
gazing, recalling all her girlish impressions. Almost every turn 
in the walks recalled some innocent aspiration, some girlish reeling 
of love and reverence. In every nook there was a statue of the 
Vir^, or a cross whereby the thoughts of the passer-by might be 
recsdled to the essential object of her life. She remembetea how 
she had stopped one morning before the crucifix which stood on 
the top of some rocks at the end of the garden. She had stopped 
as in a dream, and for a long while had stood looking at the nice 
of the dying Redeemer, praying to his Father for pardon for them 
that persecuted him. She had felt as if crazed with love, and had 
walked up the pathway feeling that the one thing of worth in the 
world was to five for him who had died for her. But she had 
betrayed him. She had chosen Owen 1 

Mother Philippa added another flower to the bouquet. She 
looked at it and, regarding it as finished, she presented it to 
Evelyn. 

‘*1 hope 1 did not say anything that caused you pain in the 
parlour. If 1 did you must know that 1 did not mean it. I 
nope your father is quite well." 

" Yes, he's i^uite well. You did not offend me. Mother 
Philippa," she said, rising her eyes, and in that moment the two 
women felt they understood cacri other in some mute and far-off 
way. 

" The day you left us was Easter Sunday. It was a beautiful 
morning, and you walked round the rose garden with an old 
lady; ^ asked you to sing, and you stmg her two little songs." 

** Yes, I remember; her nair was quite white, and she walked 
with a stick.*' 

" 1 am glad you lenrembcr; I feared that you had forgotten, 
as you were so long coming back. I often prayed for you that 
you might come and see us. 1 always felt that you would come 
back, and when one feels like that, it generally happens." 

Evelyn rsused her eyes, drawing delight from tire nun's happy 
and contented face. She experienced an exquisite idea, a holy 
intimacy of feding; there was a breathless exaltation in the 
heavens and on tfae earth, and the wild cry of a startled bird 
darting through the shrubberies sounded like a challenge or 
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defiance. The sunset grew narrower in the slafee-coloufcd sky, 
and the long plain of the common showed under two bars^ 
belated purf%. The priests and the Reverend Mother went up 
the steps and were atx>ut to enter the convent. Evelyn and 
Mother Philippa lingered by a distant comer of the garden 
marked by nine taU crosses. 

“ When I was here there were but six. I remember Sister 
Bonaventure, thin and white, and so weak that she could not 
move. She was dying far from all she knew, yet she was quite 
happy. It was we who were unhappy.** 

** She was happy, for her thoughts were set upon God. How 
could she be otherwise than happy when she knew she was going 
to him ? ** 

A few minutes after, Evelyn was bidding the nuns good>night. 
The Reverend Mother hoped that when she made another retreat 
she would be their guest. Mother Philippa was disappointed 
that they had not heard her sing. Perhaps one day she might 
sing to them. Th^ would see how it could be arranged: 

g srhaps at Benediction when she came to make another retreat, 
velyn smiled, and the carriage passed into the night. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 

The dawn crept through her closed eyelids, and burying 
her face in the piUows, she sought to retain the reccing dream. 

But out of the gloom which she divined and through which a 
face looked, a face which she could not understand, but which she 
must follow, there came a sound as of someone moving. The dream 
dissolved in the sound, she opened her eyes, and upcm her lips 
there was terror, and she could not move. . . . Nor did she dare 
to look, and when her eyes turned towards the doorway she could 
not sec beyond it; she could not remember if she had left the door 
iijar. Shadows ^thered, and again came the awful sound of 
someone ; she slipped under the bedclothes, and lay there stark, 
frozen with terror. When she summoned sufficient courage, she 
looked towards the shadowy doorway, but the passage beyond it 
was fllicd with nameless foreboding shapes from an under-world; 
and the thought that the sound she had heard had been caused by 
her clothes slipping from a chair failed to reassure her. She was 
as cold as a corpse in a grave. She felt that it was her duty to 
explore the dark, but to get out of bed to stand in that grey room 
and look into the passage was more than she dared ; she could onlv 
lie still and endure the sensation of bands at her throat and breath 
above her face. 

A little later she was able to distinguish the pattern of the wall¬ 
paper, and as she followed its design human life seemed black and 
mtolerabiy loathsome. She strove against the thought, but she 
saw the creature leer so plainly that there was no way of escaping 
from the conviction that what she had accepted as life was but a 
mask worn by a leper. The vision persist^ for what seemed a 
long while, and when it faded it was pictures of her own life that 
she read upon the wall; her soul cried out against the miserable 
record of wr sins, and turning on her pillow she saw the dawn-^ 
the inexorable light that was taking her back to life, to sin, and 
all the miserable routine of vanity and selfishness which she would 
have to begin again. She had left her father, though she knew 
he would be lon^y and unhappy without her. She lived with 
Owen when she knew it was wrong, and she had acquiesced in 
his blasphemies, and by reading evil boo^ she bad striven to 
undetm^ her faith in God. It seemed to her incredible that 
anyone should be capable of such wickedness, yet she was that 
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very one; she had committed all sins, and in her great misery she 
wished herself dead, so that she might think no mote. 

With eyes wide open to the dawn and to her soul she lay hour 
after hour. She heard the French clock strike six sharp strokes, 
and unable to endure her hot bed any longer, she got up, slipped 
her arms into a dressing-gown, and went down to the drawing¬ 
room. It was filled with a grey twilight, and the street was grey- 
blue and silent save for tlie sparrows. Sitting on the edge of the 
sofa she temembered the convent. The nuns had thought her 
a good Githolic, and she had had to pretend she was. Moiisignor, 
it IS true, had turned the conversation and saved her from exposure. 
But what then ? She knew, and he knew, everyone knew; 
Lady Ascott, Lady Mersey, Lady Duckle very probably didn’t 
care, but appearances had to lx: preserved, and she had to tell lies 
to them all. 1 Icr life had become a network of lies. There was 
no corner of her life into which she could look without finding 
a lie. She had been faithful to no one, not even to Owen. She 
had another lover, and she had sent C^cn away on account of 
scruples of conscience 1 She could not understand herself; 
she luui taken IJlick to Dowlands and had lived with him there— 
in her father’s house. So awful did her life seem to her that her 
thoughts stopped, and she became possessed of the desire of escape 
which takes a trapped animal and forces it to gnaw off one of its 
legs. She must escape from this life of lies whatever it cost her; 
she must free herself. But how ? If she went to Monsignor he 
would Cell her she must leave the stage, and she had promised to 
create the part of Grania. She had promised, and she hated not 
keeping her promise. He would say it was impossible for her 
to remain on the stage and live a virtuous life ; he would tell her 
that she must refuse to see Owen. She was still very fond of 
him, and would like to see him sometimes. What reason could 
she give to her friends for refusing to see him ? what reason 
could she give for leaving the stage ?—to do so would set everv- 
one talking. Everyone w'otild w'ant to know why; Laay 
Ascott, Lady Mersey, aU her friends. How was she to separate 
herself from her surroundings ? Wherever she went she would 
be knr>wn. flcr friends would follow her, lovers would follow 
her, temptations would begin a^tn, would she have strength 
to resist ^ “ Not alwaj's,” was the answer her heart gave back. 
A great despair fell upon her, and she walked up the rooin. 
Stopping at the window slie looked out, and all r^orm of her 
life seemed to her impossible. She was hemmed in on every side. 
If she could only think of it no more I She had adopted an evil 
life and must pursue it to the end. She must be wretched m 
thh life, and be ptmished etcriudly in the next. 

Hearing a footstep on the stairs, she drew herself behind the 
door, and when the sound passed downstairs she tried to reason 
with herself. After all, the housemaid would have been merely 
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surprised to find her in the draving>room tt that hour. She could 
not have guessed why she was there. She ran up the stain, and 
when she had closed the door of her room she stood looking at 
the clock. It was not yet seven, and Merat did not come to net 
room till half-past nine. She must try to get to sleep betWMn 
this and tiben. She lay with her eyes closed, and did not perceive 
that a riiin, shallow sleep had come upon bet, for she continued 
to think the same thoughts ; fear of God and hatred of sin assumed 
even more terrifying proportions, and she started like a hunted 
animal when Merat came in with her bath. 

** 1 hoM Mademoiselle is not Ul ? ** 

** No, 1 am not ill, orily 1 have not slept at all.** 

In order to distract her thoughts, sne went for a walk after 
breakfast in the park, but any casual sight sufficed to recall them 
to the one important question. She could not see the children 
sailing their toy boats without thinking her ambitions were as 
futile, and a chance glimpse of a church spire frightened her so 
that she turned her back and walked the other way. In the after¬ 
noon she tried to interest herself in some music, but her himds 
dropped from the k^s, so useless did it appear to her. At four 
she was dreaming of Owen in an armchair. The servant suddenly 
announced him, and he came in, seemingly recovered from lus 
gout and his old age. His figure was the perfect elegance of a 
man of forty-three, and in such beautiful balance that an old 
admiration awaken^ in her. His ** waistcoats and his valet,’* 
she thought, catching sight of the embroideries and the pide, 
subdued, terrified air of the personal servant. The valet carried 
a parcel which Evelyn guessed tc< be a present for her. It was a 
tea-service of old Crown Derby that Owen had happened upon 
in Bath, and they spent some time examining its piue roses and 
gilt pattern. She expected him to refer to their last interview, 
out he avoided doing so, preferring to take it for granted that he 
still was her lover, and he did so without giving her sufficient 
occasion to correct him on this point. He was affectionate and 
intimate; he sat beside her on the sofa, and talked pleasantly of 
the benefit he had derived from the waters, of the boredom of 
hotel life, and of a concert given in aid of a charity. 

But that reminds me,” he said ; I heard about the Wimble¬ 
don concert, and was sorry you did not write to me for a sub¬ 
scription. Lady Merrington told me about the nuns ; they spent 
all their money building a chapel, and had not enough to eat.*’ 

** 1 didn’t think you would care to subscribe to a convent.” 

** Now, why did you think that ? Poor devils of nuns, shut 
up in a convent without enough to cat. Of course I’ll subscribe; 
ril send them a cheque for ten pounds to-morrow.” 

This afternoon, whether by accident or design, he said no word 
that might jar 00 her religious scruples; be even appeared to 
sympathise with religious ufe, and admitted that the world waa 
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not much, and to renounce the world was sublime. The con¬ 
versation paused, and he said, ** 1 think the tea-service suits the 
room. You haven't thanked me for it yet, Evelyn." 

** I don't know that I ought to accept any more presents from 
you. I have accepted too much as it is." 

She was conscious of her feebleness. It would have been 
better to have said, " 1 am another man's mistress," but she cOuld 
not speak the woids, and he asked if they might have tea in the 
new service. She did not answer, so he rang, and when the 
servant left the room he took her hands and omw her closer to 
him. ** 1 am another man's mistress, you must not touch me,** 
rang in her brain, but he did not kiss her, and the truth was not 
spoken. 

" Lady Duckle is still at Homburg, is she not ? " he asked, 
but he was thinking of the inexplicable event each had been in 
the other's life. Iney had wandered thus far, now their paths 
divided, for nothing endures. That is the sadness, the incurable 
sadness t He was getting too old for her; in a few more years 
he would be fifty. But he had hoped that this friendship would 
continue to the end of the chapter. And while he was thinking 
these things, Evelyn was telling him that Lady Duckle had met 
Lady Mersey at 1 lomburg, and had gone on with her to Lucerne, 
where they hofxxl to meet Lady Ascott. 

"You arc going to shoot with Lord Ascott next month?" 
she said, and looking at him she wondered if their relations 
were after all no mote than a chance meeting and parting. While 
he spoke of Lord Ascott's pheasant shooting, she felt that what¬ 
ever happened neither could divorce the other from bis or her 
faults. 

" flow beautiful the park is now, I like the view from your 
windows. 1 like this hour ; a sense of resignation is in the air." 

" ^'^es," she said, “ the sky is beautifully calm," and she ex¬ 
perienced a return of old tendernesses, and she had no scruple, for 
he did not make love to her, and did not kiss her until he rose to 
leave. 'I'hcn he kissed her on the forehead and on the cheek, 
and refrained from asking if they were reconciled. 

Never had lie been nicer than he bad been that aftemoon, and 
she dared not look into her heart, for she did not wish to think 
that she would send him away. Why should she send him away ? 
why not the other ? She could not answer this question; 
only knew that the choice had fallen upon Owen, ohe mus^ send 
him away, but what reasons should she give ? She fdt that her 
conduct that aftemoon had rendered a complete rupture in their 
rciations more dUliculc than ever. It was as she lay sleepless in 
bed long after midnight that the solution of the diiHcuity suddenly 
sounded in her brain. She must write to him saying that he might 
come to see her once more, but that it must be for the last tiim. 
This was the way out of Iter difficulty, and she turned over in 



EVELYN INNES 


*79 

her bed, feeling she might now get to tle^. 9ut iottead of sleep 
there begM tM very woids of this last interview, and her bntin 
teemed with diderent plans for escapw from her lover. She saw 
herself on ocean steamers, in desert isles, and riding wild horses 
through mountain passes. Barred doors, changes of name, all 
means were passed and reviewed; each was in rum dismissed, 
and the thrk^s about hex bed was like a 6ame. There was no 
doubt that she was doomed to another night of insomnia. The 
bell of the French clock struck three, and, quite exhausted, she 
got up and walked about the room. '* In another hour 1 shall 
hear the screech of the sparrow on the window-sill, and may lie 
awake till Merat comes to call me.** She lay down, folded her 
arms, dosed her eyes and began to count the sheep as they came 
through the gate. But thoughts of Owen began to loom up, 
and in spite of her efforts to repress them, they grew more and 
more distinct. The dock struck four, and soon after it seemed 
to her that the darkness was lightening. For a long while she 
did not dare to open her eyes. At last she had to open them, apd 
the grey-blue light was indescribably mournful.. A^n her life 
seem^ small, bl^k and evil. She jumped out of bed, passed her 
arms into a tea-gown, and paced the room. She must see Owen. 
She must tell him the truth. Once he knew the truth he would 
not care for her, and that would make the parting easier for both. 
She did not bdieve that this was so, but she had to believe some¬ 
thing, and she went down to the drawing-room and wrote— 

“ Dear Owen —You may come and sec me to-morrow if 
you care to. 1 am afraid that your visit will not be a pleasant 
one. 1 don*t think 1 could be sar* agreeable companion to anyone 
at present, but I cannot send you away without explaining why. 
However painful that explanation may be to you, there is at dl 
events this to be said, that it will be doubly painful to me. I am 
not, dear Owen, ungrateful; that you should think me so is the 
hardest punishment of all, and 1 am sorry 1 have not made you 
happier. I know other women don’t as I do, but 1 can’t 
chMge myself. 1 feel dreadfully hypocritical writing in this 
strain, I, less than anyone, have a right to do so, especially now. 
But you will try to understand. You know that 1 am not a 
hypocrite at heart. 1 am determined to tdl you all, and you will 
thra see that no course is open to me but to send you away. 
Even if you were to promise that we should be friends we must 
not see each other, but 1 don't think that you would care to see 
me on those terms. I should have stoppra you yesterday when 
you took my band, when you kissed me, but I was w^ and 
cowardly, ^mehow I could not bring myself to tell you the 
truth. 1 shall expect vou in the afternoon, and will tell you all. 
1 am punishing myself as well as you. ^ please don’t try to 
make things more difficult than th^ are.—Yours very sincerely, 

Evelyn Innbs.” 
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Leaving this letter with directions that it should be posted at 
once, weary, and with her brain as clear as crystal, she threw 
herself upon her bed. Folding her arms, she closed her eyes, 
and strove to banish thoughts of Owen and the confession she 
was to make that afternoon. But when sleep gathered about her 
eves, the memory of past sins, at first dense, then with greater 
clearness, shone through, and the traitor sleep moved away. Or 
she would suddenly find herself in the middle of the interview, 
the entire dialogue standing clear cut in her brain, she could 
almost see the punctuation of every sentence. Once more she 
counted the sheep coming through the gate; she counted and 
counted, until her imagination failed her, and in spite of herself, 
her eyes opened upon the dreaded room. She heard the clock 
strike nine. Merat would knock at her door in another half- 
hour, and she lay waiting, fearing her arrival. But at last her face 
grew Quieter, she seemed to sec Monsignor vaguely, she could 
not tell where nor how he had come to her, but she heard him 
saying distinctly that she must never sing Isolde again. He 
seemed to bar her way to the stage, and the music that was to bring 
her on sounded in her ears, yet she could see the shape of her 
room and its furniture. A knock came at the door, and she 
surprised to find that she had been asleep. 

f fer brain was a ferment; it seemed as if it were alx^ut to fall 
out of her head ; she feared the day, its meal times and the long 
hours of morning and evening sunshine. The idea of the coming 
interview with (Wen was intolerable. Her brain was splitting, 
she could not think of what she would say. But her letter had 
gone I After breakfast she felt a little rested, and went into the 
park and remained there till lunch time, dimly aware of the open 
air, the waving of branches, the sound of human voices. Beyond 
these, and much mote distinct, was a vision of her evil life, and 
the cold, stem face of the priest watching her. She wandered 
about, and then hastened back to Park l.anc. Owen had been. 
He had left word that he would call again about three n^clock. 
He would have stayed, but had an engagement to lunch with 
friends. She lunched alone, and was sitting on the comer of the 
sofa, heavy-eyed and weary, but determined to be true to her 
resolutions, when the servant announced him. He came in 
hurriedly, his hat in his band, and his eyes went at once to where 
she was sitting. Pie saw she was looking ill, but there were 
more important matteia to speak of. 

** 1 came at once, the moment I got your letter. I should 
have waited, but I was lunching with Lady Merrington. Such 
terribly boring people were there. It was all I could do to 
prevent myself from rushing out of the room. But, Evelyn, 
what arc you determined to tell me ? 1 thought we parted good 
friends yesterday. You have been thinking it over. . . . You’re 
going to send me away.*’ He sat beside her, he held his hat in 
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both hands, and looked perplexed and worried. ** But, Evelyn 
—she sat like a figure oT stone, there was no colour in her cheeks 
nor any expression in her eyes or inoudi—** Evelyn, I am a&aid 
you are ill, you are pale as a ghost.** 

** I did not sleep last night, nor the night before.'* 

"Two nights of insomnia are enough to break anyone up. 

I am very sorry, Evelyn, dear—you ouf^t to go away.** Her 
silence perplexed him, and he sidd, ** Evelyn, 1 Imvc come to ask 
you to be my wife. Don't keep me in suspense. Will you give 
up the stage and be my wife ? Why don't you answer ? Oh, 
Evelyn, is it—are you married ? ** 

" No, I am not married, Owen. I don't suppose I ever shall 

be. If you had wished to many me-** 

" I know all that, that if I wanted to marry you 1 ought to 
have done so long ago. But you said you were determined to 
toll me something—^what is it?" The expression of her face 
did not change; her lips moved a little, she cast down her eyes, 
and said, " I've got another lover." 

He felt that he ought to get very angry, and that to do so was 
in a way expected of him. He thought he had better say some¬ 
thing energetic, lest she should think that he did not care for her. 
But he was so overcome by the thought of his escape—it was 
now no longer possible for her to send him away—that he could 
think of nothing. It even seemed to him that everything was 
happening for the best, for he did not doubt that she would s(K)n 
tire, if she were not tired already, of this musician, and then he 
would easily regain his old influence over her. Even if she did 
marry this musician, she'd get tired of him, and then who knows 
—anything was bettor than that she should go over to that 
infernal priest. While rejoicing in the defeat of his hated rival, 
he was anxious that Evelyn sbomd not perceive what was passing 
in his mind, and, afraid to betray himself, he said nothing, leaving 
her to conjecture what she plca^ from bis silence. 

" 1 don't intend to defend my conduct; it is indefensible. . . . 
But, Owen, I want you to believe that I did not lie to you. Ulick 
was not my lover when 1 went to see you that evening in Berkeley 
Square." 

It was necessary to say something, and, fcclinj^ that any un¬ 
guarded word would jeopardise his dbanccs, he said— , 

" I think 1 told you that night that you liked Ulick Dean. 1 
can quite understand it; he is a nice fellow enough. Are you 
going to marry hinhi ? " 

** No, I am not in love with him —I never was. 1 liked him 
merely." 

"1 can understand; all those hours you spent with him 
studying Isolde." 

** Yes, it was that music, it gets on one's nerves. . . . But, 
Owen, there is no excuse." 
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** We*ll thiok no moie about it, E^dyn. I am gkd you do 
not love him. My greatest fear was to lose you altooethet.** 

She was touchra by his kindness, as he ezpectea she would 
be, and he sat looking at her, keeping as well as he could all 
expression from his face. He thought that he had got over the 
greatest didiculty, and he congratulated himself cm his cleverness. 
Ihc question now was, what was the next move ? 

“ You are not looking very well, Evelyn. You don’t sleep— 
you want a change. The Medusa is at Cowes; what do you say 
for a sail ? ” 

** (Jwen, dear, I cannot go with you. If I did, you know 
how it wodd end, 1 being what I am, and you being what you are. 
'rherc would be no sense in my going yachting unless 1 went as 
your mistress, and I cannot do that.'* 

** You love that fellow Ulick Dean too much.” 

” I don't love him at all.. . . Owen, you will never understand.” 

” Understand ! *’ be cried, starting to his feet, this is madness, 
Evelyn. 1 sec 1 I suppose you think it wrong to have two 
lovers at the same time. Grace has come to you through sin. 
You are going to get rid of both of us.” 

Evelyn sat quite still as if hypnotised. She was very sony 
tor him, but for no single moment did she think she would yielci. 

Suddenly he asked her why he should be the one to be sent 
away, and he pleaded the rights of old friendship, going even so 
far as to suggest that even if she liked Ulick letter she should 
not refuse to sec him sometimes. 

” I have no right to seem shocked at anything you may say. 
1 told you Ulick was my lover, but I did not say he was going to 
remain my lover.” 

” Then what are you going to do ? Will that priest get hold 
of you ? 1 know him—I was at Eton with him. He always 

was-” and Owen muttered something under his breath. 

“ Surely, Evelyn, you are not thinking of going to confession. 
After all my teaching has it come to this ? My God t ” he said, 
as he walked up the rcx>m, ** I'd sooner Ulick got you than than 
damned hypocritical fcx)l. You are much t<x> go^ for Gcxl,” 
he said, turning suddenly and looking at her, remarking at that 
moment the pretty oval of her face, the arched eyebrows, the 
clear, nervous eyes. ” You’ll be wasted on religion.” 

” From your point of view, I suppose I shall m.” 

They calked on and on, saying what had said many times 
before. Sometimes Evelyn seemed to follow his arguments, 
and thinking that he was convincing her, he wotild break off 
suddenly. *' Well, will you come for a cruise with me in the 
Medusa r 1*11 ask all yotir friends—^we’ll have such a pleasant 
time.” 

” No, Owen, no, it's impossible, you don’t understand. 1 
don’t blame you—^you never will un^rstand.” 
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And thev looked at eacb other like 'waadefers standing on the 
straits dividing two worlds. The hands of the dock pointed 
to five o'clock. The servants had taken the tea-service away. 
Owen had urged Evelyn not to abandon the stage; he had utgra 
the cause of Art; he had orj^ that her voice was her natum 
vocation; he had spoken ot thdr love, and of the happiness 
they had found in each other—^the conversation had drifted from 
an argument concerning the authentidty of the Gospels to a lain 
where they had spent a season five years ago. She saw amin 
the reedy readies and steep mountain shores. They 
been there in the month of September, and die leaves of the vine 
were drooping, and the gtapM ready for gathering. They had 
been sweethearts only a littk; while, and the drives about the lake 
were one of his happiest memories. 

Evelyn, you cannot mean that you wUl never see me 
again ? " 

His eyes filled with tears, and she turned her head aside so 
that she might not see them. 

** Life is very difficult, Owen; try not to make it more diffi¬ 
cult.” 

**£vdyn, I had hoped that our friendship would have con¬ 
tinued to the end. 1 never cared for any other woman, and 
when you are my age and look back, you will find that there is 
one, 1 don't say 1 shall be the one, who—” His voice trembled, 
and he passed his hand across his eyes. ^ 

** It's very sad, Owen, and life is very difficult. . . . There 
is this consolation for you, that I am not sending you away on 
account of anyone else. Ulick must go too.” 

** That docs not make it any better for me. By God, I'd 
sooner that he got you than that infernal religion. Evelyn, 
Evelyn, it is impossible that an idea, a mere idea, should take you 
from me. It is inhuman, unnatural, 1 can’t realise it i *’ 

** Owen, you must go now.” 

** Evelyn, I don't understand. It is just as if you told me you 
were tallow, and would melt if there was a fire lighted. But 
never mind. I’ll accept your ideas—^I'll accept anything. Let 
us be marri^ to-morrow.”. 

She was frightened in the dq>ths of her feelings, and seemed 
to lose all control her will. 

” Owen, I cannot marry you. Why do you ask me ? You 
know it is now mom than ever impoasible.” 

His face changed expression, but he vras urged forward by an 
irresistible force that seemed to rise up from the bottom of his 
being and Uind his arm. 

You don't love nim, it was only a caprice; we'll think no 
more about it.” 

She aoiwht the truth in her soul, but it seemed to elude her. 
She was lilm a blind person in a vague, unknown qMoe, and not 
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being able to discover the reason why she refused him, she 
insisted that Ulick was the reason. 

** Are you going to marry him ? ** 

** No, I don't think so.” 

** Don’t you wish to ? He is your father’s friend.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

** Destiny, I suppose.” 

The question was too profound for discussion, and they sat 
silent for a long while. A chance remark turned their talk upon 
Balzac, and Owen spoke about Le Lyr dans la Vallit^ and she 
asked him if he remembered the day he had first spoken to her 
about Balzac. 

** It was the day you took me to the races, our first week in 
Paris.” 

*' And a few days afterwards I took you to Madame Savelli’s. 
She told you that you had the most beautiful voice she had ever 
heard. You could not speak ; you were so excited that I was 
obliged to send you ofi for a drive in the Bois. Do you re¬ 
member ? ” 

” Yes, I remember. . . . You were always very good to 
me.” 

They talked on and on, conscious of the hands of the clock 
moving on towards their divided lives. When it struck seven, 
she said he must go, but he begged to be allowed to stay till a 
Quarter past, and in this last peri^ he utged that their separation 
snould not lx final. He pleaded that a time should be set on his 
alienation, and ended by extracting from her a sort of half promise 
that she would allow him to come and see her in three months. 
But he and she knew that they would never meet again, and the 
sad thought floated up Into their eyes as they said good-bye. 
She went to the window, wondering if he wouM stay a moment 
to look back. He stood on tlie edge of the pavement, and she 
watched him unmoved. She was thinking m Monsimor, and 
of how he would approve of her conduct. He would tell her 
that what she liken and disliked was no longer the question. 
Owen still stood on the kerb, but she did not even see him. 
Her eyes looked into the sunset, and she was thrilled with a 
mysterious joy, a joy that came from the heart, not from passions, 
and it was exquisitely subtle as the light that fiided in tM cemote 
west. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 

He walked up Park Lane, staring now and then at the 
quaint balconies from a mere habit of admiration. But all were 
indifFerent to him. even the one supported by the four Empire 
litres. It did not seem that anytUng in the world could interest 
hm again, and he wondered how he would get through the yetua 
that remained to him to live. He was tired of hunting and 
shooting; he had seen everything there was to be seen; hie had 
been round the world twice ; it did not seem to him that he would 
ever care for another woman, and he reflected with pride thar be 
had been faithful to Evelyn for six years. ** But 1 shall never 
sec her again/* his heart wailed; in three months she'll be a 
different woman ; she won't want to see me, she'll find some 

excuse. That infernal priest wiU refuse his absolution if-" 

Owen stopped suddenly. Far away a little pink cloud dissolved 
mysteriously. ** In another second." he thought, " it will be 
no more." In the Green Park the trees rocked in the soft autumn 
air, and he noticed that now and then a leaf broke from its twig, 
fluttered across the path, and fell by the iron railings. 

*' Well. Asher, how is it that 3 'ou are in town at this time of 
year ? " 

It was a club acquaintance, one of the ordinary conventional 
men that Owen met by the doaen in every one of his clubs, a man 
whose next question would surely be. ** How are your two- 
year-olds ? " 

" I should like to hear that they had all broken their Icj^/' 
Owen answered through his teeth, and the colour mounted in 
his checks. 

"Asher alwam was mad . . . now he seems madder than 
ever. What did he mean by saying he wished his two-year-olds 
had all broken their legs ? " 

Owen lingered on the kerb, inveighing against the stupidity 
of his set. He had thought of dining at Turf Qub. but after 
this irritating inddeot he felt that he dared not risk it; if anyone 
were to speu to him ag^ain of his two-year-olds, he felt he would 
not be able to control himself. Suddenly he thought of a friend. 
He must speak to someone. ... He need mention no names. 
He put up his stick and stopped a hansom. A few minutes took 
him to Huding's rooms. 

The unexpectedness of the visit, and the manner in which 
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Owen strode about the room, trying to talk of the things that he 
^ncrally talked about, while dearly thinking of something quite 
diflerent, struck Harding as unusual, and a suspidcm of the truth 
had just begun to dawn upon him, when, breaking suddenly, 
Owen said— 

** Swear you’ll never speak of what I am going to say —and 
don't ask for names." 

**I’ll tell no one," said 1-larding, "and the name does not 
interest me." 

" It's this: a woman whom I have known many years—a 
friendship that I thought would go on to the end of the chapter— 
told me to<lay that it was all finished, that she never wanted to 
see me again.*’ 

“ A friendship 1 Were you her lover ? " 

" What does it matter ? Suffice it to say that she was my 
dearest friend, and now I have lost her. She has been 
taken from me," he said, throwing his arms into the air. 
It was a superb gesture of ^pair, and Harding could not help 
smiling. 

" So Evelyn has left him, I wonder for whom ? ’’ Then, 
with as much sympathy as he could call into his voice, he asked 
if the lady had given any reason for this sudden dismissal, 

" Only that she thinks it wrong; we've been discussing it 
all the afternoon. It has made me quite ill; *’ and he dropped 
into a chair, 

Harding knew perfectlv well of whom they were speaking, 
and Owen knew tiiat he knew, but it seemed more decorous to 
refrain from mentioning names, and Evelyn’s soul was discussed 
as if it were an abstract ouantity, and all indication of the in Jividual 
incarnation was avoided. Owen admitted that, notwithstanding 
many seeming contradictory appearances, Evelyn had always 
thought it wrong to live with him, and yet, notwithstanding her 
being very fond of him, she had never shown any ci^emcsa to be 
married. " Of course it is very wrong," she would say in her 
own enchanting way," but a lover is very exciting, and a husband 
always seems dull. I don’t think you’d be half as nice as a 
hushed as you are as a lover." The recital of the Florence 
episode interested Harding, but it was the opposition the 
priest and the musician t^t made the story from his point ^ 
view one the most fascinating he haa ever heard in his 
life. 

They dined together in an old-fiushioned club, in a room 
lightccl by wax candles in silver candlesticks. ^ TaU mirrors in 
gold frames reflected the black mahogany furniture. In answer 
to Owen, who lamented that Evelyn was sacrificing everything 
for an idea, Harding spoke, and with his usual conscious ex* 
altation, of the Chrutian martyts, the Spanish Inquisition, and 
then Robespierre seemed to him die most striking example of 
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what men will do for an idea. He mentioned a portrait by 
Greuze in which Robespierre appeim as a beautiful young man. 
** Such a fooe,*' he said, ** as we might imagine for a lover or a 
poet, a sort of Lucien de Rubempr6, but in his brain there was a 
cell containing the pedantic idea, and for this idea he cut off a 
thousand heads, and would have cut off a million. 'Jfhe world 
must conform to his idea, or it was a lost world.’* 

Towards the end of dinner, the head waiter interrupted their 
conversation. He lingered about the table, anxious to hear 
something of Lord Ascott’s two-year-olds ; but, in the smoking- 
room over their coffee, they returned to the more vital question 
—the sentimental affections. They were agreed that the pleasure 
of love is in loving, not in being loved, and their reasons were 
incontrovertible. 

** It is the letters,** said Harding, ** that we write at three in 
the morning to tell her how enchanting she was ; it is the 
flowers we send, the words of love that we speak in her ear, 
that are our undoing. So long as we are indifferent, they 
love us.** 

'* Quite true. At first I did not care for her as much as she 
did for me, and 1 noticed that as soon as I began to fall in 
love-'* 

**To aspire, to suffer. Maybe there is no deep pleasure in 
contentment. In casting you out she has given you a mote 
intense life.** 

Owen ^d not seem to understand. His eye wandered, then 
returning to Harding, he said— 

** We cannot worship and be worshipped; is that what you 
mean ? If so, I agree with you. But IM sooner lose her as 1 
have done than not have told her that 1 loved her. . . . There 
never was anyone like her. Sympathy, understanding, appre¬ 
ciation and enthusiasm I it was like living in a dream. Good 
C>oi I to think that that priest should have got her; that, after 
all my teaching, she should think it wrong to have a lover 1 1 

don*t know if you know of whom we are speaking. If you 
suspect, 1 can*c help it, but don*t ask me. I shouldn't speak of 
her at all; it is wrong to speak of her, even though 1 don*t 
mention her name, but it is impossible to help it. If you are 
proud of a woman you must speak of her—and 1 was so proud 
of her. It is very easy to be aiscrcet when you are ashamed of 
them,** he added, with a laugh. ** When I had nothing to do, 
1 used to sit down'and think of her, and I used to say to myself 
that if 1 were the king of the whole world I could not get anything 
better. But it is all over now.** 

“ Well, yoa*ve had six years, the very prime of her life.*' 

** That*s true; you're very sympat^ic, Harding. Have 
another cigarette. I was faithful to her for six years—-you can't 
understand that, but it is quite true, and 1 had plenty of chanoesp 
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but, when I came to think of it, it always seemed that 1 liked her 
the best.'* 


At the same moment Evelyn stood on bet balcony, watching 
the evening. The park was breathless, and the sky rose hi^ 
and pale, and calm as marble. But the bouses seemed to spM 
unutterable things, and she closed the window and stood looldng 
across the room. Then walking towards the sofa as if she were 
going to sit down, she flung herself upon it and buried her face 
among the cushions. She lay there weeping, and when she 
raised her face she dashed the tears from her streaming cheeks, 
but this pause was only the prelude to another passionate out¬ 
break, and she wept again, finding in tears fatigue, and in fatigue 
relief. She sobbed until she could sob no more, and so tired was 


she that she no longer cared what happened; very tired, and her 
head hea^, she went upstairs, eager for sleep. And closing her 
eyes she felt a delicious numbing of sense, a dissolution of her 
being into darkness. ... 

But in her waking there was a consciousness, a foreboding 
of a nameless dread, of a heavy weight upon her, and when the 
foreboding in her ears grew louder, she seemed to know dut an 
irreparable calamity had happened, and trying to fathom it, she 
saw the wall-paper, and it told her she was in her own room. 
She seemed to be trying to read something on it, but what she was 
trying to read and understand seemed to move away, and her 
brain laboured in anxious pursuit. Her eyes opened, and she 
remembered her interview with Owen. She had sent him away, 
she understood it all now, she had sent Owen away I She had 
told him that Ulick was her lover, so even if he were to come 
back it never could be the same as it was. Why had she told 
him about Ulick ? It was bad enough to send him away, but 
she had degraded his memory of her, and the thought that she 
had not deceived him, but haa told him what he otb^wise might 
never have known, did not console her just then. She lay quite 
still, face to face with, seeing as it were into the eyes of the Irre¬ 
parable. Never again would a man bold her in his arms, saying, 
” Darling, I am very fond of you I ” Take love out of her life, 
and what barrenness, what weariness 1 After all, she was only 
seven-and-twenty, and the thouj^ht came upon her that she might 
have waited until she was a little older. The word **never** 


rang in her ears, and she realised as she had not done before all 
that a lover meant to her—romance, adventure, the brillia;^ 
and sparkle of life. What was life without the delightful excite¬ 
ment of the chase, the delicious doubts regarding the hidden 
aigntficanoe of every look and word, then the rapture of the final 
abuidonmcnt ? She tried to think that the life she proposed to 
relinquish had not brought her happiness, but she cewd not put 
back memory of the enchanting cutyy she had spent wids ner 
lovers. Oh, the intense hours of anticipation t and the wonderful 
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fcoollectioas I rich and red as the heart of a flower t Sudi 
rapture seemed to her to be worth the remorse that came after, 
aod the peace of mind that a chaste life would secure, a poor 
recompeM for dreary days aod months. She realised the length 
and the colour of tbs time—my week after grey week, blmk 
month after blank month, vom year after voicTyeacl And she 
always acting a little older, ^tting older in a drab, lifel^ time, 
in a lilies life, a weary life flUed with intolerwle craving I 
She had endured it once, a feeling as if she wanted to go mM. 
. . • She picked up her letters. 

i'^ong the letters she received that morning was one from 
UUck. iu was still in Paris, and would not be back for another 
week or ten days. He had been lonely, he had missed her, and 
looked forward to their meeting. He told her about the opera, 
the people he had met, and what they had said about his music. 
But the tender aflection of his letter was not to her mind. Why 
did he not say that he longed to take her in his arms and kiss her 
on the Ups ? Knitting her brows, she tried to think that if he 
had written more passionately she would have taken the train 
and gone to him. She had sent Owen away on account of 
scruff of conscience, and a life of chastity extended indefinitely 
before her. But who was this woman to whom Ulick had shown 
his music, and who had said that if anything happened to prevent 
Evelyn Inncs from singing the part, she hoped that Ulick would 
give it to her? Why should she have thought that something 
would hwpen to prevent Evelyn Innes from creating Crania ? 
Had UUck su^csted it to her P But how could Ulick know ? 
She tried to think if she had ever told him she was tired of the 
stage. Perhaps he bad consulted the stars and bad divined her 
future. This woman seemed to know that something might 
happen, and something was happening, there could be no doubt 
about that. 

There was no doubt that she was tired of the stage, but perhaps 
that was cm account of hard work, perhaps she required a rest; 
in two or three months she might return eagerly to the study of 
Crania; for the sake of UUck, she might remain on the stage 
dll the had estabUshed the success of his opera. This might be 
If she and UUck were not lovers. She had promised Owen that 
she would not keep him for her lover, but that did not mean 
diac she would npt sing his opera. If ste didn’t, another woman 
wcTuld, some wretched singer who did not understand the music, 
and it would be a failure. UUck would hate her; he would 
believe that her refusal to sing his opera was a vUe plan to do 
him an injury. He did not Imow what conscdence meant—be 
only understood the legends and the Gods I She laughed, and 
a moment afterwards was submerged in difSculcies. Her conduct 
would seem more incxenprebensiDle to him than it did to Owen; 
the did not wish him to hate her, but be would hate her, and to 
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avoid sccifig her he would not go to Dowlanda, and so she would 
rob her fatMr of his friend—the friend who had kept him company 
when she deserted him. There was another alternative, u 
liked him well enough to be his mistress, she should like him 
well enough to be his wife. But knowing that she would not 
marry him, she took up her other letters and began reading them. 

Lady Duckle liked Homburg; everyone was there, and she 
hoped Evelyn would not be detained in London much longer. 
The Duke of Berwick had proposed to Miss Beale, and Lady 
Mersey was always about with young Mr. So-and-So. Evelyn 
didn’t read it all. She lay back thinking, for this letter, about 
things that interested her no longer, had led her thoughts back 
to self, and she inquired why in the midst of all her enjoyments 
she had felt that her real life was elsewhere, why she bad always 
know'n that sooner or later the hour would come when she would 
leave the things which she enjoyed so intensely. The idea of 
departure had never auitc died down in her, and she had always 
known that she woula be one day quite a dilTcrent woman. 
had often had glimpses of her future self and of her future life, 
but the moment she tried to distinguish what w'as there, the 
vision faded. Even now she knew that she would nor marry 
Ulick, and this not because she would refuse her father anything, 
but merely because it was not to be. Her eyes went to the piano, 
but on the way there she stopped to ask herself a question. Why 
was she in London at this time of year ? She knew why she did 
not care to go to Homburg—because she was tired of society. 
Bur why did she not go to some quiet seaside place where she 
could enjoy the summer weather ? She would hke to sit on the 
beach and hear the sea. Her soul threatened to give back a 
direct answer, and she dismissed the question. 

She paced the empty alley facing the Bayswater Road. No 
one was there except a nursemaid and a small child, and she and 
they shared the solitude. She could see the omnibuses passing, 
and hear the clank of the heavy harness, and seated on one of 
the seats she drew diagrams on the gravel with her parasol. 
Owen said there was no meaning in life, that it was no more than 
an unfortunate accident between two eternal sleeps. But she had 
never been able to believe that this was so; and if she had sought 
to disbelieve in God, it was as Monsi^or had said, because she 
wished to lead a sinful life. And if she could not believe in 
annihilation, there could be no annihilation for her, that was 
Ulick’s theory. The name of her lover brought up the faded 
Bloomsbury Square, the litter of manuscript and tlw books on 
magic 1 She had tried to believe in readings of the stars. But 
such vajme beliefs had not helped her. In spite of all her efforts, 
the wond was slipping behind her; Owen and Ulick and her 
stage career seemea ve^ little compared with the certainty within 
her that she was leading a sinfbl life, and she was only really 



EVELYN INNES 


291 

oejtaia of that. The omnibuses in the road outside, the railways 
beyond the town, the ships upon the sea, what weie these thtn^ 
to her—or yet the singmg of operas ? The only diing that 
matterra was her conscience. 

loen, almost without thinkine at all, in a sort of stupor, she 
walked over the lull and descended the slope, and leaning over 
the balustrade she looked at the fountuns. But the splashing 
water explained nothing, and she turned to resume her walk; 
and she reflected that to send away her lovers would avail her 
notbinjg, unless she subsequently confessed her sins and obtained 
the priest's absolution. Mon^nor would tell her that to send 
away her lovers was not sufficient, and he would refuse his 
absolution unless she promised him not to see them any mote. 
That promise she could not give, for she had promised Ulick 
that SM would sing Gtania, and she had promised Owen to see 
him in three months. It sonned to her both weak and shameful 
to break either of these promises. The spire of Kensin^pon 
Church showed sharp as a needle on a calm sky, and it was in a 
sudden anguish of mind that she determined that her repentance 
must be postponed. She had considered the question from 
every point of view, and could not at once reverse her life; the 
change must come gradually. She had sent Owen away; that 
was enough for the present. 

The numerous pea-fowls had gathered in a bare roosting tree 
on an opposite hillside, and the immense tails of the cock-bir^ 
swept the evening sky. Owen would have certainly compared 
it to a picture by Hondcrhokcr. The ducks clambered out of the 
water, keeping their cunning black eyes fixed on the loitering 
children whom the nursemaid was urging to return home. In 
Kensington Gardens, the glades were green and gold, and for 
some little while Evelyn watched the delicate spectacle of the 
fading light, and insensibly she began to feel that a life of spiritual 
endeavour was the only life possible to her, and that, however 
much it might cost her, she must make the effort to attain it. 
Even to feel that she was capable of desiring this ideal life was a 
delicious happiness, and her thoughts flowed on for a long while, 
unmindful of practical difficulties. Suddenly it came upon her 
like a sudden illumination, that sooner or later she would have to 
make all the sacrifices that this ideal demanded, that she would 
not have any peace of mind until she had made them. But even 
at the same moment the insupetable difficulties of the task before 
her appeared, and she despainKi. The last obstacle was monev. 
As she crossed the road dividing Kensington Gardens from Hyde 
Park, she understood that the simple faa of owing a few thousand 
pounds tendered her immediate retirement from the stage im¬ 
possible. She had insisted that the money she required to live 
m Paris and study with Madame Savelli should he considered 
ss a debt, whkh ^ would repay out of her first eamingB. But 
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Owen had laughed at her. He had refused to accept it, and he 
would never tell' her the rent of the house in the Rue Balzac ; 
he had urged that as he had made use of the house he could not 
allow her to pay for it. In the rough, she supposed that a thou* 
sand pounds would settle her debt fox the year they had spent 
in Paris. 

Since then she had. however, insisted on keeping herself, but 
now that she came to think it out, it did not sem that she had 
done much more than pay her dressmaker’s bills. She grew 
alarmed at the amount of her debt, which seemed in her excited 
imagination so large that all her savings, amounting to about 
six or seven thousand pounds, would not suffice to pay it off. 
Most of her jewellery turn been given to her by Owen; there was 
the furniture, the pictures and the china in Park Lane I She 
would have to return all these, and the horses, too, if she wished 
to pay cvciythtngk and the net result would be that she would 
mortally offend tne man who had done everything for her. She 
knew he would not forgive her if she sent back the presents he 
had made her. nor could she blame him, and she decided that 
such complete restitution was impossible. But, for all she knew. 
Monsignor might insist upon it. If he did ? She felt that she 
would go mad if she did not put aside these scruples, which she 
knew to be in a measure fictitious, but which she was nevertheless 
unable to shake off. And she could not help thinking, though 
she knew that such thoughts were both foolish and unjust, that 
Owen had purposely contrived this thraldom. Then there was 
only one thing for her to do. to go to Paris after Ulkk. ... A 
moment after there came a sinking feeling. She knew Uiat she 
could not. But what was she to do ? All this uncertainty was 
loosening her brain. . . . She might go to Monsignor and lay 
the whole matter before him and take his advice. But she knew 
if she went to him she must confess. Better tha^ she thought, 
than that the intolerable present should endure. 

Mental depression and sleepless nights had produced nervous 
pains in her neck and arms. She comd hardly drag herself along 
for very weariness. The very substance of her being seemed to 
waste away; that amount of unconsciousness without whidi 
life is an agony had been abstracted, leaving nothing but a fierce 
mentality. 

She slept a little after dinner, and awakening about eleven, 
she fotesaw another night of insomnia. The chatter of bet 
conscience continued, tireless as a cricl^ and die had lost hope 
of being able to silence it. The hysterical tears of last night 
brought her four hours of sleep, but there was no chance of any 
tqxution of them. It arould be useless to go upstairs. Sue 
•ang through the greater pert of ** Lohengrin/* and then took 
up the ** Meistexsinger,'* and read it till it feU from her bands. 
... It was three o'clock; snd feeling very tired, she thought 
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life from etd to end. Her miserable psusage through this life, 
the weakness of her character and the vileness of her sins were 
shown to her in a hideous magnification. She was exhibited to 
herself like an insect in a crystsd, and she perceived the remotest 
antennae of her being. 



CHAPTER THIRTY 

One niuht it (Kcurrcd to her that she might ring for Merat 
and send ncr to the chemist’s for a sleeping draught. But it 
was four o’cJock in the morning, and she did not Jike to impose 
such a task on her maid. Moreover, she might get to sleep 
a little later on, so she wrote on a piece of paper that Merat was 
not to come to her room until she rang for her, and she lay down 
and folded her arms, and once more began to count the sheep 
through the gate. But that night sleep seemed further than ever 
from her eves, and at eight she was obliged to ring. “ Merat, I 
have not closed my eyes all night.” 

” Mademoiselle ought to have a sleeping draught.” 

” Yes, i’ll take one to-night Get me some tea. Another 
night like this will drive me mad.” 

Late in the afternoon she slept for an hour in an armchair, and, 
a little rested, went to walk in the park. She was not feeling so 
dazed ; her brain was not so light, and the sense of whiteness was 
gone; the pains in the neck and arms had died down ; they 
were now like a dim suggestion, a memory. But the greatest 
relief of all was that she was not thinking, conscience was auicscent 
and in the calm of the evening and the gentleness of the light, 
life seemed easier to bear. If she could only get a night’s sleep 1 
Now she did not know which was the worst—the reality, the 
memory, or the anticipation of a sleepless night. She had 
wandered round the park by the Marble Arch, and had continued 
her walk through Kensington Gardens, and sitting on the hillside 
by the Long Water, with the bridge on her Ic^ hand and the 
fountains under her eyes, she looked towards Kensington, 
'i'hcre an iridescent sky floated like a bubble among the autumn« 
tinted trees. She was then thinking of her music arid her friends ; 
she hardly knew of what she was thinking, when a thought so 
clear that it sounded like a bell spoke within her, and it said that 
the things of which she was thinking were as nothing, and that 
Life was but a little moment compared with Eternity, and she 
seemed to see into the final time which lay b^ond the grave. 
” There and not here arc the true realities,’’ said the voice, and 
she got up and walked hurriedly down the hillside, fearing lest 
the tierce conflict of conscience should begin again in lK:r. She 
walked as fast as she was able, hoping to extinguish in action the 
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coMcienoe that ahe dreaded, but she was weak and almost help¬ 
less, and had to pause to rest. She stood, one hand on the balus- 
tcade, not daring to turn her head lest she should see the spire of 
the Kensington Church. 

She walk«i across the gardens, through the great groves, and 
sat down. The grass was worn away atout the roots of the trees 
and through the gnarled trunks she could see the keeper's cottage 
covered with reddened creeper. Perhaps it was the calm sm 
seclusion that called her thoughts to the ccaivent garden, and she 
reflected that if she had not accepted the nuns* invitation to tea, 
her life might have continued without deviation. She was 
Impressed with the slightness of the thread on which our destiny 
hangs, and then by the inevitableness of our lives. We perceive 
the governing rule only when we look back. The present 
always seems chaos, but when we look back, we distinjBntish tbe 
reason of every action, and we recognise the perfect fulmment of 
what must be. Her visit to the convent—^how little it was when 
looked at from one side, when looked at from another how extra¬ 
ordinary I If she had known that Monsignor was going to ask 
her to go there, she would have invented a plausible excuse, but 
she had had no time to think; his kind eyes were fixed upon her, 
and be seemed so rcadv to bdieve all she said, that her courage 
sank within her, and she could not lie to him. Perhaps all tliis 
was by intention, by the very grace of God I Tbe Virgin might 
have interceded on her bch^ for is it not said that whoever 
wears the secular of Our Lady of Mount Carmel cannot lose hit 
soul ? But for the last two years, for more than two years, she 
had not worn her scapular. The strings had broken, and they 
had not been mended. She bad intended to buy another, but 
had not been able to bring herself to do so, so hypocritical did 
it seem. 

It might be that these dreadful nights of insomnia had been 
sent so that she might have an opportunity of realising the wicked¬ 
ness of her life, and tbe risk she incurred of losing her immortal 
soul. She dare not have recourse to the sleeping draught, and 
must endure perhaps another sleepless night. If they w been 
sent, as she taught they were, for a purpose, she must not dare 
to hush, by artificial means, the sense God had awakened in her; 
to do so would be like Hying in the face of Providence. She had 
never suHiered from sleeplessness before, and could not think 
that this insomnia was accidental. No, she date not have re¬ 
course to sleeping draughts, at least not till she had been to con¬ 
fession. If afetwards tbe did not get to sleep, it would be different. 
The fear arose in her of taking coo much, of dying in her sleep. 
If she were to awake in helll And that eveii^, when Merat 
reminded her of the draught, she said it was Co be Im on the cable, 
and that she would take it if the requited it. 

The darknott could not hide the slim bottle corked with a slim 
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blond cork, and so clear was the vision that she could read the 
label through the darkness. It was only partially gummed on 
the bottom, and she could read the p^e writing. **To be 
taken before bedtime.*' The temptation struck through the 
darkness, sweet and dreamily seductive it entered her brain. She 
was tempted as by a dark, dreamless river; hushed in an un¬ 
conscious darkness she would be upon that river* floating through 
a long, winding night towards a dim, very distant dav. If she 
were to drink, darkness would sink upon her, and all this visible 
world, the continual sight of which she felt must end in lunacy, 
would pass from her. So great was the temptation that she did 
not dare to get out of bed and put the bottle away—if she did 
she must drink it, so she lay quite still, her face turned against 
the wall, trying to And courage in the thought that God had 
imposed the torture of these sleepless nights upon her in order 
that she might be saved from the eternal sleeplessness of hell. 

Mistakes arc made in the preparation of mnlicincs, but if no 
mistake had been made, a change in her health might unfit her 
for so large a dose, and if through either of these chances she 
were to die in her sleep, tliere was no question that she must awake 
in hell. She did not dare to go to the draught, but lay quite still, 
h-wT head cltjsc against the wall, praying for darkness, crying for 
relief from this too fierce mentality ; it seemed to be eating up 
the very substance of her brain. 

On thei following evening she sat in her armchair watching 
the clock. It had struck eleven—that was the time fur her going 
to bed, but the hour had become a redoubtable one. Bedtime 
filled her with fear, and the thought of another sleepless night 
deprived her of all courage. She did not dare to go upstairs. She 
sat in her armchair as if in terror of a mortal enemy. She had 
hidden the bottle, but her maid had ordered another. There 
were n^>w two, suificient to procure death, said her conscience, 
and since dinner the temptation to commit suicide had been grow¬ 
ing in her brain ; like a vulture perched upon a jag of mountain 
rock, she could sec the temptation watching her. She tried nut 
to sec, but the thought grew blacker and larger—its beak was in 
her bruin, and she w'as drawn, as if by talons, tremblingly from 
her chair. She was so weak that she could hardly cross the room ; 
but the thought of death seemed to give her coungc, and with¬ 
out it the thought she never ^'Quld davc hud the strength to get 
upstairs. The attraction was extraordinary, and her powertess- 
ncss to resist it was part of the fascination, and she looked round 
the room like a victim looking for the knife. She could not sec 
the bottle on her dressing-table, and accepting this as a favourable 
omen, she undressed and lay down. 

1^^ After all, she might sleep without having tecotuse to death ; 
but, lying on the pillow, she could think of nothing l»it the slim 
bottle arid the slim blond cork, and a thick white liquid, and the 
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dark rivet into which she would sink, the windinp; darkness on 
udiich the would Hoafc, and the had not scrcnjj;th to think whither 
it led. Her only thought was not to see this wodd any more; 
her only detiie not to tmnk of Ulick or Owen, and to be tortuxed 
no longer by doubt of what was right and what wat wrong. 
She was aware that the was losing possession her self-control, 
and would be soon drawn into the dreaded but mucb-dcsired 


abyss; and in this delirium, produced by long insomnia, she 
began to conceive her suicide as an act of defiance a^nst God, 
and she rejoiced in her hatted of God, who had afflicted her so 
cruelly—^for it was hatted that had come to her aid, and would 
enable her to secure a long, long sleep. ** Out of the sight of 
this world **—she muttered the words as she sought the oilonl 
—1*11 deep, 1*11 slew, I must sleep. Sleep or dcatli, one or 
the other, so long as 1 am out of the tight of this world.** But 
in her fren^ of desire for sleep she overlooked the slim bottle 
with the slim blond cork. Yet it stood on the toilet-table amid 


other bottles, ri^ht under her eyes, but over and over again she 
passed it by, until, frightened at not finding it, she openedTdray/'et 
after drawer, and rushed to her waidrube thinking it might be 
there. She sou^t for it, throwing her things about, and, not 
finding it anyv^re, a cold sweat broke over her forehead. 
Another sleepless night and she must go mad. If she did not 
find it, she must find another way out of this agony, and the 
thought of cutting her throat, or throwing herself out of the 
window, Hashed across her mind. ** Sleep 1 must havo-^slcep, 
sleep, slwp I ** she muttered, as with fearing fingers she empttra 
out the contents of her little workbox, where odds and ends 
collected. It was her so^nilar that came up under her band, 
and at the sight of it, all her mad revolt was hushed, and a calm 
settled upon her. “ A miracle, a miracle,*' she murmured, ** the 
Virgin has done this ; she interceded for me ; *’ and at die same 
moment, catching sight of the chloral right under her very eyes, 
she could no longer doubt the miraculous interposition of the 
Virgin. Foe bow otherwise could that bottle have escaped hex 
notice ? She had looked at the very place where it stood many 
times, and had not seen it; she had moved the other bottles and 
she h^ not seen it. The Virgin had taken it away—she was sure 
it was not there five minutes ago—or else the Virgin bad blinded 
her eyes to it. A miracle had happened ; and in a quivering ^ 
peace of mind and an intense joy of the heart, she mended the 
strinn of her bfoken tcapular. Then she hung it round her neck, 
and kneeling by titc bedside, she said the prayers that it enjoined ; 
and when she got into bed she saw a light shining in one comer 
of the room, and, sure that it was the Virgin who had come in 
person to visit her, she oontinued her pesyers till she £bU asle^ 



CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 

A. KNCX2K came at her door, and Mezat aras glad to hear 
that Mademoiselle had slept. She noticed that the sleeping^ 
draught had not been taken, and picking up the various things that 
Evelyn had scattered in her search, she wondered at the disorder 
of the room, making Evelyn feel uncomfortable by her remarks. 
Evelyn knew it would be impossible for Merac to guess the cause 
of it all. But when she hesitated about what dress she would 
wear, declaring against this one and that one, her choice all the 
time being fixed on a black crepon, Merat glanced suspiciously 
at her mistress; and when Evelyn put aside her rings, selecting 
in preference two which she did not usually wear, the maid was 
convinced that some disaster had happened, and was ready to 
conclude that Ulick Dean was the cause of these sleepless nights. 

Evclvn had chosen this dress because she was going to St. 
Joseph’s or because she supposed she was going there. It did 
not seem to her that she could confess to anyone but Monsignor. 
But why he ? one priest would do as well as another. She was 
too tired to think. 

Her brain was like one of those autumn dajrs when clouds hang 
low, and a dimness broods between sky and earth. True that 
there were the events of last night—her sear^ for the chloral, 
the finding of her scapular, her Ixlief in a special interposition of 
Providence, and then her resolution to go to cmifession. It was 
all there; she knew it all, but did not want to think about it. 
She had been thinking for a week, and this was the first respite 
she had had from thought, and she wished this stupor of brain 
to continue till four o’clock. That was the time she would have 
to be at St. Joseph’s. He was generally there at that time. 

She had lam down on the sofa after br^fast, hoping to sleep a 
little; if she didn’t, the time would be very long; but as she doa^ 
she began to see the thin, worn face and the piercing eyes, and the 
intonation of his voice began to ring in her ears. As she thought 
or as she dreamed, the striking of the clock reminded her of the 
number of hours that sepaiatM them. Only four houra and she 
would be kneeling at n» feett Then she felt that she had 
advanced a stage, and was appreciably nearer the inevitable^eflld, 
and la^ staring at sem^ce of events. She saw the hours 
stretching out reaching to nim, and she, all the while, was mo^og 
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ditoogfa the hours automsticsUy. All kind of similes presented 
themselves to her mind. She asked herself how it was tnat Mon- 
dgnor had come into her life. She had not sought him; she had 
not wanted him in her life, but he had come I She remembered 
the fint time she saw him—that Sunday morning when she went 
to St. Jctteph’s to meet her fethcr's chQlr--4nd could recall the 
exact appesirance of the church as he walked across the aisle to 
the pulpit. It was illuminated bv a sudden ray of sunlight falling 
through one of the eastern windows, and she remembered how 
it had lighted up the thin, narrow face, bringing a glow of colour 
to the dark skin till it seemed like one of the carved saints she 
had seen in Romanesaue churches on the Rhine. She remembered 
the shape of the small head, carried well back, and how she had 
been impressed by the slow stride with which he crossed the 
sanctuary. Then her thoughts passed to the moment when, 
standing in the pulp’t, he m looked out on the congregation, 
seeming to divine the presence of some gieat sinner there. She 
had felt that he was aware of her existence, for in that moment, 
the thin grey eyes seemed to see her, even to think her, and they 
had frightened her, they were so clear, so set on some purpose— 
Gkxl*s or the Churdt's. She had met him that evening at a con¬ 
cert, and how well she remembered her father introducing himl 
He had spoken to her several minutes; everyone in the room was 
looking at them, and she recalled the scene—all the girls, their 
dresses, and the expression of their eyes. But she could not 
recall what Monsignor had said, only her impressions ; the same 
strange fascination and fear which she had experienoed when 
Owen came to the ccmcerts long ago—that loud winter's night, 
harsh and hard as iron. Owen had stood talking to her too, and 
she had been fascinated. ... He had admired her singing, 
and Monsignor had admired her singing; but she was determine 
not to sing until Monsignor had asked her to sing, and when he 
had asked her to go to the convent she had gone. It was very 
stranfK ; she could not account for it. It was all beyond herselx, 
outsicK her, far away like the stars, and she fdt now as she did 
whenever she looked at the stars. Was her character essentiaUy 
weak, and was she liable to all these influences, these facile assimi¬ 
lations? Was there nothing within her, no abiding principle, 
nothing that she could call her own ? She wdked up tne room,* 
and tried to understand heiself-—what was she, bad or good, 
weak or strong? If she cmly knew what she was, then dbe 
would know how to act. 

There wete her sins against faith. She had striven to under¬ 
mine her belief in God. She bad read Duwtn and Huxley for 
thb purpose, and not in the least to obtain knowle^^. As 
Monsignor had said, ** When a Catholic loaea his feith, it is 
because he desires to lead a loose life,** and she hardly dated to 
look into her soul, knowing that the would find coofinnation 
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of this opintOQ. She had not been to Mass, because at the 
Elevation she believed in spite of herself; so she had been as 
insincere in her unfaith as in her faith. Then there were'the sins 
of the flesh, and their number and their blackness terrified her. 
There were sins that she strove to put out of her mind at once, 
sins she was even ashamed to think of; and the thought of 
confessing them struck her down, and once more it seemra that 
she could never raise herself out of the slough into which she 
had fallen. She had all along taken it for granted that a general 
admission that ahe had lived with Owen as his wife would be 
sufficient. But now it seemed to her that she would have to tell 
Monsignor how gross her life had been. 

In a comer of ^ room her sins crowded, and covering her fisce 
widh her hands, she was convinced that she could not go to 
confession. 

Before she went away with Owen she had had no sins to confess, 
or only venial sins; ti^t she had been late for Mass through her 
own tault; that she had omitted her evening prayers. Her 
' worst sin was the reading of a novel which she thought she ought 
not to have read, but now her life was all sin. If the priest 
questioned her she could not answer, she must refuse to answer. 
^ there seemed no hope for her. She could not confess every¬ 
thing, and the conviction suddenly possessed her that God had 
deserted her, and she could not hope for redemption from her 
present life. For she could not comess all her sins; her heart 
would fail her. she would be tempted to conceal something, and 
then to her other sins she would add the sin of a bad confession. 

Nervous pains began aj^in in her amis and neck, and she 
experienced the same wasting away of the very substance of her 
being, of the protecting envelope of the unconscious. She was 
again a mere mentality, and she looked round the room with a 
fnghtened, distxacted air. On the table was the book Monsignor 
had given her, Sm and Its Constqmtues, But she turned from it 
with a smile. She did not need anyone to tell her what were the 
consequences of sin—and the familiar proverb of bringing coals 
to Newcastle rose up in her mind. At the same moment she 
caught sight of the clock; it was half-past twelve, and she remem¬ 
bered that in about three hours and a half it would be time to 


go to St. Joseph's. Then like a flash the question came, was it 
Monsignor's influence that had induced this desire of a pure life 
in her? She could not deny to herself that she was attracted by 
his personality. So the question was, hew far his personality 
accounted for the change that had come over her life ? Was it 
the mere personal influence of the prelate, or an inherent sense of 
right and wrong that compelled hu to aend her lovers away and 
change her life ? If it were the mete personal influence of Mon¬ 
signor, her desiie of a pure Ufie would not last, and to attain some¬ 
thing that was not natural Co her she would have mined her Ufe 
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to no piupose. Owen*s influence hid died in her; hour did the 
know that Monitor's would continue even so long ? She had 
lived an evil life ror six years; would she lead a good one for the 
tame time ? If she knew this she would know how to act. But 
not only for six years would she have to lead a good life, but till 
the very end of lier life. If she did not persevere till the v^ end, 
all this picsent struggle and the years of self-denial which she 
was about to enter on would be useless* She might just as well 
have had a good time all alon^* A good time 1 That was just 
it. She could'not have a good time. She dare not fiioe the agony, 
the agony which she was at present enduring, so she must go to 
confession, she must have inward peace. 

** So my life is over and done,** she said, ** and at seven-and- 
twenty T* 

She twisted in her Angers a letter which she had received that 
morning from Mademoiselle Helbtun. She was staying at 
the Savoy Hotel, and had just returned from Munidi. E^yn 
felt she would like to hear about her success as Frika, and bow 
So-and-So had sung Brunnhilde, and the rest of the little gossip' 
about the profession. She would like to lunch with Louise in 
the restaurant, at a table by the window. She would like to see the 
Thames, and hear things that she might never hear again. But was 
it possible that she was never going to join again in the tumult of the 
Valkyrie ? She remembered her war gear, white tunic with gold 
breastplates. Was it possible that she would never cry their cry 
from the top of the rocks; and herfavuurite horse, the hone that 
Owen had given her for the part, what would b^me of him ? 
What would become of her jewellery, of her house, of her fame, 
of everything ? She attempt a last stand against her conscience. 
Her scruples were imaginary. Owen had said it could not matter 
to God whether she kissed him or not. But she did not pursue 
this train of reasoning. She felt it to be wrong. But she could 
not confers—she could not explain everything, and again she was 
struck with a sort of mental panlvsis. W'hy Monsignor—^why 
not another priest ? No, not anotMr. She could not say why, 
but not anotner; be was the one. But perhaps she only wanted 
to tell someone, a woman—^Louise, for instance. If she were to 
tell Louise—she put the idea out of mind, feeling it to be vain, 
and trying to think that there was no need why she should leave 
the sti^ge, and uncertain whether she should stay on the suge IT 
Monsignor forbade her, or if she wanted to even xf be allowed her, 
she put cm her hat and went to lunch with I..oui8e. It would 
help her to pass the time; it would save her from thinking. 
She must speak to someone. But the Savoy was on her way to St. 
Joseph’s. It was half-way there. A little overcome ny the 
coinocknee, she told her servant to call a hansom, and as she 
drove to the hotel she wondered why she had thought of going 
to tee Louise. 
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She met her in the courtyard, and the vivacious Utde wcHnao 
cried, ** My dear, how glad 1 am to see you 1 ** and she stretched 
out Iwth bands. Evelyn was more plesM to see her friend than 
she expected to be, and while listening to her she envied her for 
being so happy, and she wondered why she was so happy; and 
while asking herself these questions she noticed her dress. 
Mademoiselle Hclbrun’s plump fi^te was set off to full advantage 
in a black and white check silk dress, and she wore a wondcrl^ 
arched hat with flowing plumes of the bird of paradise. She was 
a prima-donna every inch of her, standing on the steps of her hotel, 
whereas the operatic stage could hardly be distinguished at all in 
Evelyn*8 dress. With the black crepon skirt She wore a helio¬ 
trope blouse, and she stood, one foot showing beyond the skirt, 
in a statue-like attitude, her pale parasol held negligently over 
one shoulder. 

** My dear,** she said, *' I have come to ask you to let me lunch 
with you.” 

** But I shall be enchanted, my dear. I wrote on the chance, 
never thinking that you would be in town this season.'* 

** Yes, it is strange. 1 don't know why 1 am here. There's no 
one in town,** 

*' Where would you like to lunch ? In my room or in the 
restaurant ? ** 

”lt will be gayer in the restaurant. I haven't seen a soul 
for nearly a week." 

"My dear 1" 

Louise gave her a sharp look, in which the passing thought 
that Evelyn might be in want of money was dismissed as ridiculous. 
Louise thought of some unhappy love af£air, and when they sat 
down to lunch she noticed that Evelyn avoided answering a 
question regarding herself, and turned the conversation on to the 
Munich performance. I'he evident desire of Evelyn not to talk 
about herself clouded Louise's pleasure in talking oi herself, and 
she paused in her account of the Wotan, the Bmnnhilde, the 
conductor and the Rhine Maidens to tell Evelyn of the inquiries 
that had been made about her—all were looking forward to her 
Kundry next year. Madame Wagner had said that there never 
had been such a Brunnhtlde. 

" I daresay she said so, but at the bottom of her heart she did 
not like my Brunnhilde. It was against her ideas. She always 
thought 1 was too much woman. She said that I forgot .chat I 
was a Gcxldcss. And she was right. I never could remember 
the Goddess. 1 never remember anything on the stage. *Tisn*t 
my way. 1 simply live it all out. 1 was enthusiastic when Sieg¬ 
fried came to tdcase me, because I should have been enthusiastic 
about him." Evelyn's thoughts went back to Owen, and she 
remembered how he had released her from the bondage of music 
lessons with a kiss. 
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** But when I cafue to tell you about the mined Valhalla and 
the poor fallen Gods you were sorry ?** 

Yes, I was sorry for father.*’ 

“The All-Father?” 

Evelyn laughed. 

” No, my own father. That’s my way. I think of what has 
happened to me and 1 act that. But teU me about the Munich 
performances.” 

While Mademoiselle Helbrun told of the different points in 
which they excelled, Evelyn thought and thought of the strange 
charm of the woman who had so ably continued the Master’s 
work. She recalled the tall, bending figure, she saw the alley 
of clipped limes, she remembered the spacious rooms, and then 
his study, the walls lined with lx>okcascs, books of legends and 
philosophical works, the room in which he had written '* The 
Dusk of the Gods ” and ** Parsi^.” Thinking of the studious 
months she had sfxnt in that house, a vivid memory of one night 
shot across her brain. It was a heavy, breathless night, without star 
or moon. She had wandered into the dark garden; she had 
found her way to the grave, and standing by the Master’s side 
she had listened to the music and seen the ^csts passing across 
the lighted windows. The warble of the tountain had seemed 
to her like the pulse of Eternity. All that was three years ago. 
” It is very wonderful, very wonderful,” she thought, and she 
awoke with a start, and Mademoiselle flelbrun saw she had not 
been listening. She answered Louise’s subsequent remarks, and 
was glad that what had been had been. She was giving it all up, 
it was true, but it was not as if she had not known life. 

The sun was shining on the great brown river, and out of the 
smoke-dimmed sky white creamy clouds were faintly rising. 
Evelyn’s eyes had wandered out there, and she seemed to see a 
thin face and hard^ cold eyes, and she asked Louise abruptly what 
the time was, for she had forgotten her watch. It was omy just 
three o’clock. She returned to the Munich performances, but 
Louise could see that Evelyn was all the time strug^ing anunst 
an overmastering fate. The only thing she could think <h was 
that Evelyn was being forced into a marriage or an elopement 
agunst her will. Once or twice she thought that Evelyn was 
going to confide in her. She waited, afraid to say a word le^ 
sne would cl^ck the confidences that her friend ^med tempted 
to entrust her with. Evelyn’s eyes were dull and lifeless. Lc^ise 
could sec that tl^y did not see her, and it was with an effort that 
Evelyn said, ** 1 am sorry 1 did not see your Frika; ” and once 
startra she rattled on for some time, tuurdly knowing what she 
was saying, arguing about the music and expressing opinioos 
about evemhing aM everybody. Stopping abruptly, she again 
asked her fmnd what time it was. Louise said that m must not 
gOb and tbeu tried to induce her to come for a drive with bet; 
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but Evelyn shook her head—she was engaged. Thene was no 
trace of colour in her face, and when Louiw asked when they 
should meet a^n, she said she did not know, but she hoped 
very soon. She might be obliged to go to Paris to-morrow, and 
she had to pay some visits to Scotiand at the end of the month. 
Louise did not like to question her, for she was sure that some 
momentous event was about to happ^ As she drove away 
Louise said, ** 1 should not be surprised if she did not play Kundiy 
next year.” 

While wondering at the grotesque movement of the trotting 
horse, Evelyn tried once more to save herself from this visit to 
St. Joseph’s. She thought of what it would cost her-~her 
present life I Her lovers were gone already, and Monsignor 
would tell her that she must give up the stage. But these con¬ 
siderations did not alter the fact that she was going to St. Joseph’s. 
She was rolling thither, like a stone down a hilL She saw the 
streets and people as she passed them, as a stone might if it had 
eyes. All {^wer of will h^ been taken from her; itwastheMune 
as when went to meet Owen at Berkeley ^uare, and in a 
strange lucidity of mind, she asked herself if it were not true that 
we are never more than mere machines set in motion by a master 
hand, predestined to certain courses, purblind creatures who do 
not perceive their own helplessness, except in rare moments of 
heightened consciousness. As if to convince herself on this 
point, she strove to raise her hand to open the trap in the roof 
of the hansom, and her fear increased on finding that she could not. 
To acquire the necessaiy stren^h, she reminded herself that she 
was wrecking her whole life tot an idea, for, perhaps, nothing 
more than a desire to confess her sins. A^n she tried to raise 
her hand, and she looked round, feeling mat nothing short of 
some extraordinary accident could save her, nothing except an 
accident to the horse or carriage could save her artistic life. 
Some material aeddent, nothing else. . . . Monsignor might 
not be at St. Joseph's. Perhaps be had left town. Nobrny 
stayed in town in September, ana for a moment it seemed hardly 
worth while to continue her drive. Her thoughts came to a 
standstill, and, as in a nervous vision, Evelyn saw that the whole 
of her future life depended on her seeing Monsignor that day. 
She foresaw that if she were turned away from tbe door of Sc. 
Joseph's, she would never come back; never would she be able 
to bring herself to the point agaitu She would find Owen 
wuting for her; wherever she went, ahe would meet him; 
sooner or later the temptation to return to him would overcome 
her. Then, indeed, she would be lost; then, indeed, her tragedy 
would begin. ... Ah I if she could only cease to think fSx a 
link while; only for a little while. She had tried to escape from 
him once before, and had not succeeded because there was no 
one to help her. Now there was Monsignor. The teflectioo 
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cbeeced ber» and a fev minutes were left to dJaooTer bow mud> 
of her eomretsioo was owing to her original nature^ and how 
much to Monsigimr*! influenoe. It seemed to her that if ahe 
wete certain of ibis point, she would know whether she should 
go forward or bark. But her heart gave back no answer, and she 
gre w mote helpleas, and terrified, like a bird fallen into the fascina¬ 
tion of a serpmt. She was uncertain if she could lead a gocxl 
life. She no longer desired anything. She was consdous of 
no sensation, except that she was rolling independent of her own 
will, Uke a stone. A moment after, the gable of the ^urch 
appeared against the skv, and she recognised the poor, ridiculous 
creature in the tattered black bonnet, whose stiff, crooked appeaa> 
ance she had known since childhood. She had changed little 
In the last twenty years. She walked with the same sidling ^t, 
her hands crossed in front of her like a doU. Her life had been 
lived about St. Jos^h's; the church had always been the theatre 
and centre of her thoughts. Doubtless she was on her way to 
Benediction, and the temptation to follow her arose, but was 
easily resist^. Evelyn [Mid the cabman his fare, and in an 
increasing tremor of nervous agitation, she crossed the gravelled 
space in wnt cf the presbytery. The attendant showed her into 
the same bare room, where there was nothing to distract her 
thoughts from herself except the four prints on the walls. She had 
recourse to them in the hope of stimulating her religious fervour, 
but as she gazed at St. Monica and St. Augustine she remembered 
the poor woman she had just seen. There had been scorn of 
her ridiculous ai^)earance in her heart, and pride that she, Evelyn, 
had beoi given a more beautiful body, more perfect hetdth, tinA 
a clearer intelligence. So she was overcome with shame. How 
dare she have scorned this holy woman. If she had been mote 
richly gifted by Nature, to what shameful usage had she put her 
body and her talents ? And Evelyn thought how muen more 
lovely In God's eyes was this poor deformed woman. To sin 
is the common lot of humanity; but she bad done more chan 
oominit sins, she had committed tbt sin, she had striven to tear 
out of her heart that sense of right and wrong which God had 
planmd there. She had denied the ideal as the Jews had denied 
Christ. Owen had not done that; he lived up to his principles, 
such as thqr were. But she had not thought she was acting 
right, she hM always known that she was doing wrong, and she 
bad gone on doing wrong, stifling her conscience, hoping 
always that it would he the last time. 

That poor woman whose appeuance had raised a contemptuous 
thought in her heart had never sinned against her faith. She had 
not soujght to raise doubts in her heart concerning God and morals; 
the hadlived in ardent belief and love, never doubting that God 
watched her frexu his heaven, whither he would call Mr in good 
time. Almighty God i She was struck with fiaar leat she did 
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not believe all that this poor woman believed, ^id the bdieve 
that she, Eveljm Innes, would appear at the final judgment and 
be assigned a place for ever ana ever in either etenw bliss or 
torment ? She did not know tf she believed this. Last night 
she was sure she believed, but to-day she did not know. . , . 
She did not know that heaven was as this poor woman imagined 
it. She asked herself if she believed in a future life of any sort ? 
She was not sure, she did not know; she was only sure that 
whether there be a future life or none, our obligation to live 
according to the dictates of our conscience remains the same. 
But Monsignor might not deem this sufficient, and might refuse 
her absolution. She strove to convince hersdf, hurriedly, aware 
that the moments were fleeting, that she had a soul. That sense 
of right and wrong which, like a whip, had driven her here 
could be nothing el^ but the voice of her soul; therefore there 
was a soul, and if there was a soul it could not die, and if it did not 
die it must go somewhere; therefore there was a heaven and a 
hell. But in spite of her desire to convince herself, remembrance 
of Owen's ar^ments whistled like a wind through her pious 
exhortations, and all that she had read in Huxley and Darwin 
imd Spencer; the very words came back thick and distinct, and 
like one who finds progress impossible in the face of the gale, 
she stopped thinking. “ Wc know nothing ... we know 
nothing, * were the words she heard in the shriek of the wind, 
and revealed religion appeared in tattered, miserable plight, a 
forlorn spectre borne away on the wind. So distinct was the 
vision, so explicit her hearing, that she could not pretend to 
herself that she was a Christian in any but a moral sense, and this 
would not satisfy Monsignor. Then question after Question 
pealed in her ears. What should she say when he came f Was 
It not better for her to leave at once ? But then ? She took one 
step towards the door. However thin and shallow her belief 
might be, she must confess her sins. She felt that she must 
confess her sins even if she did n^tt believe in confession. Her 
thoughts paused, and she was terrified by the mystery which her 
own existence presented to herself. 

The door opened, and the priest stood looking at her. She 
could see that he divined the truth. In the first glance he read 
that Evelyn had come to confession, and it was for him a moment 
of extraordinary spiritual elation. 

Monsignor Nlostyn and Sir Owen had been at school together, 
and though they had not met since, they frequently beard of 
each other. Owen's ideas of marriage and religion were well 
known to the priest. He had heard soon after she had gone away 
that she had gone with Asher, his old schoolfellow. He knew 
the pride that Asher would take in destroying her faith, and this 
diabolic project he had determined to frustrate; and every year 
when be returned from Rome, he asked if Evelyn was expebed 
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to sing in London that ceason. As year after year went by, his 
chance savins her soul seemed to grow mote remote; but at 
the bottcan of his heart he believed that he was the chosen instru¬ 
ment of God's grace. That night at the concert in her fathtf *s 
house, the first words—somethbg in her manner, the eimression 
in her eyes, had led him to think that the conversion would be an 
easy one. But it had come about quicker than he had expected. 
And as he stood looking at her, he was aware of an alloy of 
personal vanity and strove to stifle it; he thought of himself 
as the humble instrument selected to win her from this infamous, 
this renegade Catholic, and the trouble so visible in her was 
conflrmatton of his belief that there can be no peace for a Catholic 
outside the pale of the Church. 

have wanted to sec you so much," she began hurriedly. 
** There is a great deal I want to tell you. But perhaps you have 
no time now." 

" My dear child, I have ample time, I am only too pleased to 
be of service to you. I am afraid you arc in trouble, you look 
quite ill." 

I1)e kindness of the voice flllcd her eyes with tears, and she 
understood in a moment the relief it would be to tell her troubles 
to this kind friend ; to feel his kind advice allaying them one by 
one, and to know that the sleepless solitude in which she had 
tried to grapple with them was over at last. To give her time 
to recover herself, Monsignor spoke of a letter be bad received 
that morning from the Sup)erior of the Passionist Convent. 

** 1 will not trouble you with her repeated thanks for what you 
have done for her. She begs me to tell you that she and the 
sisters unite in inviting you to spend a few days with them. 
They suggest that you should ch(K>se your own time." 

" Oh, Monsignor, how can 1 go and stay with them I I 
thought I should have died of shame when I went there alter 
the concert with you. Mother Philippa asked me if I had 
travelled with my father when I went abroad. You must 
remember, for you came to my assistance." 

" I turned the conversation, seeing that it embarrassed you." 

" But you must have guessed." 

" On account of your father’s position at St. Joseph’s, I had 
heard of you. ... 1 had heard of your intimacy with Sir Owep 
Asher, and the life of an opera singer is not one to which a go<^ 
Catholic can easily reconcile herself." 

As they sac Oii either side of the table, Evelyn was attracted, 
and then absr^rbed, bv the distinctive appearance of the priest. 
His mind was in his lace. The long, high forehead, with black 
hair growing sparely upon it; the stnalf brilliant c^es, and the 
long, Arm 1^ of tm jaw, now distinct, for the heaa was turned 
alnM in profile. T^ face was a perfect symbol of the mkid 
behind it; and the intimate coocunence of the appeanuMse and 
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the thought was the reason of its attractlTenets. It was the 
beauty of unity; here was a man whose ideas ate so deeply rooted 
that they express themselves in his flesh. In him there was 
nothing floating or undecided ; and *n the line of the thin, small 
mouth and the square nostrils, Evelyn divined a perfect certainty 
on all points. In this way she was attracted to his spiritual 
^idance, and desired the support of his knowledge, as she bad 
desired Ulick's knowlcdue when she was studying Isolde. 
Ulick*8 technical knowlcugc had been useful to her; upon it 
she had raised herself, through it she had attained her idea. And 
in the same way Monsignor’s knowledge on all points of doctrine 
would free her from doubt. Then ^e would be able to rise 
above the degradation of earthly passion to that purer and higher 
passion, the love of God. Doctrine she did not love for its owm 
sake as Monsignor loved it. She regarded it as the musician 
regards crotchets and quavers, as a means of expression ; and she 
now felt that without doctrine she could not acquire the love 
which she desired; without doctrine she could not free herself 
from the bondage of the Hesh, and every moment the temptation 
to give her soulinto his keeping grew more irresistible. Rising 
from her chair, she said— 

“ Will you hear my confession now, Monsignor ? ** 

The priest looked at her, his narrow, hard face concentrated 
in an ardent scrutiny. 

'* Certainly, my child, if you think you are sufHciently pte- 
pared." 

" I must confess now ; I could not put it off again;" and 
glancing round the room, she slipped suddenly upon her knees. 

'Die priest put on his stole and murmured a Latin prayer, 
making the sign of the Cross over the head of his penitent. 

" I tear 1 shall never remember all my sins. I nave been living 
in mortal sin so many years.** 

** 1 remember that you spoke to me of intellectual difficulties 
—concerning faith. You see now, my dear child, that you 
were deceiving youndf. Your real difficulties were quite 
different.** 

** 1 think that my doubts were sincere," Evelyn replied ttemb- 
^ingly, for she felt that Monsignor expected her to agree with 
him. 

*' If your doubts were sincere, what has itmoved them ? 
What has convinced you of the existence of a future life ? That, 
I believe, was one of your chidf difficulties. Have you examined 
the evidence ? ” 

Evelyn murmured that that sense of tight and wrong which 
she had never been able to drive out of her heart impued the 
existence of God. 

" But savages, to whom the Scriptures axe unknown, have a 
tense of right and wrong. Those who lived before tlie birth 
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of Christ—rile Gieeks and Romans—bad a sense of right and 
iwong.” 

Knowing that the prie8t*s absolution depended upon her 
acceptance of the docttme of a future life, she strove to believe 
as a little cluld. But it was her sins the flesh ^t she wanted 
to'Confess, and this argument about the Incarnation had be^n 
to seem out of place. Suddenly it seemed to her inexpressibly 
ludicrous that sne should be kneeling beside the priest. She 
could not help wondering what Owen would think of her. She 
remembered his pointing out that it is stated in the Gospel that 
the Messiah should be descended from David. Now, Mary was 
not of royal blood, so it was through Joseph, who was not his 
father, that Christ was descended from David. But these dis- 
crepandes did not matter. She felt the Church to be necess^ 
to her, and that its teaching coincided with her deepest feeling 
seemed to her enough. But Monsignor was insistent, and he 
pressed dogma after dogma upon her. All the while the cocoa- 
nut matting ate into her knees, and she was perplexed by remem¬ 
brances of sexual abandonments. How to speak of them she did 
not know, and she was haunted and terrifled by the idea of con¬ 
cealing anything which would Invalidate her confession. So 
she hastily availed herself of the flrst pause to tell him that she had 
lived witli Owen Asher for the last six years. The priest did 
not trouble to inquire further, and she felt that she could not 
leave him under the impression that she had lived with Owen the 
moderate, sexual life wnich she believed was maintained between 
husband and wife. 

** My life during the last six years,** she said, interrupting him, 
** has been so abandoned. There arc few—thm are no excesses 
of which I have not been j^ilty.** 

** You have said enough on that point,** he answered, to her 
great relief. But at that moment she remembered Ulick, and 
we felt that she must mention him. To do so she had again to 
interrupt the priest. 

** But I must tcU you—Sir Owen was not the only one **— 
she bowed her head—there was another.’* Then, yielding to 
the temptation to explain herself, she told Monsignor now it was 
this second sin that had awakened her conscience. She had tried 
to look upon Sir Owen as her husband. *' But one night at tile 
theatre, during a performance of' Tristan and Isolde,* I sinned 
with thtt seco^ man.'* 

** And this showed you, my dear child, the impossibility of a 
moral life for one who was bom a Catholic except when protected 
by the doctrine and the sacraments of our Holy Church. And 
tMt brings us back to the point from which we started--~the 
necessity of an unquestioning acceptance of the entire d^trine, 
and, I may add, a general acquiescence in Catholic belief. It 
seems strange to you riiat 1 am more anxious about your thu 
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ftgainst fiuth than your sins of the fiesh. It is because 1 know 
that without faith you will fall again. It is because I know the 
danger, the seduction of the theory that even if there be neither 
j hell nor heaven, yet the obligation to lead a moral life exists. 
Such theory is in essence Protestantism and a delicious flattery 
of the vanity of human nature. It has been the cause of the loss 
of millions of souls. You vourself are a living testimony of the 
untruatworthincss of this shelter, and it is entirely contrary to 
the spirit of the teaching of the Church, which is that we must 
lead a moral life in order to gain heaven and avoid the pain of 
heU.” 

She leaned heavily on the tabic to relieve her knees from as 
much weight as possible, and she thought of the possibility of 
getting her handkerchief out of her pocket and placing it under 
her. But when her confession turned from her sms against 
faith to her sins of the flesh, she forgot the pain of her knees. 

** There is one mote question I must ask you. You have 
lived with this man as his mistress for six years, you have spoken 
of the excesses to which you abandoned yourself, but more 
important than these is whether you dclil'>cratcly avoided the 
probable consequences of your sin—1 mean in regard to chil¬ 
dren ?” 

** If we sin we must needs avoid the consequences of our sin. 
1 know that it is forbidden—but my profession—had to think 
of others—my father-” 

*' Your answer, my dear child, does not surprise me. It shows 
me into what depths you have faLn. That you should think 
like this is part of the teaching of the man whose object was to 
undermine your faith; it is part of the teaching of Darwin and 
Huxley and Spencer. You were persuaded that to live with a 
man to whom you u'ere not married differed in no wise from 
living with your husband. The result has proved how false is 
such teaching. The sacrament of marriage was instituted to 
save the weak from the danger of temptation, and human nature 
is essentially weak, and without the protection of the Church it 
falls, llic doctrine of the Church is our only safeguard. But 
that you should have proved unfaithful to this man—this second 
sin which shocked you so much, and which 1 am thankful awak¬ 
ened in you a sense of sin, is not more important than to thwart 
the desij^ of Nature. It is important that vou should understand 
this, for an understanding on mis point will show you how false, 
how contradictory, is the teaching of the naturalistic philosophy 
in which you placed your trust. These men put aside revealed 
religion and refer everything to Nature, but they do not hesitate 
to oppose the designs of Nature when it suits their purpose. 
The doctrine the Church has always been one wifi^ one husband. 
Polygamy and polyandry ate relatively sterile. It is the acknow¬ 
ledge vnfe and the acknowledged husband that are fruitful; 
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it is the husband and wife who famish the wotid with men and 
hesTen with souls, whereas the lover and the mistress fulfil no 
purpose, they merely encumber the world with their vice, they 
are uselas to Nature, and are hateful in God's sl^tt; the nations 
that do not cast them out soon become dectepjd;i^ If we go to 
the root of things, we find that the law of the (^urch coincides 
very closely with die law of Nature, and that the so-called natural 
sciences are but a nineteenth century figment. 1 hope idl chis is 
quite clear to you ? *' 

Evelvn acquiesced. Her natural instinct forbade her the 
original sin—what h^pened after did not appeal to her; she 
coiud feci no interest in the oucstion he had raisM. But she was 
determined to avoid all falsenood—on that question her instinct 
was ag^ explicit—and when he returned again in his irritatiem 
at her insubordination to his ideas, and questioned her regarding 
her belief as to a future life, her answer was so doubtful tlut after 
a moment's hesitation he said— 

** If you are not convinced on so cardinal a point of dogma, 
it is impossible for me to give you absolution." 

"Do not deny me your absolution. 1 cannot face my life 
without some sign of forgiveness. 1 believe—1 think 1 believe. 
You probe too deeply. Sometimes it seems to me that there 
must be a future life, sometimes it seems to me—that it would 
be too terrible if we were to live again." 

" It would be too terrible indeed, my dear child, if we were to 
live again unassoiled, unpurified, in all our miserable imperfec¬ 
tions. But these have b^n removed by the priest's absolution, 
by the sinner’s repentance in this world and by purgatory in the 
next. Those who have the happiness to live in the sight of God 
are without stain." 

" 1 only know that I must lead a moral life, and that religion 
will help me to do so. 1 try to speak the truth, but the truth 
shifts and veers, and in trying to tell the whole truth perhaps 
1 leave an impression that I Imieve less than I do. You must 
make allowance for my ignorance and incapacity. 1 cannot find 
words as you do to express myself. Do not refuse me absolution, 
for without it I shall not have strength to persevere. ... I fear 
what may become of me. If you knew the effort it has cost me 
to come to you. 1 have not slept for many nights for thinking^' 
of my sins." 

" There is one promise you must make me before 1 give you 
absolution; you must not seek either of these men again who 
have been to you a cause of sin." 

Ibe pain from her knees was expressed in her voice, and it 
was alinost with a cry that she answered— 

** But 1 have promised to sing his opera." 

** I thought, my dear child, that you told roe you intended 
to give up the sta^. I feel bound to tell you that I do not tee 
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how you Ate to xeniain oo the stage if you wish to lead a otew 
life.” 

*' I have been kneeling a long while,” and a cry escaped her, 
so acute was the pain. She stn^gled to her feet and stooa 
leaning aniniB the table, waiting for the pain to die out of her 
limbs. ** The other man is father’s friend. If I tell him or if I 
write to him that he may not come to the house, father will 
suspect. Then I have promised to sing his opera. Oh, Mon* 
signor-” 

“These difficulties,” said Monsignor, as he rose from his 
chair, “ appear to you very serious. You arc overcome by their 
importance because you have not adequately realised the awful¬ 
ness of your state in the sight of God. If you were to die now, 
your soul would be lost. Once you have grasped this central 
fact in its full signihcance, the rest will seem easy. I will lend 
you a book whi<^ I think will help you.” 

**But, Monsignor, are you going to refuse me your absohi* 
tion ? ” 

” My dear child, you arc in doubt regarding the essentia] 
doctrine of the resurrection, and you are unable to promise me 
not to sec one of the men who have been to you a cause of sin.” 

Her clear, nervous vision met the dry, narrow vision that was 
the priest, and there was a pause in tnc conflict of their wills. 
He saw that his penitent was moved to the depth of hex being, 
and had lost control of herself. He feared to send her away 
without absolution, yet he felt that she must be forced into 
submission—she must accept the entire doctrine of the Church. 
He could nr^t understand, and therefore could not sympathise 
with her hesitation on points of doctrine. If the penitent accepted 
the Church as the true Church, conscience was laid aside for 
doctrine, llie value of the Church was that it relieved the 
individual of the responsibility of life. So it was by an effort of 
will that he retained his patience. He was determined to reduce 
her to his mind, but he was instinctively aware of the danger of 
refusing her absolution; to do so might fling her back upon 
agnosticism. He was contending with vast passions. An un¬ 
expected wave might carry her Ixyond his reach. The stakes 
were high; he was playing for her soul with Owen Asher. He 
had decided to yield a point if necessary, but his voice was so 
kind, so irresistibly kind, that she heard nothing but it. However 
she might think when she had left him. she could not withstand 
the kindness of that voice; it seemed to enter into her life like 
some extraordinary music or perfume, flc could see the efi^ 
he was producing on her; he watched her eyes growing bright 
until a slight dread crossed his mind. She seemed Uke one 
fascinated, trembling b bonds that were loosening, and that m 
the next moment would break, leaving her free—perhaps to 
throw herself into his arms; he did nert dare to withdraw hit 
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eyes. An awful moment passed, and she turned slowly as if to 
leave the room. But at the moment of so doine a light seemed 
to break upon her brain; where there was darlcness there was 
light. He saw her walk suddenly forward. She threw herself 
upon her knees at the table, and like one to whom speech had 
suddenly come back, she said— 

** I believe in our holy Qiurch and all that she teaches. Father, 
I beseech you to absolve me from my sins.** 

So strikmg was the change that the priest himself was cowed 
by it, and lus personal pride in his conquest of her soul was 
drowned in a great awe. He had first to thank God for having 
chosen him as the instrument of his will, and then he spoke to 
Evelyn of the wonder and magnitude of God’s mercies. That 
at the very height of her artistic career he should have roused her 
to a sense of her own exceeding sinfulness was a miracle of hit 
grace. 

His presence by her at that moment was a balm. She heard 
him say that life would not be an easy one, but that she must 
not be discouraged, that she must remember that she had made 
her peace with God, and would derive strength from his sacra¬ 
ments. An extraordinary sweetness came over her, she seemed 
borne awav upon a delicious sweetness; she was conscious of 
an extraordinary inward presence. She did not dare to look up, 
or even to think, but buried herself in prayer, experiendng w 
the while the most wonderful and continuous sensation of delight. 
She had been racked and tom, and had fallen at his feet a helpless 
mass of sudering humanity. He had healed her, and she felt 
hope and life returning to her again, and sufficient strength to get 
up and continue her way. Never again would she be alone; 
he would be always near to guide her. She heard him tell her 
that she must recite daily for penance the hymn vmi irnch ipiritWy 
and the thought of this obedience Co him refreshed her as the 
first draught of spring water refreshes the wanderer who for 
weeks has hesitated between the tortures of thirst and the foul 
water brackish desert pools. She was conscious that he was 
making the sign of the ctoas over her bowed head, the murmured 
Latin formula sounded strangely familiar and delicious in her 
ears, with the more clearly enunciated ** Ejio i» absolvo ** towards 
the dose. In that supreme moment for which she bad longed,* 
the last traces of Owen*s agnostic teaching seemed to fidl ^m 
her, and she iras carried l^k to the days of her girlhood, to 
the days cf her old prayer-book, a ** Garden of the Soul ** bound 
in ivory; and she rose from her knees, weak, but happy at a 
convaleaoent* 

** I hope you will sleep well to-night,** said Monsignor, kindly, 
noticing t^ signs of physical exhausrion in Evdyn as she stocM 
mecbaiucally dnwing down her veil and putting on her gloves. 
** A good oonsdenoe »the beat of all narcotica.*^ Evdyn smiled 
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through her tears, but couU not trust herself to 8p<^. ** But 
1 dofi^ really like you alone in Park Lane. It is too great 

a strain on your nerves. Could you not go to your father's for 
a time ? ** 

** Yes, perhaps, I don't know. Dear father would like to 
have me.” 

He told her that the Mass he was to say to-morrow be would 
offer up for her; and as she drove home her joy grew more 
intense, and in a sort of spiritual intoxication she identined herself 
with the faith of her childhood. Life again presented possibilities 
of infinite perfection, and she was astonished that the difficulties 
which she had thought insuperable had been so easily overcome. 

All that evening she thought of God and bis sacraments, and 
remembering the moment when his grace had descended upon 
her and all had become clear, she perforce believed in a miracle— 
a miracle of grace had certainly happened. 

She looked forward to the moment when her maid would 
leave the room, and she would throw herself on her knees and 
lose herself in prayer, as she had iosc herself when she knelt 
beside Monsiimor, and he absolved her from sin. But when the 
door closed she was incapable of prayer, she only desired sleep. 
Her whole mind seemed to have veered. She had exaggerate 
everything, conducted herself strangely, hysterically, and her 
prayers were repeated without ardour, almost indifferently. 



CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 

But the next day she could not account to herself for the 
extraordinary relief she had derived from her confession. For 

E ears she had battled with life alone, with no light to guide her, 
iown hither and thither by the gusts of her own emotions. 
But now she was at peace, she was reconciled to the Church; 
she would never be aJonc again. The struggle of her life still 
lay before her, and yet in a sense it was a thing of the past. She 
felt like a ship that has passed from the roar of the surf into the 
shelter of the embaying land, and in the distance stretched the 
long peacefulness of the winding harbour. 

The solution of her monetary obligations to Sir Owen still 
perplexed her. She regretted not having laid the matter before 
Monsignor, and looked forward to doing so. She could hear 
his clear, explicit voice telling her what she must do, and guidance 
was such a sweet thing. He would say that to cry to calculate 
hotel bills and railway fares was out of the ^estion; but if she 
had said that the money Sir Owen had advanced her to pay 
Madame Savelli was to be considered as a debt, she must oner 
to return it. She knew that Owen would not accept it. It 
would be horrid of him if he did, but it would be still more horrid 
of her if she did not offer to return it. 

She had not really begun to make money till the last few 
years, and as there had been no need for her to make money, 
she had sacrificed money to her pleasure and to Owen's. She 
bad refused profitable engagements because Owen wanted 
her to go yachting, or because he wanted to go to Rivcrsdale 
to hunt, or because she did not like the conductor. So it 
happened that she had very little money—about five thousand 
pounds, and her jewellery would fetch aTOUt half what was paicT 
for it. 

If she were to remain on the stage another year she could 
perhaps treble the amount, and to ^ve the stage she would 
nave to provide herself with an adequate income. There was 
the data which the subscribers to the opera in New York had 
presented her with—that would fetch a ^ood deal. It didn't 
Dccome her, but it recalled a time of her life that was very dear 
to her, and she would be sorry to part with it. But from the 
point c£ view of ocnament, she liked better the band of diamonds 
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which a young Russian prince had sent to her anonymously. 
A few nights after, she had been introduced to him at a ba^ 
His eyes went at once to the diamonds, a look of rapture had 
come into his face, and she had at once suspected be was the 
sender. They had danced many times, and retired for long, 
eager talks into distant comers. And the following evening 
she had found him waiting for her at the stage door. He had 
begged her to meet him in a park outside the city. He was 
attractive, young, and she was alone. Owen was away. She 
had thought that she liked him. and it was exciting to meet him 
in this distant park, their carriages wiring for them below the 
hill. She could still see the grey, lowering sky and the trees 
hanging in green masses; she had thought all the time it was 
going to rain. She remembered his pale, interesting face and his 
eager, insinuating voice. But he had had to leave St. Petersburg 
the next day. It was one of those things that might have, but 
had not, happened. How strange I She might have liked him. 
How strange; she never would see him. And she sat dreaming 
a long white. 

Ou^n had given her a clasp, composed of two large emerald 
bosses set with curious antique gems, when she played Brunn- 
hilde. The necklace of gem intaglios, in gold Etruscan filigree 
settings, he had given her for her Elsa—more than her Elsa was 
worth. For Elizabeth he had given her ropes of equal>sizcd 

P earls, and the lustre of the surfaces was considered extraordinary. 

or Isolde he had given her strings of black pearls which the 
icwelters of Europe had been collating for more chan a year. 
Every pearl had the same depth of colour, and banging from it 
was a large black brilliant sec in a mass of white bmliants. He 
bad hung it round her neck as she went on the stage, and she 
had had only time to clasp his hands and say *' dearest.'* These 
presents alone, she thought, could not be worth less than ten 
thousand pounds. 

She kept her jewels in a amaU iron safe ; it stood in her dressing* 
room under her washhand stand, and Merat surprised her two 
hours later sitting on her bed. with everything, down to the rio^ 
which she wore daily, spread over the counterpane. The maid 
gave her mistress a sharp look, remarking that the hoped Made* 
moisclle did not miss anything. In her mmd there was a brooch 
consisting of three laree emeralds set with diamonds; she often 
wore it at the front of her dress, it went particularly well with a 
flowered silk which Oven always admired. She ^culated the 

g ricc ic would fetch, and at the same time was convinced that 
lonsignor's permission to sing on the concert platform, and 
possibly to go to Bayreuth to sing Kundzy, would not afitect 
her decision. She wanted to leave the stage. Half*measufet 
did not appeal to her in the least. If she was to give up the 
stage, she must give it up wholly. It must be a thing over and 
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done vhh, or «be most leimin on the stage and sing for the good 
of Art and her lovers. Since that was no longer possible, she 
pre f e r red never to sin^ a note again in public. The worst wrench 
of all was her promise to Monsignor not to sing Crania, and 
since the had made that sacrifice, she could not di^y with lesser 
things. Then, resuming her search among her jewellery, she 
selected the few thin^ she would like to keep. She examined 
a cameo brooch set in filigree gold, ornamented with old rose 
diamonds, and she picked up a strange ring which a man whom 
Owen knew had taken from the finger of a mummy. It was a 
large emerald set in plain gold. A man who had been present 
at the unswathing of this princess, dead at least three tfa^sand 
years, had mana{^ to secure it, and Owen had paid him a large 
sum for it. She put it on her finger, and decided to keep a dozen 
other rings, the earrings she wore, a^ a few bracelets. The rest 
of her i^cllery she would sell, if Owoi refused to have them 
back. Of course there would be her teaching; she could not 
live in Dulwich doing nothing, and would take up her mother’s 
singing classes. . . . 

Her mother had lost her voice in the middle of her career, 
and her daughter had abandoned the stage at the moment of her 
greatest triumph I Looking at her jewds scattered adl over the 
bed, £vel3m wondered what was going to happen to her. Was 
she really going to leave the stage ? She~Evelyn Innes ? 
When she thought of it, it seemed impossible. If religion were 
only a craze. If she were to go back to Owen, or to other lovers ? 
How strange it was; it seemed strange to be herself, and yet it 
was quite true. Remembering that on Sunday she would partake 
of tM Body and Blood which her Saviour had given Ibr the 
salvation of sinners, her soul suddenly hushed, and catching 
tight of the iewels wUch symbolised the sacrifice she was making, 
it seemed to her that she could afford mudi greater sacrifices for 
what she was going to receive. . . . 

She saw lights dying down in the distance, and the world 
which had once seemed so dcsinble seemed to her strangely 
trivial and easily denied. Already she could look bick at the 
poor strug^ng ones, struggling for wlut to-morrow will be 
abandoned, forgotten, passing JUusiom; and she wondered how 
it was that she had not always thought as she thought to-day. 
Her thoughts passed into reveries, and she awoke, remembering 
that Monsigiior had told her that he did not like htf living alone 
in Pkrk Lm. But in Dulwich she would be with her father, 
whom she had long neglected, and she would be near St. Joseph’s 
and her confessor. At the same moment she retnembned that 
the could not write to her lovers from Park Lane. She put her 
jewels bock in the safe, and told Merat to pack sufficient things 
for a month, and to follow her with them to Dulwich. Merat 
asked fot more ptcciae faisttuction, but Evelyn said she must use 
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her good sense; she was going away at once, and Meiat mutt 
follow by a later train. 

** Then Mademoiselle does not want the carriage^ 

** No, I shall go by train." 

She found her Either in the workroom, and the tight of him 
in his cap and apron mending an old musical instrument caused 
many home scenes to flash across her mind, and she did not know 
whether it was from curiosity or a desire to please him that she 
asked the name of the strange little instrument he was repairing. 
It looked like an overgrown concertina, and he cxplainea that it 
was a tiny virginal, and pointed out the date; it was made in 
1651, in Roman nutation. 

** Father," she said, ** 1 have come back to you ; wc shall never 
be separated any more—if you'll have me back." 

*' Have you Imck, dear I What has happened now ? " 

He stood with a chisel in his hand, and she noticed that he 
dug the point nervously into the soft deal plank. She sat down 
on a small wooden stool, and kicking the shavings with her feet, 
she said— 

"Father, a great deal has happened. I have sent Owen 
away ... 1 shul never see him again; Pm sorry to have to 
speak about him to you; you mustn't be angry; he was very 
good to me, and be asked me to marry him ; he did everything— 
I'm afraid I've broken his heart." 

" You're very strange, Evelyn, and I don't know what answer 
to make to you. . . . Why did you send him away, and why 
did you refuse to marry him ? " 

" 1 sent him away because 1 thought it wrong to live with 
him, and I refused to marry him—well, 1 don't know, father, 
1 don't know why 1 refused to marry him. It seemed to me that 
if he had wished to marry me he ought to have done so long 
ago." 

" Is that the only reason you can give ? " 

" It is the only reason 1 know. You seem sorry for him, 
father, are you P I hope you are. He has been very good to roe* 
I've often wished to tell you; it has often been in my heart to 
tell you that you should not hate him. He was very good to 
me, no one could have been kinder; he was very fond of me, 
you must not bear him any ill wiU." 

" 1 never said that I bore him ill will. He made you a.gfea( 
singer, and you say he was very kind to you and wantra to marry 
you." 

" Yes, and he was most anxious to see vou, and he went with 
me to St. Joseph's the Sunday you »ve the great Mass of Pope 
Marcellus. He was distressed that be could not see you to tiw 
you about the choir." 

"They sang better that Sunday than the Sunday you heaxd 
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the * Missa Brevis.* I have got two oew tteblea. One has an 
exquisite voice. 1 wish I could get a few good altos. It was the 
altos that weie wrong when you beard the * Missa Brevis.* But 
you didn't hear they were out of tune. That piano has Bdsided 
your ear, but it wUi come back to you.'* 

** Dear father, how funny you are I If nothing were more 
wrong than my ear . . .** 

They glanced at each other hastily, and to change the subject 
he mentioned that he had had a letter that morning from Ulick. 
He had finished scoring the seaxid act of Granio, and thinking 
that he was on safe ground, Mr. Innes told her that Ulick hoped 
to finish his score in the autumn. The third act would not take 
him long; he had a very complete sketch of the music, etc. 
** 1 shall enjoy going through his opera with him.** 

** Father, 1 don’t know how to tell you. Will you ever forgive 
me or hinu Ulick must not come back here—at least not while 
1 am here. Perhaps 1 had better go.*' 

The chisel dropped from his hand, and he stood looking at 
his daughter. His look was pitiful, and she could not bear to 
sec him shake his head slowly from side to side. 

** Poor father is wondering why I am like this;" and to 
interrupt his reflections she said— 

** 1 don't know why I am like this ; that’s what you're thinking, 
father, but henceforth I'll be hke mother and niy aunts. T)^ 
were all good women ... I have often wondered why I am like 
this.’* Their eyes met, and seized with a sudden dread lest he 
should think (if such were really the case) that he was the original 
cause—she seemed to read something like that in his eyes—she 
said, ** You must forgive me, whatever I am; you know that 
we've always loved each other, and we always shall. Nothing 
can come Mtween us; you must be sorry for me, and kiss me, 
and love me more than ever, for ]*ve been very unhappy. I 
haven't told you all I have given up so that I might be a good 
woman; it is not easy to make the sacrifices I have made, but 
I am happier now that I have made them. Ulick—Ulick must 
not come here while l*m here, but you'll want to see him—1 had 
better go. Father, dear, it is hard to say all these things. I've 
done nothing but bring you trouble. Now I've robbed you of 
your friend. For I’ve promised not to see Ulick again. If I* 
stay here, father, he must not come—Tm ashamed to ask you 
this, but what am I to do ? I bring trouble. Later on, perhaps, 
but for a long while be and I must not meet." 

Mr. Innes stood looking at his daughter, and a peculiar puzzled 
expression had begun in ms eyes, and had spread over his face. 
He suddenly shrugged his shoulders; the movement was like 
Evelyn's shrug, it expressed the same nervous hopelessness. 

** 1 promised Monsignnr that I would not see cither." 

" You went to confesuon—to him ? " 
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Evelyn nodded. 

** But hovr about Gtania ? '* 

** Tm not going to sing Giania. l*ve left the stage for good.** 

** Left the stage ? ’* 

** Yes, father, I’ve left the stage, and I could not go back even 
if Monsignor were to permit me. But you must not a:^pie with 
me; I argued with myself until I nearly went mad. Night after 
niftht went by sleepless; I was mad one night, and should have 
poisoned myself if 1 had not found my scapular. But you mu8tn*t 
question me. Some day when it is all far away 1*11 tell you the 
whole story. I cannot speak of it at present, it is all too near. 
Suffice it to say that I have repented, and have come to ask you 
if you’ll have me back to live with you ? ** 

** You’re my daughter, and you must do as you like. You 
were always diHcrcnt from anvone else, 1 cannot cope with you. 
So you have left the stage, left the stage ( What will people 
think ? ** 

** I could not be a good woman and remain on the stage, that’s 
what it comes to.” In spite of the gravity of the scene, a smile 
trickled round Evelyn’s lips, for she could not help seeing her 
father like a hen that has hatched out a duckling. He stood 
looking at her sadly. She had come back—but what new pond 
would she plunge into ? 1 am a very unsatisfactory person, 

I know that. 1 can’t make people happy ; but there it is, it can’t 
be otherwise. If 1 don’t sing on the stage, 1 can sing at your 
concerts. Qjme downstairs and let’s have some music, ^e’ve 
talked enough. 

** What shall we play—a Bach sonata ? Ah, I remember 
this,” she said, catching sight of the harpsichord part of a suite 
by J. F. Rameau, for the harpsichord and viola da gamba. ” Where 
is the viola da gamba part ? ” 

” In the bottom of that bookcase, I think; don’t you re* 
member it ? ” 

Well, it is some time since Fve played it,” she said, smiling, 
” but rU try.” 

It seemed to her that she remembered it all wonderfully well, 
and she was surprised how every phrase came up correctly under 
her bow. But she stopped sudd^y. 

” I don’t remember what comes next.” 

Mr. Innes played the phrase, she played it after hkn, but she 
broke down a little further on, and it took some time to find the 
music, ” No, not in that shelf,” cried Mr. Innes, ” the neact 
one; not that volume, the next.” 

” Ah, yes, 1 remember the volume, about the middle ? ** 
When she found the place she said, ** Oh, yes, of course,” and 
he answered— 

” Ah, it seems simple enough now,” and they went 00 together 
to the end. 
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“ Pve not lost much of my playing, have 1 ? ** 

“ A little stiflhess, perhaps, and you*vc lost your sense of the 
old forms. Now let's play cl^ rondeau of Marais." 

When they had finistied, it was dinner-time, and after dinner 
they had mote musk. ]^oie going upstairs, Evelyn asked 
Agnes if there was any ink in bu room. She had to ask her 
father for some writing paper, she would have avoided doing so 
if she could have helped it. She feared he would guess that she 
was writing to her lovers. She smiled—so odd did her scruple 
seem to her—she was writing to send them au'ay. Her father's 
house was surely the right place. If it were to make appoint¬ 
ments, that would be diimrent. It was long past midnight when 
she read over her letter to Owen. 


“ Dbar Owen, —A great deal has happened since wc last met, 
and I mm convinced that it would be unwise for me to see you 
in three months as 1 promised. My confessor is of the same 
opinion ; 1^ thinks three months too soon, and I must obey him. 

1 have taken the step which 1 hope you will take some day, for 
you too are a Catholic. In going to confession and resolving 
not to see you again, 1 had a long struggle with my feelings; 
but God gave me grace to overcome them. You know me well 
enough by this time, and can have no doubt that I could not live 
with you again as your mistress, and as 1 do not feel that 1 could 
ma^ you, no course is open to me but to beg o£ you not to 
write to me, or to try to sec me. Owen, I feel that all this is 
horrid, 1 sun horrid looked at from your side. 1 cannot 
seem anything else. 1 hate it all, but it hs« to be done. Perhaps 
one of these ^ys you will see things as 1 do. 

I owe you—I do not know how much, but I owe you a great 
deal of money. I remember saying that Savciii’s lessons were 
to be considered as a debt, also the expenses of the bouse in the 
Rue Balzac. You never would tell me what the rent of that 
house was, but as well as I can calculate, 1 owe you a thousand 
pounds for that year in Paris." (Evelyn paused. " It must be,” 
she thought, “ much more, but it would be difficult for me to 
pay more.") 

** You have," she continued, " paid for a hundred other thin^ 
besides Savelli's lessons and tte bouse in the Rue Balzac, but it 
would be imppssible to make out a correct account. I fwl, too, 
that you mve me the greatest part of my )cweUerv thinldng that 
one day fwould be your wife; you would not nave giv^ me 
so much if you had not thought so. Therefore 1 feel it is only 
just to Oder you the whole cn it bock. I will only ask you to 
allow me to keep a few trifles—the earrings you bought for me 
the day we arrived in Paris, the mummy’s ring, etc., not mon 
tl^ haif-a-dozen things in all. I should like to keep these in 
memory of a time whi» I ought to forget, but which i am afraid 
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1 shall never have the courage even to try to forget. Dear Owen, 
1 cannot tell you why 1 cannot vnsaty you, 1 only know that I 
caxuiot. 1 am obeying an instinct ux stronger than 1, Mid I 
cannot struggle against it any longer. 

** One day perhaps wc may meet—but it may not be for years, 
until wc arc both quite different. 

** Sincerely yours, 

“ Evelyn Innes.” 

The moment she had written the address, she threw the pen 
a.stde, and she sat striving against an unccintrollable sense of 
misery. At last her pent-up tears ran over her eyelids. She 
dung herself on her bed, and lay weeping, shaken bv short, 
choking sobs. All her courage of the morning had forsaken 
her; she could not face her new life, she could not send away 
Owen. Her inmost life rose in revolt. Why was this new 
sacrifice demanded of her ? Why was her life to be made so 
hard, so impossible for her to endure ? She felt she could not 
live in the life which she foresaw awaited her. Then she felt 
that she w'as being tried beyond the endurance of any woman. 
But the storm did not last, her sobs died away. She sat up, 
mopping her eves with a soaking pocket handkcroiief, and utterly 
exhausted by the violence of her emotions, she began to undress. 
She felt the impossibility of saying her prayers, her one longing was 
for sleep, oblivion; she wished hcrseli dead, and wws too worn out 
to put the thought from her, though she knew it was wrong. 

In the morning the first thing she saw was the letter to fWen. 
There it was 1 And every word and letter sank into her brain. 
** Sir Owen Asher, Bart., Riversdale, Northamptonshifc.” She 
would have to post it, and never again would she sec him. She 
questioned the right of the priest in obtaining from her a promise 
not to see him, so lr>ng as she did not sin. But Owen was an 
approximate cause of mortal sin. . . . 

Ashamed of her iastability, and feeling herself unworthy and 
no longer pure as absolution had made rar, she went that after¬ 
noon to Sc. Joseph^ and in confession laid the matter before 
Monsignor Mostyn. Regarding the money question, he approved 
of what she had written to Sir (Wen, and he was far more indul¬ 
gent regarding her breakdown than she had dared to hope. He 
had expe^ed some such mental crisis. It was extraordinary the 
strength it gave her even to see his stem, ^ve face; she was 
tlmlled by his certainty on aU points, and it no longer seemed 
difficult to send the letter she had written, or to write a similar 
letter to Ulick, which he advised her to send by the same post. 
She began it the moment she got home, and she wrote in ptiiect 
confidence and courage, the words coming easily to her, so easily 
that there were times when she seemed to hear Monsignor spodc- 
ing over her shoulder. 
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** Dear Ulick» —very great event has happened in my life 
since I saw you. The greatest event that can nappen in any life 
—Grace has been vouch»ded to me. Now 1 und^tand how sin¬ 
ful my life has been, as much from a human as a religious point 
of view. 1 deserted my dear father, I left him alone to live as best 
he a>uld. I was not even faithful to my lover. From a woridly 
point of view I owed him everything, yet for the sake of my 
passion for you I encouraged myself tor a while to dwell on his 
faults, to see nothing in him but the small and the mean. I 
strove to degrade him in my eyes so that I might find some excuse 
for loving you. You were nice, Ulick, you were kind, you were 
good to me, and 1 was enthusiastic about your genius. One of 
my greatest troubles now is that 1 shall not be able to sing your 
opera. For a long while this very thing prevented my repentance. 
I said to myself, * It is impossible, 1 cannot, 1 have promised, I 
must do what I said 1 woidd do. He will think me hateful if 
1 do not create the part.' But these hesitations between what is 
certainly right and what is certainly wrong existed in me because 
I did not tlun perceive how very little the things of this world are, 
compared with eternal things, and that nothing matters compared 
with the necessity of saving our souls. All this is now quite 
clear to me, and it would therefore be madness for me to remain 
on the stage, recognising as I do that it is a source of grave tempta¬ 
tion to me. You will try to understand, dear Ulick, you will 
try to look at things from my point of view. You will see that 
it is impossible for me to act otherwise. 

** I am living now with my father, and must not see you when 
you return to London. I have promised my confessor not to 
sec you. One of these days, in years to come, when you and I 
are different beiilgs, we may meet, but we must not sec each other 
at present. 1 must beg of you not to write or to try to see nw. 
My resolve is unalterable, and any attempt on your part to induce 
me to return to my old life will be useless. It is already far away 
and inconceivable to me. 1 know that by asking you not to come 
to Dulwich I am robbing my father of his friend. I have never 
brought happiness to anyone, not to father, not to Sir Owen, 
not to you, not to mjrself. If other proof were wanting, would 
not this fact be enough to convince me that my life has been alk 
wrong? What it wul be in the future 1 don't know, I have 
ccMofi&ice in the goodness of God and in the wisdom of my 
spiritual adviser.-^incetely yours, 

'* Evelyn Innes.” 

'* PS .—In course of conversation with my father, 1 mentioned 
inadvertently that you were my lover; I begged him not to be 
angry with you, but 1 know ^at I should not have mention^ 
your name. I must ask you to forgive me this too.** 

The next day and the day following were lived within herself 
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sometimes viewing God far away, as if at one end of a great plain, 
and herself kneeling penitent at the other. She was filled with 
thoughts of his infinite goodness and mercy, and of the miraculous 
intercession of the Virgin at the moment when she was about to 
commit a crime that would have lost her her soul for ever. She 
went to Mass daily, and took peculiar delight in reciting the hymn 
which Monsignor had given her for a penai^. She regretted 
it was not more. It seemed to her such a trivial penance, and she 
reflected on the blackness of her sins, and the penances which 
the saints had imposed upon themselves. But her chief desire 
was to keep herself pure in thought, and she read pious books 
when she was alone, and encouraged her mind to awell on the 
profound mystery in which she was going to participate, and to 
believe in the marvellous change it wouia produce in her. 

It was on Friday morning that Agnes handed her UUck's letter. 
She did not read it at once, it lay on the table while she was dressing, 
and she was uncertain whether it would not be better to put ofif 
reading it until she came bade from St. Joseph's. 

**Ak8, from our first meeting, and before it, we were aware 
of the fate which has overtaken us. We heard it in our hearts, 
that numb restlessness, that vague disauietude, that prophetic 
echo which never dies out of ears attuneo to the music of destiny 
. . . Love you less, you who are the source of all joy to me ? 
Evelyn, my ncart aches and my brain is light with grief, but the 
terrible certitude persists tliat we are being drawn asunder. I see 
you like a ship that has cleared the harbour bar, and is already 
amid the tumult of the ocean. . . . We arc ships, and the destiny 
of ships is the ocean, the exxan draws us both: we have rested 
as long as may be, we have delayed our departure, but the tide 
has lined us from our moorings. With an agonised heart I 
watched the sails of your ship go up, and now 1 see that mine, 
too, are going aloft, hoisted by invisible hands. I look bock 
upon the bright days and quiet nights we have rested in this 
tranquil harbour. Like ships that have rested a while in a casual 
harbour, blown hither by storms, we part, drawn upsrt by the 
eternal magnetism of the sea. I would go to you, Evelyn, if 1 
could, and pray you not to leave me. But you would not bear : 
destiny heara no prayers. In the depths of our consciousnest, 
below the mise^ of the moment, there lies a certain seos^ that 
our ways are dimrent ways, and that we must fare forth altMie, 
whither we know not, over the ocean's rim; and in this sense 
of destiny we must find comfort. WUl resignation, which is 
the highest comfort, come to tis in time ? My eyes fall upon my 
music paper, and at the same time your eyes turn to the cnidfix. 
Ours IS the same adventure, though a dificient bxeeae fills the 
sails, though the prows are set to a dinctent horizon. God is our 
quest—^you seek him in dogma, I in art. 
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** But, Evelyn, my heart is aching so. How awful the word 
never, and the years are BUed with its echoes. And the wide 
ocean which lies outside the harbour is so lonely, and I have no 
heart for an^ other joy, * May we not meet aj^in ? * my heart 
cries from time to time; * may not some propitious storm blow 
us to the same anchorage again, into the same port ?' Ah, the 
suns and the seas we shall have sailed through would render us 
unrecognisable, we should not know each other. Last night I 
wandered by the a^uays, and, watching the constellations, 1 asked 
if we were dividea for ever, if, when the earth has become part 
and parcel of the stars, our love will not reappear in some starry 
affinity, in some stellar friendship.—^Youzs, 

“Ulick Dean.” 

The symbol of the ships seemed to Evelyn to express the union 
and the division and the destiny that had overtalwn them. She 
sat and pondered, and in her vision ships hailed each other as 
they crossed in mid-oqsan. Ships drew to«ther as they entered 
a harbour. Ships separated as they fared forth, their prows set 
towards different honzons. She sat absorbed in the mystery of 
destiny. Like two ships, they had rested side by side in a casual 
harbour. They had loved each other as well as their different 
destinies had allowed them. None can do more. She loved him 
better—in a way—but he was less to her than Owen. She felt 
that, and he haa felt that. ... As he said, if tl^ were to meet 
again they would not recognise each other, so different were the 
suns that would shine upon them and the oceans they would 
travel through. She understood what he meant, and a prevision 
of her future life seemed to flicker up in her brain, like the sea seen 
dirough a mist; and through vistas in the haze she saw the lonely 
ocean, and her bark was already putting off from the shore. AU 
8^ had known she was leaving behind. The destiny of ships 
is the ocean. 

Owen’s letter she received in the evening about six o’clock. 
She changed colour at the sight of it, and her hand trembled, 
and she tote the envelope across as she opened it. 

You ask me to make no attempt to save you. You ask me** 
to stand on the bank while you struggle and are dragged down 
by the current. Evelyn, I have never disobeyed your slightest 
wish before, but 1 declare my right to use all means to save you 
from a terriUe fate. 1 return to London to do so. God only 
knows if I shall succeed. ... In any case 1 hope you will never 
allude again to any money questions. What 1 gave, I gave, and 
unless you want to kill me outright, never speak again of returo- 
ing my presents.— As ever, OwfM Ashbr.” 

Her eyes ran through the lines, and her heart said, ** How be 
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loves me.** But the temptation to sec him quenched instantly 
in remembnmee of her Communion^ and she toip the letter hastily 
into two pieces, as if by destroying it she destroyed the difficulty 
it had created for her. She must not see him. But how was she 
to avoid meeting him ? Tomorrow he would be waiting in the 
street for Iicr, and she walked about the room too agitated to 
think clearly. lie seemed like the devil tiding to come between 
her and Go<l. She must not see him, of that she was quite sure. 
She would lock herself in her rcx>m. But then she would miss 
Holy Communion, and her heart w'as set on the Sacrament; the 
Sacrantent alone could give her strength to persevere. To see 
him and to hear him would ruin her peace of mind, and peace of 
mind was essential to the reverent nxeption of tte Sacrament. 
Tt was l<jst already, or very nearly. She stopped in her walk, she 
looked into her soul, she asked herself if any thought bad crossed 
her mind which would render her unfit for Communion . . . and 
on the spot she resolved to go straight to Monsignor and consult 
him. He would advise her, he would find some way out of the 
difficulty. But it was now six ; she could not get to St. Joseph's 
before seven. It was late, but she did not think he would r^se 
to see her ; he would know that it was only a matter of the great¬ 
est motnent that would bring her to inquire for him at that nour. 

It was as she expected. Monsignor did not receive anyone 
so late in the evening. 

** Yes, 1 know, but I think Monsignor Mostjm will see me. 
Tell him—tell him that my business docs not admit delay.** 

She was shown into the same waiting-room. This seemed to 
her a favourable presage, and she o&ied up a prayer that Mon- 
signor would nut refuse to see her; everything depended on 
that. She listened for his step ; twice she was mistaken ; at last 
the door opened. It was he, and he guessed, before she had 
time to speak, what bad happened. 

** One of those men,** he said, ** has come again into your life ? ** 

She nodded, and, still unable to speak, she searched in her 
pocket for tbeir letters. 

** 1 received these letters to-day—one this morning, the other. 
Sir Owen's, just now. Tliat was why 1 came. 1 felt that 1 had 
to see you,** 

** Pray sit down, my child, you ate agitated." He handed her 
a chair. 

“ You remember you said I might go to Communion on 
Sunday, and if 1 were to meet him to-morruw it would—cfaere is 
no temptation, 1 don't mean that—but I do not wish to be re¬ 
minded of things which you told me I was to try to forget." 

The priest stood reading the letters, and Evelra sat looking 
into space, absorbed in the desire to escape from CSwen. All her 
faith was in Monsignor, and she believed he would be able to save 
her ficom Owen's intrusion. 
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** 1 don’t diink 3 rou need fear anything from Mr. Dean.” 

” No, not from him,” 

Monsimor continued to read Ulick’s letter. Evelyn urlshcd 
he would read Owen’s; Ulick’s interested her not in the 
least. 

** Mr. Dean seems a very extraordinary person. Does he 
believe in astrology, the casting of horoscopes, or is it mere 
adectation ?” 

” I don’t know; be always talks like that. He believes, or 
says he believes, in Lir and the great Mother Dana, in the old 
Irish Gods. But, Monsignor, please read Sir O^n's letter. 
1 want to know what I am to do.” 

He walked once across the room, and when he returned to the 
table be said half to himself, as if his thoughts had long out¬ 
stripped his words— 

” 1 am glad I sulvised you to leave Park Lane, for of course 
he will go there first.” 

** He will easily find out I’m at Dulwich, he need not even ask— 
he will guess it at once.” 

” Yes, to be sure.” 

” If I am not to meet him I must go away—but where ? All 
my friends and acquaintances are his friends. You would 
approve of none of them. Monsignor,” she said, smiling a little. 

He did not seem to bear her. Suddenly he said, ” I think you 
had better go and spend a few days at the Passionist Convent. 
The Reverend Mother sent vou an invitation through me, you 
remember, so we need have no hesitation in proposing it. Indeed, 
1 feel confident that they will receive you with the greatest pleasure. 
It will do you a great deal of good. You will have peace and 
quiet, my child; you will find yourself in an atmosphere c£ faith 
and purity whi<^ cannot but be helpful to you in your present 
unsettled state.” 

It seemed to Evelyn that that was what she had wanted all the 
time, only she had not been able to say so. Yes; to spend a 
week with those dear nuns, to sit in the convent garden, to kneel 
before the Blessed Sacrament in the convent church, it would be 
a read spiritual luxury. ^ 

** Yes, I should love to go,” she said. ” I fed it is just what I 
need. 1 have so much to think out, so much to learn, and at 
home there are a hundred things to distract me.” 

” Very well, then, that is settled. I will send the Reverend 
Mother word to-morrow; but there is no necessity, you can 
write yourself, and say you are coming in the afternoon; she will 
only Ittve to get your room ready.” 

” But, Monsignor, my Communion ? I had forgotten it was 
from you 1 was to receive Holy Communion. Of course 1 know 
it doesn’t really make any difierenc^ hut still, you beard my ooo- 
fesaioo, and 1 would fer rather receive Communion this first time 
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from you than from anyone else. I don’t think it could be quite 
the same thing—if it weren’t from you.” 

” And 1 should be sorry too, my child, as God’s grace 1 
have been the means of bringing you thus far, not to complete 
your reconciliation to him. But I think we can manage that too 
without much difHculty. 1 say Mass to-morrow at nine o’clock, 
and will give you Communioa then, and you can go to the con¬ 
vent for your retreat early in the afternoon. Will that suit you ? ” 
And Evelyn could not find words to express her gratitude* 
That evening she sat with her father, ne was busy stringing 
a lute, and they had not spoken for some time; they often spent 
quite long whiles without speaking, and only occasioruUy they 
raised ttuur eyes to see each other. The sensation the other's 
presence was sufficient for their happiness. 
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XT being Saturday, tbeie was choir practice at St. Joseph's, 
and when Evelyn returned her hither had left, and she breakfasted 
alone. After breakfast she sat absorbed in the mysteries of the 
Sacrament she had received. But in the middle of her exaltation 
doubt intervened, and Owen's arguments flashed through her 
mind. She strove to banish them ; it was terrible that she should 
think such things over again, and on the morning of her Com¬ 
munion. Her spiritual joy was blighted; she could only hope 
that these dreadml thoughts were temptations of the devil, and 
that she was in no wise responsible. She stood in the middle of 
the room, asking herself it she had not in some slif^ht measure 
yielded to them. No dtrea answer came to her quesnon, but the 
words, ** Whoi I'm a bad woman I believe, when I'm a good 
woman 1 doubt," sounded clear and distinct in her brain, and she 
remained thinking a long while. 

Her father came in after lunch. And while she spoke about 
his trebles and his altos, she was thinking how she should tell 
him that she was going away that afternoon. 

" You're very sUent." 

" I was at Holy Communion this rooming." 

** This rooming ? I thought you were going to Communion 
on Sunday ? " 

** Yes, so I was, but I received a letter from Owen Asher saying 
he intemled to sec me. 1 took it to Monsignor; he said it was 
necessary that I should not see Owen, and he advised me to go 
and stay with the Sisters at Wimbledon. That is why I went to 
Communion this morning; I wanted Monsignor to give me Com¬ 
munion. Father, I cannot remain here, I should be sure to meer* 
him." 

" He will not come here." 

" No, but he'll be waiting in tbe street." 

“ When are you going ? " 

"This afternoon," she answered, and handed him Owen's 
etter. He glanced at it, and said— 

" He seems very food of you." 

Tbe answer shocked bet, and nothing more was said on the 
sidrject. A little later she asked him at^t ^ ttaina. She did 
not know bow abe was to get from Dulwich to Wimhlrdon. 

5*9 
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Neither were very apt in looking out the trains, and eventually 
it was Ames who discovered the changes that would have to be 
made. She would have to go first to Victoria, and then she would 
have to drive from Victoria to Waterloo, and this seemed so 
complicated and roundabout that she dedd^ to drive all the way 
in a hansom. Dulwich and Wimbledon could not be more than 
ten miles apart. 

** 1 must go upstairs now, father, and pack my things.** 

Tier father followed her and stood by, wmJe she hesitated 
what she should take. Smiling, she reject^ a teagown as unsuit¬ 
able for convent wear, and put in a black lace scarf which she 
thought would be useful for wearing in church; it would look 
better in the convent chapd than a hat. Instead of a flowered 
silk she chose a grey alpaca. Then she remembered that she must 
take some books with her. It would be useless to bring pious 
books with her, she would find plenty of those in the convent. 

' ** Have you any books, father ? I must have something to 
read.** 

** lliete arc a few books downstairs; you know them all.*' 

“ You don’t read much, father ? ** 

** Not much, except music. But Ulick brings books here, 
you may find something among them.** 

She returned with Berlioa’s Memoirs^ Pater’s Imagmary Portraifs, 
and Blake’s Songs of Itmocence and Experiemt. 

** 1 suppose these hooks belong to Ulick. 1 don’t know if I 
ought to take them.” 

** I cannot advise you ; you must do as you Like. 1 suppose 
you’ll bring them back ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, of course I shall brin^ them back.’* 

** Evelyn, dear, is it guite essential that you should go ? ’* 

" Yes, father, yes, it is quite; but 1 don’t know how I am to 
get away.” 

“ How you’re to get away I What do you mean ? ” 

** Well,” she answered, latching, ” you see in his letter he says 
he’s coming to watch me. Father, I can sec that you pity him; 
you’re sorry for him, aren’t you ? ” 

” Well, Evelyn, he offered to marry you, he made you a great 
singer, and you say he’d do anything for you. 1 suppose I am 
sorry for him.*’ 

They stood looking out of the window. 

” You know I’d like to stop with you; it can’t be helped; 
but 1 shall come back.” 

” Do you think you’ll come back ? ** 

” Of course 1 shall come back. Where should I go if I did not 
come back ?” 

« At that moment Agnes drove up in a hansom; she ran up the 
little garden, and carried out Evdyn’s bag and placed it in the 
hansom. 
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** 1 miiit go novr, £tthct; good-bye, dading, 1 shan't be away 
mote than seven or eight ^ys." 

A moment after her dear fiuher was behind her, and she was 
alone in the hansom, driving towards the convent. About her 
were villas engarlanded with reddening creeper. On one lawn 
a family had assembled under the shade of a dwarf cedar, and miles 
of this kind of landsc^ lay before her. It seemed to her like 
painted Mper, an illusion dmt might pass away at any moment. 
Her trum was no longer in the external world, but in her own 
soul. Her soul was making for a goal which she could not 
discern. She was leaving a Dfe of wealth and fame and love for 
a life of poverty, chastity obscurity. All the joy and emulation 

of the stage she was relinquishing for a dull, narrow, bare life at 
Dplwich, giving singing lessons and saying prayers at St. Joseph's. 
Yet there was no qu^tion which she woma choose, and she mar¬ 
velled at the strangeness of her choice. 

The road lay through fields and past farmhouses, but the 
suburban stieet was never quite lost sight of. Its blue roofs and 
cheap porticos appeared unexpectedly at the end of an otherwise 
romantic prosper, and so on and so on, until the driver let his 
horse walk up Wimbledon hill. When they reached the top 
she craned her neck, and was in time to catch a f^ipse of the wind¬ 
mill far away to the right. The inn was in front of her, the end 
of a long point of houses stretching into the common, and the 
hansom rolled easily on the wide, curving toads. She anticipated 
the dioked gardens, the decaying pear trees, the gold crowns of 
sunflowers; and a moment after the hansom pass^ these things 
and she saw the old green door, and heard the jangling peal. 
The eyes of the lay sister looked through the barred loof>-bole. 

"How do you do, sister? I suppose you expected me?" 
The cabman put the trunk inside the long passage, and Evelyn 
said— 


" But my luggage," 

** If you'll come into the parlour 1*11 get one of the sisters to 
help me to carry it upstairs." 

Evelyn was sitting at the table turning over the leaves of the 
Gmfessions of St. Augustine, when the Reverend Mother entered. 
She seemed to Evetyn even smaller than she had done on the first 
occasion they had met; she seemed lost in the voluminous grey 
^bit, and the long, light veil floated in the wind of her quick 


'm glad you were able to come so soon. All the sisters 
are anxious to meet you, you who have done so much for us." 

** l*ve done very Little, Reverend Mother. Could I have done 
less for my old convent ? 1 hope that youx difficulties are at an 
end." 

** At an end, no, but you helped us over a critical moment in 
the foctnoea of our oonvenr.*' 
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Her hands were leaned against the edge of the table, her white 
fingers, white with age, played with the hem of her veil, her blue, 
anxious eyes were fixed on Evelyn at once tenderly, expeaantly, 
and compassionately. Her voice was the clear, refined vcfice 
which signifies society, and Evelyn would not have been surorised 
to learn that she belonged to an old aristocratic family. Evelyn 
imagined her to be a woman in whom the genius of government 
dominated, and who, not having found an outlet into the world, 
had turned to the cloister. Was that her story ? Evelyn won* 
dered, and suddenly seemed to foresee a day whra she would heat 
the story which shone behind those clear blue eyes, and obliterated 
age from the white face. 

They went up the circular staircase, at the top of which was a 
large landing; there were two rooms at the head of the stai^a, 
and the Reverend Mother said— 

** These ate our ^cst chambers.'* Standing on a second 
landing, one step higher than the first, a solid wooden partition 
had bMn erected, and pointing to a door the nun said with a 
laugh, "That door leads to toe sisters' cells. You roust not 
make a mistake." 

Evelyn was pleased to see that her room had two windows 
overlooking the garden. There was a table covered by a cloth 
at which she could write, and she bent over the bowl of rosea 
and wondered which kind nun bad gathered them. The Rever¬ 
end Mother left her, saying that she would be told when supper 
was ready, and cm looking round the room she perceived her 
portmanteau, which the lay sister bad not unstrapped. She 
would have to unstrap it herself. She remembered that she had 
brought very few things with her, and yet she was surprised at 
the smallness of her luggage. For she usiudly took halt-a-dozen 
dresses with her, now she had only brought one change, a grey 
alpaca. She thought she might have left her dressing-case 
behind, a plain brush and comb would have been all she needed. 
But at the last moment, she had felt that she could not do without 
these bottles of scent and brushes and nicknacks; th^ had 
seemed indispensable. The dressing-case was Owen's influence 
still pursuing her. She had not known why she was compelled 
to bring tM dressing-case, now ^ kn^—Owen I Never 
would she be able to wholly separate herself from him. He had 
become part of her. 

As she stood in the convent room noticing the beeawazed 
fl(x>r and the two rugs, one by the small iron bed, she remembered 
a hunting morning mree yean ago at Riversdale. She had gone 
to Owen^s room to see if he were ready. A multitude of orders 
were being given there, the vakt was searching amdoualy in the 
large wardrobe, piled high with many various coats and trousers; 
Owen stood before the Iroking-glass tying a white acaif, and two 
footmen watched each movement, droiding a mistake. She 
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cemembefed that she had been amused at the time» and she oevet 
tecalled the scene without smilinj^. But she had liked Owen 
better for the innumeiabJe superfltuties, all of which were neoes- 
si^ to his happiness, the be^down any one of whidi made 
him the most misen^le man alive. She lemembered how she 
had secretly imitated him, and how she had ntheted about her 
a mass of superfluous necessities. But they had never become 
necessities to her, they had always ^1«1 her. It was in a spirit 
of perversity she had imitated him. She had always felt it to be 
wrong to eat peaches at five francs a piece, and had always been 
aware of an inward resentment auai^t ^ extravagance of a 
reserved carria^ on the railway and private saloon on boatd the 
boat. She had always desired a simple Ufe; the life of these 
nuns was a simple life, simpler periiaps than she cared for. These 
was no hot water in her room, she wondered how she would 
wash her hands, and smiling at her philosophical reflections, she 
thought how Owen would laugh if he could see her in her present 
situation—in a convent, crying out for a constant supply of hot 
water and her maid. A religious life with home comfc^ that 
was what she wanted. 

She was always a subject of amusement to herself, and she 
was still smiling when a knock awoke her from her whimsical 
reveries. She answered Come in,*' and an elderly nun told her 
that supper was ready in the parlour. In this room, furnished 
with a uble and six traits and four pious prints, Evelyn ate her 
convent meal, a sort of mixed meal, which included soup, cold 
meat, cofice, jam and some unripe pears. The porterns took 
the plates away, and somehow Evelyn could not hrip feeling that 
she was giving a good deal of trouble. She could see that the 
nuns did everything for themselves, and she abandoned hope of 
ever finding a can of hot water in her room. She remembered 
that when she made her retreat some years ago, she had not 
noticed these things. She owed all her wants to Owen. Mother 
Philippa came in, delighted to see her, and anxious to know if 
she had everything she wanted. 

** 1 thought you would be sure to be going abroad, and that 
next Easter, the time you were hece before, would be the time 
to ask you.** 

**But the Reverend Mother thought that now would be a 
better time.*’ 

** Yes, she said th?t Easter was a long way off, and that a teat 
would do you good after singing all the season in Loodem.** 

Evelyn wondered what idea the phrase ** the season in Xx>ndon ** 
awoke in the mind of the nun. A little puzxled look dad pass 
in her eyes, and then she resumed her frioidly chatter. Evelyn 
listened, mote intcreated in Mother Philippa's kind, amicable 
nature than in what she saidL She imapned in different ciicom- 
stanors what a gooff wife she would have been, and what a good 
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mother 1 “ But she is happier as she is.'* Evel^ could not 
imagine any soul-rending uncertainties in Mother Philiroa. At 
a certain age, at seventeen or eighteen, she bad felt that she 
would like to be a nun; very probably she was not any more 
pious than her sisters; she had merely felt that the life would 
suit her. That was her story. Evelyn smiled, and looked into 
Mother PhUippa*s mild eyes, in which there was nothing but 
simple kindness, and with a ws and a no she kept die conversation 
going till the bell rang for L^ce. 

“ r do not know if you would care to come to diurch. Perhaps 
you are tired after your journey ? *’ 

** Journey 1 I have only driven a few miles." 

Evelyn ran upstairs for her hat, and she followed the nun 
down the cloister which led to the church. 

** That is your door, it will take you into the outer church." 

llie nuns' choir was still empty, but the two candles on the 
high altar were already lit, ready for Matins and Lauds, Evelyn 
had only just taken her place, when at diat moment a door opened 
on the other side of the grille, and the grey fibres, their heads 
a little bent, came in couples and took ^eir place in the st^. 
They were wonderfully beautiful and impressive, and the idea 
they represented seemed to Evelyn extraordinary, simple and 
true. For, once we are convinced that there is a God, and that 
we arc here to save our souls, it were surely folly to think 
anything else. Our loves and our ambitions, what are th^ 
when we consider Him ? and Evelyn remembered how He waits 
for us in an eternity of bliss and love, only asking for our love. 
These were the wise ones, they thought of the essential and let 
the ephemeral and circumstantial go by them. Even from a 
worldly point of view, their life was the wiser, since it produced 
the greater happiness. Owen was a proof of this. She remem¬ 
bered how he used to say he had the Hnest place, the most 
beautiful pictures, and the most desirable mistress in Europe. 
Yet he was always the unhappiest man sIm knew. His life nad 
been an unceasing effort to capture happiness, and he had feifed 
because he had sought happiness from without instead of seeking 
it from within. He lived in externals, he was dependent on a 
multitude of things, the breakdown of any one of which was 
sufficient to cause him the acutest misery. The howl of a dog, 
the smell of a ci{^, any trifle was suffideot to wreck hU happbeas. 
He had taught ncr to live in external things, to place her feith 
in the world instead of in her own conscience. How unhappy 
she had been; she had been driven to the brink of suicide. Ah, 
if it had not been for Monsimor. She bent bet feoe on her 
hands, and did not date to think further. 

When her prayer was finish^ she listened to dK high mono¬ 
tonous chant of die nuns redcing Matins. It sank into her tool, 
soothing it, and at die same time inspiring airardent melancholy. 
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The long, unbroken rhythm flowed cm and on, each aide the 
choir chanting an alternate verse. In the dimness of her scn8a> 
tion, Evelyn Tost count of time, nor did she know of what she 
was thinking. She was suddenly awakened by a sound of 
shuffling, llie nuns had risen to their feet, and in the middle 
of the floor a sister began the lessons in a shrill voice, keeping 
always on the same note, never letting her voitt fall at the dose 
of the sentences. Evelyn g^w more interested ; the rite was 
full of a penetrating mystery. She viewed the lines of grey nuns 
and heard the Latin syllables. These poor nuns whom she was 
just now pitying for their ignotance ^ life could at all events 
read the Office in Latin. 



CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 

When she opened her eyes and saw the convent room, 
she remembered how she had come there. Her still dreaming 
face lighted up with a smile, and she began to wonder w^t 
was going to happen next.^ Soon after, someone knocked. 
It was the little porteress telling her that it was seven o'clock. 
Evelvn expected her to come in, pull up the blinds and pour out 
her bath. But she did not even open tlw door, and Evelyn 
lay looking through the strange room, unable to face the die* 
comfort of a small basin of cold water. She would have to do 
her hair herself, and there was no toilette table. 'Fhc convent 
seemed suddenly a place to flee from; she hadn't realised that it 
would be like this. . . . But it would never do for her to miss 
Mass, and she sat on the edge of the bed, unable to think of any 
solution of her difficulties. The only glass in the room was 
about a foot square ; it had been placed on the chest of drawers, 
and nothing seemed to Evelyn more inefficient than thb wretched 
glass. Its very position on the top of the chest of drawers was 
vexatious. She could not even get it into the proper angle, 
wd when she removed the piece of paper that held it in position, 
it swung round and its bade confronted her. That morning it 
as if she could not dress herself. Her hair had cuned 
itself into many a knot; she nearly broke the comb, and her hand 
dropped by her side, and then she laughed outright, having caught 
sight of some part of her dejection. As she hooked on her s&t 
sht reflected on the necessity of not leaving bottles of scent nor 
many sponges for the observation oa the nuns; and the 
nightgown she had brought was certainly not a conventual 
garment. 

She hurried downstairs, and was just in time to see the nuna 
coming into church. They came to by a side door, walking 
two by two, and Evelyn was again struck by the bttuty- and 
mystery of this grey procession. She had seen on the sta» the 
outward show of men who had renounced the worleP—the 
pilgrims in ** Tannhftuaer," the knights to “ I^usifid," but this 
was no outward show. The women she was now witnessing 
U renounced the world; the life she was witnessing was tte 
life they lived from hour to bout, from dav to day, from year to 
year. She had included lovcza amid theut lenunciatiooa; su^ 
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inclusion wts ridiculooSy for of such sins ss hers they hsd not 
even dreamed. To pass through life without knowing life t 
To have renounced, to have refused love, friends, art, everything^ 
dinner-parties, conversations, all the distractions which we believe 
make life endurable, to have refused these things from the be¬ 
ginning—not even to have been tempted to taste, not even to 
have desired to put life to the test of a fugitive personal experience, 
but to have divined from the first, by instinct, by the grace of 
God, the worthlessness of life—^that was what was so wonderfuL 
Mother Philippa, that simple nun, had done this, instinct had 
led her—tlwre was no otner expiination. She had arrived at 
the same conclusion as the wisest of the philosophers and without 
any soul-searching, by instinct—each of the bumble lav sisters, 
the little portercss had done this. And Evelyn was filled with 
shame when she thought of the effort it had cost her to free 
herself from a life of sin. 

In extraordinary beauty of grey habit and veil and solemn 
procession, the nuns passed to their seats. Now they were 
kneeling altarwise, and Evelvn was stiU occupied by the thought 
that this was not outward snow as she had often seen It on the 
stage, but the thing itself. This was not acting, this waa truth, 
the truth of all their lifetimes. 

Suddenly begsn the plaint of the orgim, and some half-doxcn 
voices sang a hymn; and these pale, etiolated voices interested 
her. It was not the clear, scxl^s voice of boys, these were 
women's voices, out of which sex had faded like colour out of 
flowers ; and tb^ nale, deciduous voices wailing a poor, pathetic 
music, so weak and feebk that it was almost interesting through 
its very feebleness, interested Evelyn. Tears trembled in her 
eyes, and she listened to the poor voices rising and falling, breaking 
forth spaamodkaliy in the lamentable hymn. ** Desolate " and 
** forgotten ** were the words that came up in her mind. 

They wete still kneeling altarwise ; ^hetr profiles turned from 
her. Outside of the choir stalls, on either side of the church, 
were two special stalls, and the Reverend Mother and the sub- 
prioresa knelt apart. Their backs were turned to Evelvn. and 
she nernoed the fine delicate ahoulders of the Reverend Mother, 
and the heavy figure of Mother Philippa. *' Even in their backa 
they are like themselves,** she thwgbt. She smikd at her 
dea^ptive style, ** like tl^inselvcs,** and then, seeing that Mast 
had begun, the tcaohitely reptes^ all levi^, and began her 
prayers. She had not felt especially pious till that moment, 
and to rouse herself she rememDcred Monsignor’s words, ** That 
at the height of her artistic career sl^ should have been awakened 
CO a sense of her own exceeding einfulness waa a miracle of his 
grace,** and she felt that the efevotioo of her whole life to bis 
service would not be a auffident retom feir what be had done for 
her. But in spite of her efforts she foUowad tha sacrifice of the 
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Maas in her normal consciousness until the bell rang for the 
Elevation. When the priest raised the Host she was conscious 
of the Real Presence. She raised her eyes a little* and the bent 
Bgures of the nuns* their veils hanging loose about them* con* 
trihuted to her exaltation* and with a last effort, holding as it 
were her life in her hands, she asked pardon of God fur heir sins. 

Then the pale, ctkilatcd voices of the nuns, the wailing of 
these weak voices—there were three altos* three sopranos— 
began again. I'hcy were singing an Agnus Dei* a simple little 
music nowise ugly, merely feeble, touchingly commonplace; 
they were singing in unison thirds and fifths, and the indifferent 
wailing of the voices contrasted with the firmness of the organist’s 
touch; and Evelyn knew that they had one musician among 
them. She listened, touched by the plaintive voices, so feeble 
in the ears of man, but beautiful in God’s ears. God heard 
beyond the mere notes; the music of the intention was what 
reached Ck)d*s ears. The music of these poor voices was more 
favourable in his ears than her voice. Months she had sptent 
seeking the exact rhythm of a phrase intended to depict and to 
rouse a sinful desire, 'rhough the hymns were ugly—and they 
were very ugly—she would have done better to sing them ; and 
she sought to press herself into the admission that art which 
does not tend to the glory of Gcxl is vain and harmful. Far 
better these hideous hymns, if singing them conducts to ever¬ 
lasting life. But every time she pressed her mind towards an 
inevitable conclusk^n, it turned off into an obscure bypath. She 
brought it back like an intractable ass, but the stubborn beast 
again dodged her, and she had to abandon the attempt to convince 
herself that art which did not tend to the honour and glory of 
God should be suppressed—should be at least avoided. Once 
we were convinced that there was a God and a resurrection, this 
world must become as nothing in our eyes, only it didn’t become 
as nothing in our eyes ; every sacrilice should become easy, but 
every sacriiice didn’t become easy. That was the point; to 
these nuns, perhaps, not to her. At least not yet. 

She had mssca a great deal this morning because she had no 
hoc water to wash with. Seven o’clock had seemed to her 
somewhat early to get up. But they had been up long before. 
She had heard of nuns wno got up at four in the morning to say 
the Office. SIk did not know what time these nuns got up, 
but she felt that she was not capable of much gxea^ aacrifia 
than six or seven o’clock. These nuns lived on a little coarse 
fcKid, and spent the day in pniyer. She thought of their aching 
knees in the long vigils of their adorations. She understood 
that the inward happiness their life gives them compensates them 
for all their privations. She undentood that they are the only 
ones who are happy, yet the knowledge did not help her; she 
felt that she would never be happy in tfam happtnen, and a great 
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tonow came over her. Mass was over, and again the beautiful 
procession, with bowed heads and meekly folded veils, glided 
out of the church. Only the watchers remained. 

Last night the had sat watching the stars shining on the convent 
garckn. There wete, as Owen said, twenty millions of suns 
tn the Milky Way; beyond the Milky Way there were other 
constellations of which we know nothing, nebube which time 
has not yet resolved into stats, or stars so distant that time has 
not yet brought their light hither. But why seek mystery 
beyond this poor planet? It furnishes enough, surely. That 
we should sec the stars, that we should know the stars, that we 
should place God above the stats—are not these a>mmoo facta 
as wonderful as the stars themselves ? That those twen^ or 
fsve^nd'twenty women should give up all the seduction of life 
for the sake of an idea, accepting Owen’s theory that it is but 
an idea, even so the wonder of it is not less ; even from Owen’s 
point of view is not this convent as wonderful as the stais ? 

On coming out of church, she was told that in half-an>hour 
her breakfast would be ready in the parlour, and to loosen the 
mental tension—she had thought and felt a great deal in the last 
hour—she asked the lay sister who were the nuns who sang in 
the choir. The lay sister answered her perfunctorily. Evdyo 
could see that she was not open at that moment to conversation. 
She guessed that tlie sister had work to attend to, and was not 
surprised that she did not come back to take the things away. 
Although only just begun, the day had already begun to seem 
long. She proj^sed to herself some pious reading; and won* 
deri^ how she was going to get through the day. She would 
have liked to go into the garden ; but she did not know the rules 
of the convent, and feared to transgress them. However, she 
was free to go to her room. The books she had brought with her 
would help her to get through the morning. 

Bediox’s Memoirs / Tlic faded voices she had heard that 
morning singing dreary hymns were more wonderful than bis 
orchestral dreams. Nor did she find the spiritual stimulus she 
needed in Pater’s Imaginary Portraits. Some moody souls te- 
Becting with no undue haste, without undue desire to arrive at any 
definite opinion concerning certain artistic problems, did not 
appeal to her. She put the book aside, fearing that she was in, 
no humour for reading that morning; and with little hope of 
being interested, she took up another book. The size of 
volume and the disproportion of the type seemed to drag her to it, 
and the title was a sort of prophetic e<mo of the interest she was to 
find in the book. Her tlK>ughts clouded in a sense of delight 
as she read; she followed as a child follows a butterfly, until 
the fluttering colour disappears in the sky. And before s^ was 
aware of any idea, the hannony of the gentle pro8e''captiv8tcd her, 
and she sat down, holding in her henrt the certitude that she was 
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going to be enchanted. The book procured for her the delidoot 
■ensualism of reading things at once new and old. It seemed 
to her that she was reading thinn that she had known aiwtya» 
but which she had somehow neglected to think out for hera^. 
The book seemed like her inner self suddenly made dear. All 
that the author said on the value of Silence was so true. She 
raised her eves from the page to think. She seemed to under* 
stand something, but she codd not tell what it was. The object 
of every soul is to unite itself to another soul, to be absorbed 
in another, to find life and happiness in another; the desire of 
unison is the deepest instinct in man. But how little, the author 
asked, do words help us to understand ? We talk and talk, and 
nothing is really said ; the cemversation falls, we walk side by 
side, our eyes fixed on the quiet skies, and lo I our souls coine 
together and are united in thdr immortal destiny. She again 
raim her eyes from the page—now she understood, and she 
thought a long while. The chapter entitled ** The Profound 
Life'* interested her equally. The nuns realised it, but those 
who live in the world live on the surfiux of thinra. To live a 
life of silence and devotion, illumined not from wimout but from 
within, the eternal light that never fails or withers, and to live 
unconscious of the great stream of things, our back turned to 
that great stream flowing mysteriously, solemnly, like a river I 
The chapter entitled ** Warnings " had for her a strangely personal 
meaning. How true it is that we know everything, only we 
have not acquired the art of saying it. Had she not always 
known that her destiny was not with Owen, that he was but a 
passing, not the abiding event of her life ? She looked through 
the convent room, and the abiding event of her life now seemed 
to murmur in her ear, seemed to pass like a shadow before her 
eyes. At the moment when she thought she was about to hesir 
and see, a knock came at her door, and the revelation of Iwr 
destiny passed, with a little ironical smile, out of her eyes and 
ears. 

Her visitor was a strange little nun whom she bad not seen 
before. Over her slim fi^re the white serge habit fell in such 
graceful, medueval lines as Evelyn had seen in German cathedrals ; 
and her face was delicate and childlike beneath the white forehead 
band. She came forward with a diffident little smile. 

** Reverend Mother sent me to you; she is watching now, 
or she would have come herself, but she thought you might like 
me to take you round the garden. She will |oin ua there when 
she comes out of church. But Reverend Mother said you must 
do just as you liked.** 

The little nun corresponded to her mood even as the book 
bad done; she seemed an apparition, a ghost risen from its 
pages. Her face was a thin oval, and the purity of the outline 
was atxcntuated by the white Imrcfaief wmch turrounded it. 
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The note was slightly squiUne» the chin s little pointed, the lips 
veil cut, but thin end colourless—^lips that Evelyn thought had 
never hem kissed, and that never voiud be kissed. The ttiought 
seemed disgraceful, and Evelyn noticed hastily the dark almcm 
eyes that saved the face from ^ipidity; die black eyebrows were 
mtniy and delica^ drawn, her complexion, without being pale, 
was extraordinarily transparent, and the ^in hands ancT long, 
narrow fingers, half hidden benttth the long sleeves, were in tM 
same idea ^ inedUeval delicacy. 

**1 was longing to go out, but I had not the courage. I 
fieared it might be against the rule for me to go into the gsfden 
alone. But tell me first who you are.’* 

** Oh, Tm Sister Veronica. I’m only a novice as yet,** 

Evelyn noticed that, unlike the other nuns she had seen. Sister 
Veronica wore neither the silver heart on her breast, suspended 
by a red cord, nor the long straight so^nilar which gave such 
dignity to the religious habit. Her habit was held in at the waist 
by a hither {prdle ; it looked as chough it might slip any moment 
over the slight, boyish hips, and by her sioe hung a rosary 
lar^ black beads. 

Sister Veronica warned Evelyn that she must be careful how 
she went down the staircase, as it was very slippery. Evelyn 
said she would be careful; she added that the sisters kept the 
staiiB in beautiful order, and wondered what her next remark 
would be. She was nervous in the presence of these convent 
women, lest by some unfortunate remark she should betray 
herself. And when they reached the garden it was Sister 
Veronica who was the most self-possessed—she was already con¬ 
fessing to Evelyn that they had all felt very nervous knowing 
that a *' leal ** sin^ was listening to them. 

** Oh, do you smg ? ** Evelyn asked eagerly. 

" Well, I have to try,*’ Sister Veronica answered, with a little 
laugh. ** Mother Prioress thought perhaps I might learn, so 
she put me in the choir, but Sister Mary John says 1 shall never 
be the least use.** 

“ Is Sister Mary John the sister who teaches you } *' 

**Ye8; it is she who played the organ at Mass. She loves 
music. She is simply longing to hear you sing. Miss Innes. 
Do you think you sing at Benediction this afternoon for us ? , 
It would be lovely.** 

** 1 don't know, really. You see 1 haven’t been asked yet.” 

” Oh, Reverend Mother is sure to ask you—at least 1 hope 
she wilL We all want to bear you so much.” 

They were sitting in the shMow of a gieat dm; all around 
was a wondeiful silence, and to cum the conversation from 
herself, Evelyn asked Sister Veronica if she didn’t cate for their 
beautiful garden. 

**Oh, yei^ Indeed I do. l*m glad you like it. 


• • • 


When 
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[ was a child my greatest treat was to be allowed to play ia the 
ouns* garden." 

** Then you knew the convent long before you came to be a 
nun yourself ?" 

** uh, yes. Tve known it all my life.** 

** So it was not strange when you came here first ? *' 

“ No, it was like coming home," 

Evelyn repeated the nun*s words to herself. ** Like coming 
home." And stie seemed to see far into their meaning. Here 
was an illustration of what she had read in the book—she and 
Veronica seemed to understand each other in the silence. But 
it became necessary to speak, and in answer to a question. Sister 
Veronica told Evelyn that there were four novices and two 
p<^tulants in the novitiate, and that the name of the novice 
mistress was Mother Mary Hilda. The noviciate was in the 
upper storey of the new wing, above the convent refectory. 

" And here is Reverend Mother," and Sister Veronica suddenly 
got up. Evelyn got up too, and they waited till the elderly 
nun slowly crossed the lawn. Evelyn noticed, even when the 
Reverend Mother was seated, that Veronica remained standing. 

" You can go now, Veronica." 

Veronica smiled a little good-bye to Evelyn, and left them 
immediately. 

" Veronica told you. Miss Innes, I was taking my watch ? *' 

" Yes, Reverend Mother." 

" I hope she has not been wearying you with the details of 
our life?" 

" On the contrarv, I have been very much interested. . . . 
Your life here is scj beautiful that 1 long to know more about it. 
At present my knowledge is confined to the fact that the second 
storey in the new wing is the novitiate, and that there are four 
novices and two postulants." The Reverend Mother smiled, 
and after a pause Fivelyn added— 

" But Sister Veronica is very young." 

" She is older than she looks, she is nearly twenty. Ever 
since she was quite a child she wished to be a nun. Even then 
her mind was quite made up." 

" She told me chat when she was a child her great pleasure 
was to be allowed to walk in the convent garden.” 

** Yes. You don't know, perhaps, tliat she is my niece* My 

f oor brother’s child. She was left an orphan at a very early age. 
Icrs is a sad story. But God has been good : she never doubted 
her vocation, she pa.sscd from an innocent childhocxl to a life 
dedicated to God. So she has been spared the trouble that is 
the lot of those who live In the world." 

An accent of pa.st but unforgotten sorrow had crept into her 
voice ; and once more Evelyn was convinced that sne had not, 
like Veronica, passed from innocent childhood into the hUmekas 
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fenounced it. In the silence that had fallen Evelyn urondeied 
what her story miftht be, and whether she would ever hear it. 
But she knew that In the convent no allusion is made to the past, 
that there the past is really tlx past. 

** I hope that you will sing for us at Benediction. All the 
sisters axe longing to hear you. It will be such a pleasure to 
them.” 

" 1 shall be very glad . . . only I have brought nothin|| with 
me. But I daresay I shall find something among the music you 
have here.” 

*' Sister Mary John will find you something; she is out 
organist.** 

And an excellent musician. I noticed her playing.*’ 

** She has always been anxious to improve the choir, but 
unfortunately none of the sisters except her has any voice to 
speak of. . . . You might sing Gounod’s * Ave hhuria * at 
l^nedicdon; you know it, of course, what a beautiful piece of 
music it is. But I see that you don’t admire it.” 

” Well,” Evelyn said, smiling, '* it is contrary to all the prin> 
ciplea I’ve been brought up in.” 

” We might walk a little; we are at the end of the summer, 
and the air is a little cold. You do not mind walking very 
slowly ? I*m forbidden to walk fast on account of my heart.” 

They crossed the sloping lawn, and walking slowly up St. 
Peter’s walk, amid sad fluttcrings of leaves from the branches 
of the elms, Evelyn told the Reverend Mother the story of the 
musical reformation which her father had achieved. She asked 
Evelyn if it would be possible to give Palestrina at the convent 
and they reached the end of the walk. It was flushed with 
September, and in the glittering stillness the name of Palestrina 
aras exquisite to speak. Th^ passed the tall cross standing at 
the top of tbe rocks, and the Reverend Mother said, speaking out 
of long refiection— 

” Have 1 never heard any of the music you sing ? Wagner 
I have never heard, but the Italian operas, * Lucia * and * Tn>* 
vatote,* or Mozart ? Have you never sung Mozart ? ** 

” Very little. 1 am what is called a dramatic soprano. The 
ool^ Itauan open l*ve sunit ia * Nocma.’ Do vou kiiow it ? ” 


Yes.’ 


open l*ve sung is * Nocma.’ Do you know it ? 


“ I’ve sung Leonore—not in * Trovatore,* in * Fidt^o.* ” 

” But surely yoi^ admire * Trovatore ’—the * Misereic,* for 
instance. Is not that beautiful ? ” 

” It is no doubt very efextive, but it is considered very common 
now.” Evelyn hummed snatches of the opera; tlxn the waltz 
from ** Traviata.” ** I’ve sung Margaret.” 

“ Ah,” 

And as the hummed the Jewel Song she watched the Reverend 
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Mother's face, and was certain that the nun had heard the nnisfc 
on the stage. But at that moment the annlus bell rang. Evel^ 
had forgotten the responses, and as she walked towards the 
convent she asked the Reverend Mother to repeat them once 
again, so that she might have them by heart. She excused 
herself, saying how difficult was the observance of religious forms 
for those who live in the world. 

After dinner she wrote two letters. One was to her father, 
the other was to Monstgnor, and having directed the letters she 
imagined the postal arrangement to be somewhat irregular. 
After Benediction she would ask Veronica what time the lettets 
left the convent. And looking across the abyss which separated 
them, she saw her passionate self-centred fi^t and Veronica's 
little transit from the schoolroom to the convent. It seemed 
Strange to her that she never had what might be called a girl 
friend. But she had arrived at a time when a woman friend was 
a ficcessitv, and it now suddenly occurred to her that there would 
be something wondeifully sweet and satisfying in the uncritical 
love of a woman younger than herself. She felt that the love 
of this innocent creature who knew nothing, who never would 
know anything, and who therefore would suspe^ nothing, 
would help her to forget her past as Monstgnor wished. She 
felt a sympathy awaken in her for her own sex which she had 
never known before, and this yearning was confounded in a 
desire to be among those who knew nothing of her past. Now 
she was glad that she had refrained from taking the Reverend 
Mother into her confidence, and she wondered how much Mon¬ 
signor had told her the day they had walked in the garefen ; it 
relieved her to remember that he knew very little except what 
she had told him in confession. 

Someone knocked. She answered, ** Come in." It was 
Mother Philippa and anotlwr nun. 

** I hope we’re not intemipting. . . . But you're reading, 
I sec." 

" No, I was thinking; " and glad of the interruption, she kt 
the book fall on her knees. " Pray come in. Mother Philippa," 
and Evelyn rose to detain her. 

The nuns entered very shyly. Evelyn handed them chairs, 
and as she did so she remarked me tall, angular nun who followed 
Mother Philippa, and whose fiicc expressed so much cnei|^. 

" Good afternoon. Miss innes. I hope you slcM well last 
night, and did not find your bed too uncomfortable ? '* 

" Thank you, Mothu Philippa. 1 liked my bed. 1 slept 
VC 17 well." Evelyn drew two chairs forward, and Mother 
Philippa introduced Evehm to Sister Ma^ John. And while 
she explained that she bad heard from the Reverend Mother that 
Miss Innes had promised to sing at Benediction, Sister Mary John 
tat watching Evelyn, her large brown eyes wide open. Her 
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her rawing liking for this nun. She was unlike any other nun 
the had seen. Nuns were usually formal and placid, but Sister 
Mary John was so irreparably herself that while the others 
present feeble imitations of the Reverend Mother's manner, 
ner walk and speech, Sister Mary John continued to slouch along, 
to cross her legs, to swing her arms, to lean forward and interrupt 
when she was interested in the conversation; when she was not, 
she did not attempt to hide her indii&reooe. Evelyn thought 
that she must be about cight-and>cwenty or thirty. The ^et 
were brown and exultant, and the eyebrows seemed very straight 
and black in the sallow complexion. All the features were large, 
but a littk of the radiant smile that had lit up all her features 
when she came forward to greet Evelyn still lingered on her 
fice. Now and then she seemed to grow impatient, and then 
she forgot her impatience and the smiw floated back again. At 
last her opportunity came, and she scisBcd it eagerly. 

** I'm quite ashamed. Miss Innca, wc sang so badly this morn¬ 
ing ; our little choir can do better than that." 

I was interested; the organ was very well played." 

" Did you think so ? I Mve not sufficient time for pnetioe, 
but 1 love music, and am longing to hear you sing. But the 
Reverend Mother says that you have brought no music with 
you." 

" 1 hear," said Mother Philippa, '* that you do not care for 
Gounod's' Ave Maria.'" 

** If the Reverend Mother wishes me to ting it, I shall be 
delighted to do so, if Sister Mary John has the music." 

Sister Mary John shook her head authoritatively, and said chitt 
she quite tmderstood that Miss Inncs did not approve of the 
libe^ of writing any niclo^ over Bach's beautiful prelude. 
Beside, it required a violin. Ine converaation then turned on the 
music at St. Joseph’s. Sister Mary John listened, breaking 
suddenly in with some question regardmg Palestrina. She had 
never h^d any of his music; would Miss Innes lend her some ? 
Was there notUng of his that th^ could sing in the convent ? 

** 1 do not know anything of his written for two vcHces. You 
might play the other parts on the organ, but I'm afraid it would 
sound not a little ridk^ous." 

*' But have you heard the Benedictine nuns sing the plain chant; 
they pause in the middle of the verse—that is the tradition, is 
it not?" 

Meanwhile Mother Philippa sat forgotten, Evelyn noticed 
her isolation before Sister Mary John, and addressed an observa¬ 
tion to her. But Mother Fhihppa said she knew nothing about 
musk, and that they were to go on talking as if she weren't there. 
But a mere Ibtener is a dead weight in a conversatioo; and when¬ 
ever EvcJyn'a eyes went chat way, she could see that Mother 
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Philippa tMS thinking of something else; and when she looked 
towam Sistet Mary John she could see that she was iongin(^ to 
be alone with her. A deli^tfiil hour of coo 7 ersation awaited 
them if they could only find some excuse to get away together, 
and Evelyn looked at Sister Mary John, saying with her eyes that 
the suggestion must come from her. 

** If 1 were to take Miss Innes to the organ loft and ^ow her 
what music we have—don't you think so. Mother Philippa ? *’ 

** Yes, I think that would oc the best thing to do. . . . I'm 
sure the Reverend Mother would see no objection to your taking 
Miss Innes to the organ loft." 

Mother Philippa did not see the look of relief and ddigbt that 
passed in Sister Mary John's eyes, and it was Evelyn who had a 
scruple about getting rid of Mother Philippa. 

** 1 was so disappointed not to have seen you the day you came 
here ; and what made it so hard was that it was first arranged that 
it was the Reverend Mother and 1 who were to meet you. I had 
looked forward to seeing you. 1 love music, and it is seven 
Years since I've spoken to anyone who could tell the dUfetence 
between a third and a fourth. There's no one here who cares 
about music." 

It seemed to Evelyn that the problem of life must have presented 
itself to Sister Mary John very much as it presents itself to a woman 
who is suddenly cdled to join her husband in India. The woman 
hates leaving London, her friends, and all the habits of life in 
which she hu grown up; but she does not hesitate to give up 
these things to follow the man she loves out to India. 

" 1 don't know why it was settled that Mother Philippa was 
to meet you instead of me; it seemed so useless, meeting you 
meant so little to her and so much to me; I'm always inclinea to 
argue, but that day the Reverend Mother's heart was very bad; 
she had had a fainting fit in the early morning ; we all got up to 
pray for her.” 

Vet she was quite cheerful; I never should have guessed." 

"Mother Philippa and Mother Mary Hilda tried to dissuade 
her. But she would see you." 

** Then it is with her heart disease that the Reverend Mother 
rules the convent," Evelyn thought, as she followed Sister Mary 
John up the spiral staircase to the organ loft. She looked over 
the curtained tailing into the church. The watcher knelt theie, 
her head bowed, her habit still as sculpture, and Evelyn heard 
Sister Mary John pulling out her music. She could not find w^t 
she wanted, and she sat with her legs apart, throwing from side 
to side piles of old tom music. 

" Never can one find a piece of music when one wants it: 
I don't know if you have noticed that nothing b to difficult to 
find as a piece of music. Day after day it b under your hands, 
t would seem as if there was not anochtf piece in the organ Icrfit, 
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but the moment yon want it, it has di 8 i 4 >peated. I don't know 
bow it is.** 

** What ate you looking for ? Perhaps I can help you.** 

**Well, 1 was thinking that you might like*'—Sister N&ty 
John looked up at Evelyn—1 suppose you can sing B flat, or 
even C?** 

** Yes, I can sing C; ** and Evelyn thought of the last page of 
the "Dusk of the Gods.*' ** But what are you looking for?** 
Sister Mary John did not answer. She threw the music from 
side to side, every minute growing more impatient. ** It is most 
suange," she said at last, looking up at Evdyn. Evelyn smiled. 
With all her brusque, self-willed ways. Sister Mary John vres 
clearly a lady bom and an intelligent woman. 

*' Vm afraid I shall not be able to find you anything that yoa*d 
care to sing." 

** Oh, yes, 1 shall," Evelyn replied encoui^ingly. 

** It is all such poor stuff. We've no singers here. Do you 
know. I've never heard a great singer, and I've often wished to., 
The only thing I regret is not having heard a little music before 
I came here. But I've heard of Wagner; you sing Wagner, 
don't you. Miss Innes ? ** 

" Yes, I sing little else. * Fidelio *— ** 

** Ah, I know some of the music. Do you sing-" 

Sister Mary John hummed a few bars. 

" Yes, I sing that.’* 

" Weil, I shall hear you sing to-day. I've been wbhing to 
go to St. Joseph's to h^ Palestriiuu You were brought up on 
music. You can ting at sight—in the key that it is written in ? *' 

" Yes, I think so." 

** But all prima-donnas can do that ? ** 

** No: on the contrary, 1 think I'm the ody one. Singers 
on the operatic stage learn their parts at the piano." 

She could see that to Sister Mi^ John music was the cempu- 
tion of her life, and she imagined that her confession must be a 
little musical record. She had lost her temper with Sister So-and- 
So because sfae could not, etc. But time was getting on. If she 
was to sing that afternoon, she must find something, and seeing 
that Sister Mary John lingered over some sheets of music, as u 
she thought that it presented some possibility, Evelyn ask^ ter , 
what it was. It was a Mass by Mozart for four voices, which 
Sister Mary John had armoged for a single voice. 

** The choir and a sing the melody in unison, and I play the entire 
Mass on the organ.** 

Evelyn smiled, and seeing that the smile distressed the non, she 
was sorry. 

** To you, c£ course, it would sound absurd, it does to me too, 
but it was a little change, it was the only thing I could think of. 
We have some pieces written for two voices, but I can hardly 
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get sung. I have to teach the sisten the pacts sepacatelv. 
Till iAey know them by heart, I can’t trust them. It is impossible 
sometimes not to lose one’s temper. If we had a few good voices, 
people would come to hear them, the convent would be spoken 
about, and some charitable people would come forward aiid pay 
off our mortgages. I’ve lain awake at night thinking of it; the 
Reverend M other agrees with me. But in the way of voices we’ve 
been as unlucky as we could well be. I’ve oeen here eight 
years—there was one, but she died six years ago of consumption. 
It is heartbreaking. 1 play the organ, 1 beat the time, and, as 1 
said to them the other day, ' 'I'here are five of you, and I’m the 
f>nly one that sings.’ ” 

Sister Mary John asked Evelyn if she composed. Evelyn 
told her that she did not compose, and remembering Owen’s 
compositions, she hoped that Sister Mary John had not an 
'* O Salutaris ” in manuscript. 

** liCt me look through the music; wc are talking of other 
thiflM instead of looking.” 

“So wc are. . . . Let us look.” At the bottom of a heap. 
Sister Mary John found Cherubini’s ” Ave Maria.” 

“ Could you sing this ? It is a beautiful piece of music.” 

Evelyn read it over. 

** Y'es,” she said. ” I can sing it, but it wants careful playing: 
the end is a sort of little duet Ixtwecn the voice and the organ. 
If you don't follow me exactly, the cifcct will be like this,” and 
she showed what it would be on the mute keyboard, 

“ You haven’t confidence in my playing.” 

“ Every confidence, Sister Mary John, but remember I don’t 
know the piece, and it is not easy. 1 think we had better try it 
over together.” 

“ 1 should like to very much, but you will not sing with all 
your voice ? ” 

” No, we’ll just run through it. . . . ” 

The nun follf>wcti in u son of ecstasy, and when they came to 
what Evelyn had called the duct, she placed the beautiful anti- 
phonal music looking up at the singer. 'J'he second rime Evelyn 
was surer i>f herself, and she let her voice How out a little in suave 
viK'alisation, so that she might judge of the cfiect. 

” I told you that 1 had never heard anyone sing before. If 
you were one of us 1 ” 

hA'clyn laughed, and then, catching sight of the nun’s eyes 
fixed very intently upon her, she spoke of the beauty of the “ Ave 
Maria,” and was surprised that she did not know anything of 
Cherubini’s. 

” Gracious, how the time has gone 1 lliat is the first bell 
for vespers.” 

She hurried away, forgetting all about Evelyn, leaving her to 
find her way back to her room a& best she could. But Evelyn 
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found Sister Mary John waiting for her at the bottom of riia><Uirs. 
She had come bock for her, she had just remembered her, and 
Sister Mary John apologised fur her ab^nce of mind, and seemed 
distressed at her apparent rudeness. They walked a little way 
together, and the nun explained that it was not her fault; her 
al^nce of mind was an inheritance from her father. Everything 
she had she had inherited from him—** my love of music and my 
absence of mind.** 

She was intensely herself, quaint, eccentric, but she was, 
Evelyn rcflccced, perhaps mure distinctly from the English upper 
classes than any of the nuns she had seen yet. She had not the 
sweetness of manner of the Reverend Mc^thcr, her manners 
were the oddest; but withal she had that refinement which Evelyn 
had first noticed in Ovircn, and afterwards in his friends, that style 
which is inheritance, which tradition alone can ^ive. She Did 
spoken of her father, and E^velyn amid easily imagine Sister Mary 
John’s father—a lord of old lineage dwelling in an eighteenth 
century house in the middle of a flat park in the Midlands. , She 
could see a piece of artificial lake obtained by the damming of fk 
small stream ; one end full of thick reeds, in w'hich the chatter of 
wild ducks was unceasing. But her family, her past, her name— 
all was lost in the convent, in the veil. The question was, had 
she renounced the world, or had she refused the world ? Evelyn 
could not even conjecture. Sister Mary John was outside not 
only of her experience, but also of her present perception of things. 
Evelyn wondered why one of such marked individuality, of such 
intense personal will, had chosen a life the very rafsofi d*Hrt of 
which was the merging of the individual will in the w'ill of the 
aimmunity ? Why should one, the essential delight of whose 
life was music, choose a life in which music hardly appeared ? 
Was her piety so great that it absorbed every other inclination ? 
Sister Mary John did not strike her as being especially religious. 
W'hat instinct behind those brown eyes had led her to this sacrifice ? 
Apparently at pains to conceal nothing, Sister Mary John con¬ 
cealed the essential. Hvelvn could even imagine her as being 
attractive to men—that radiant smile, the beautiful teeth, and the 
tall, supple figure, united to that distinct personality, would not 
have failed to attract. God did not get her because men did not 
want her, of that Evelyn was quite sure. 

’rhere were on that afternoon assembled in the little white* 
chapel of the Passionist Sisters about a dozen elderly ladies, about 
nine or ten stout ladies dressed in black, who mignt be w idows, 
and perhaps three or four spare women who wore a little more 
colour in their hats; these might be spinsters, of ages varying 
between forty and fifty-five. Amid th<^ Evelyn was surprised 
and glad to perceive three or four young men; they did not look, 
she bought, particularly pious, and ^rcciving that they wore 
knickerbixkm, she judged them to be cyclists who bad riaden up 



EVELYN INNES 


550 

from Kichinond Pork. Thc^ had come in probably to rest, 
bavine left their machines at tM inn. Even though she was con¬ 
verted, she did not wish to sing only to women, and it amused her 
to perceive that something of the original Eve still existed in her. 
But if any one of these young men should happen to have any 
knowledge of music, he could hardly fail to notice that it was not 
a nun who was singing. He would ride away astonished, mysti¬ 
fied ; he would seek me explanation of the mystery, and urould 
bring his friend to hear the wonderful voice at the Passionist 
Convent. By the time he came again she would be gone, and his 
friend would say that he had had too much to drink that after¬ 
noon at the inn. They would not be long in finding an explana¬ 
tion ; but should there happen to be a journalist there, he would 
put a paragraph in the papers, and aU sorts of people would come 
to the convent and go away disappointed. 

She looked round the church, calculating its resonance, and 
thought with how much of her voice she should sing so as to 
produce an cilcct without, however, startling the little congre¬ 
gation. The sermon seemed to her very long ; she was unable 
to fix her attention, and though all Father Daly said was very 
edifying, her thoughts wandered, and wondcrnil legends and 
tales alMUt a voice heard for one vreek at the Wimbledon Convent 
. thronged her brain, and she invented quite a comic little episode, 
in which some dozen or so of lx)ndon managers met at Bene¬ 
diction. She thought that their excuses one to the other would 
be very comic. 

She was wearing the black lace scarf instead of a hat; it went 
well with the grey dpaca, and under it was her fair hair ; and when 
she got up to go to the organ loft after the sermon, she felt that 
the old ladies and the bicyclists were already wondering who 
she was. Her involuntary levitv annoyed her, and she forced a 
certain seriousness upon nersclt as she climbed the steep spiral 
staircase. 

*' So you have found your way . . . this is our choir,** and 
she introduced Evelyn to the five'sisters, hurrying through their 
names in a low whisper. ** We don't sing thie * O Salutaris,* as 
there has been exposition. We'll sing this hyirui instead, and 
immediately after you*ll sing the * Ave Maria *, it will take the 
place of the Litany." 

Then tile six pale voices began to wail out the hymn, wobbling 
and fluctuating, the «)nly steimy voice being Sister John’s. 
Though mon^y afraid of the Latin syllaoles, Evelyn seconded 
Sister Mary John’s efforts, and the others, taking coutw, sang 
better than usual. Sister Ma^ John turned delighted mm the 
organ, and, her e 3 ^ bright with anticipation, sait^ ** Now.** 

She played the introduction, Evelyn opened her musk. The 
, moment was one of intense excitement amtxig the five nuns. 
They had gathered together in a group. The great singer who 
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had aaved their convent (had at not been for her they vrould have 
been thrown back upon the world) was going to sing. Evelyn 
knew wbu was passing in their minds, and was a litw nervous. 
She wished they would not look at hn so, and ^ turned away 
from them. Sutcr Mary John played the chord, and the voice 
began. 

Owen often said that if Evelyn had two more notes in her 
voice she would have ranl»d witn tias finest. She sang from the 
low A, and she could take the high C. From B to B eve^ note 
was and full, one as the mber; he delighted capecially in 
the middle of her voice; for one whole octave, and more than an 
octave, her voice was pure and sonorous and as romantic as the 
finest *cello. And the romance of her voke tnuisplied in the 
beautiful Beethoven>like phrase of Cherubini's **Ave Maria/' 
It was as if he had had her voice singing in his ear while he was 
writing, when he placed the little Rrece notes on the last syllable 
of Mtfia. The phrase rose, stiU remaining well within the 
medium of her voice, and the same interval nappened a|^dn aa 
the voice swelled up on the word '* plena." In the beautiful 
classical melody her voice was like a 'cello heard in the twilight. 
In the music itself there is neither belief nor prayer, but a aevere 
dignity of line, the romance of columns and pe^tyle in the 
cjodtation of a calm evening. Very gradually she pwred her 
voice into the song, and Iim lips seemed to achieve aculpture.-^ 
The lines of a Greek vase scemM to rise before the eye, and the 
voice swelled on from note to note with the noble movement 
the bas-relief decoration of the vase. The harmonious inter¬ 
ludes which Sister John played aided the cxdiement, and 
the nuns, who knelt in two gnw lines, were afkaid to look up. 
In a remote consciousness they feared it was not right Co feel so 
keenly; the harmonious depth of the voice entered their very 
blood, summoning visions of angel fiaoea. But it was an old man 
with a white beam that Veronica saw, a hermit in the wilder¬ 
ness; she was bringing him vestments, and when the vision 
vanished Evelyn was singing the opening phrase, now a little 
altered on the words Sancta Maria. 

There came the little duet between the voice and the organ, 
in which any want of predaion on the part of Sister Mery lohn 
would spoil the efiect of the song; but the nun's right hand 
aoswerea Evdyn in p er fect concord. And then began the ruga 
introduced in me Aacn in order to exhibit the skill o£ the singer* 
The voice wu no longer a 'odlo, deep and resonant, but a lo^v 
flute ot silver bugle aimoundng some joyous reverie in a land- 
sa^ at the dose of day. The soc^ doted on the keynote, and 
Sister Maiy John turned fitom the instrument and tooked at the 
singer. Sw could not speak, she aeemed overpowered by the 
music, and like one more dteiuiiifig than waking, and sitting half 
turned found on her scat, Ae Ioocm at Evelyn. 
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*'You sing beaucifuUy/' she said. **I never heard singing 
before/* 

And she sat like one stupefied, still hearing Evelyn's singing 
in her brain, until one of the sisters advanora dose and said, 
** Sister, we must sing the * Tantum ergo/ ** 

“ Of course we must. I believe if you hadn't reminded me 1 
should have forgotten it. Gracious I I don’t know what it 
will sound like after singing like that. But you'll lead 
them ? " 

Evelyn hummed the plain chant under her breath, afraid lest 
she shcnjld extinguish the pale voices, and surprised how expres¬ 
sive the antique chant was when sung by these etiolated, sexless 
voices. She had never known how much of her life of passion 
and desire had entered into her voice, and she was shocked at its 
impurity. 1-lcr singing sounded like silken raiment among 
sackdoth, and she lowered her voice, feeling it to be indecorous 
and out of place in the antique hymn. Her voice, she felt, must 
have revealed her past life to the nuns, her voice must have 
shocked them a little ; her voice must have brfiught the world 
before them too vividly. For all her life w^as in her voice, she 
would never be able to sing this hymn with the same sexless grace 
as i)am did. Her voice would be always Evelyn Inncs—CWcn 
Ashcr^s mistress. 

The priest turned the Host toward them, and she saw the two 
long rows of grey-habited nuns leaning their veiled heads, and 
knew that thi.s was the moment they lived for, the essential moment 
when the IxkIv which the Redeemer gave in expiation of the sins 
of the world is revealed. Evelyn's soul hushed in awe, and all 
that she had renounced seemed very little in this moment of 
mystery and exaltation. 

** what am 1 to say. Miss innes ? I shall think of this day when 
I am an old woman. But you’ll sing again before you leave ? ’* 

“ Yes, sister, whenever you like." 

** VC'hcn 1 like r* l*hat would be all day. But I did follow 
you in the duct, T was so anxious. I hope 1 did not spoil it ? " 

“ 1 was never hotter accompanied. You made no mistake.** 

As they passed by her the other nuns thanked her under their 
breath. She could sec that they looked upon her as a providence 
sent hy God to save them from being cast back upt>n the world they 
dreaded, the world from which they had fled. But all this extra- 
ordinar)' drama, this intensity of feeling, remained inarticulate. 
They could only say, “ Thank you, Miss Innes; it was very good 
of you to come to sing for us." It was their very dumbness that 
made them seem so wonderful. It was the dumbness of these 
women—they could only speak in prayer—it was that that over¬ 
came her. But the Reverend Mother was dlReient. Evelyn 
listened to her, thinking of nothing but her, and when the Rever¬ 
end Mother left her, Evelyn movra away, still under the spell of 
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the authoritative sweetness which her presence and manner 
exhaled. But the Reverend Mother was only a part of a scheme 
of life founded on principles the very opposite to those on which 
she had attempted to construct her life. Even in singing the 
** Ave Maria/* she had not been able to subdue her vanity. Her 
pleasure in sinking it had in a measure sprung out of the some¬ 
what mean desire to proclaim her superiority over those who had 
attained the highest plane by renouncing all personal pride, 
'rbey had proclaimed their superiority in their obeisance. It 
was in giving, not in receiving, pnuse that we rise above ourselves. 
This was the lesson that every moment of her convent life im¬ 
pressed upon her. Her thoughts went back to the Reverend 
Mother, and Evelyn thought of her as some woman who had 
come to some terrible crisis in her worldly life—some crisis 
violent as the crisis that had come in luir own life. The Reverend 
Mother must have perceived, )ust as she had done, as all must 
do sooner or later, that life out of the shelter of religion bca>mca 
a son uf nightmare, an intolerable torture. Then she wondered 
if the Reverend Mother were a widow—that a{>pcared to her 
likely. One who had suffered some great disaster—that too 
seemed to her likely. She had been an ambitious woman. Was 
she not so still ? Is a passion ever obliterated ? Is it not radiet 
transformed ? If she had been personally ambitious, she was 
now ambitious only for her convent: her passion had taken 
another direction. And applying the same reasoning to herself, 
she seemed to see a future for herself in which her love passions 
would become transformed and find their complete expressions 
in the love of God. 

The Reverend Mother again addressed her, and Evelyn con¬ 
sidered what age she might be. Between sixty and seventy in 
point of years, but she seemed so full of intcUigcnce, wisdom and 
sweetness that she did not suggest age; one did not think of 
her as an old woman. Her slight figure still retained its grace, 
and though a small woman, she suggested a tall one; and the 
moment she spoke there was the voice which drew you like silk 
and entangled you as in a soft winding web. Evelyn smiled a 
little as she listened, for she was thinking how the Reverend 
Mother as a young woman must have swayed men. Presumably 
M one time it had pleased her to sway men's passion, or at Icas| 
it pleased Evelyn’s imagination to think it hlui. Not that she 
thought the Reverend Mother had ever been anything but a good 
woman, but she had been a woman of the world, and Evelyn 
attribute no sin to chat. Even the world is not wholly bad ; 
the Reverend Mother and Monsignor owed their personal magnet¬ 
ism to the world. Without the world they wrould have been like 
Father Daly and Mother Philippa—holy simplicities. She 
looked at the quiet nun, and her simple good nature touched her. 
Evelyn went toward her. Sister Mary John broke into the con- 
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venation so often that the Revexend Mother had once to check 
her. 

** Sister Mary John, we hope that Miss lones will sing to¬ 
morrow and every day while she is with us. But she must do 
as she likes, and these musical questions ate not what we are 
talking about now.*' 

But Sister Mary John was hardly at all abashed at this reproof. 
She was dearly the only one who stood in no awe of the Reverend 
Mother. 

They were sitting on the terrace, and a mauve sunset faded in 
the sky. Them was a strange wtatfiiloess in the autumn air 
and in the dim garden where the gentle nuns were taking their 
recreation. Hiere was a subtle harmony in the grey habits and 
floating veils; they blended and minglea with the blue mist tbi^ 
was rising among the trees. And a pale light fdl across the 
faded lawns, and Evdyn looked into tne light, and fdt the pang 
that the passing of thinga brings into the heak. This spectacle 
of life seemed to her strangely pathetic, and it seemed to mean 
something which duded her, and which she would have given a 
great ded to have been abk to express. Music alone could 
express the yeambg that haunted her heart, the plaint of the Rhine 
Maideoa was the nearest to what she fdt, and she began to sing 
their song. Sister Mary John asked her eagerly wmt she was 
singinj^. She would have told her, but the Reverend Mother 
grew unpatient with Sister Mary John. 

** You most be introduced to Mother Mary HUda, our novice 
mistress, then you will Imow all the mothus except our dear 
Mother Christina, who is quite an invalid now, and rarely leaves 
her ccU.** 

On St. Peter’s path a little group of nuns were walking up and 
down, pressing round a central figum. They were faint grey 
shadows, and their meaning would not be distinguished in the 
violet dusk. It was like a half-eflaced picture in which the figures 
arc nearly lost in the background; their voices, however, sounded 
clear, and thdr laughter was mysterious and fia distant, yet 
distinct in the heart. Evelyn ag^ bemm to hum the (daint of 
the Rhine Maidens. But the voices of the novices were more 
joyous, for they, Evelyn thought, have renounced both love and 
gold. The Reverena Mother clapped her hands to attract 
attention, and one of the novices, it was Sister Veronica, ran to 
than. 

** Ask Mother Mary Hilda to come and speak to me, Veronica.'* 

** Yea, Reverend Mother; ** and Veronica ran with the message 
without once looking at Evelyn. Mother Mary Hilda crossed 
^he lawn toward them, and Evelyn noticed her ^ding, youthful 
walk. She was youn^ than the prioress or even the sub¬ 
prioress. And she had that attractive youthfulness of manner 
which often survivea in the cloister after ouddle age. 
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Here is Miss Inoes/* said the prioress; ** 1 know you wished 
to nuke her acquaintance.*' 

•• Yes, indeed.” 

Evelyn noticed the bright eyn and the small, clearly cut nose 
and the pointed chin, but her liveliest sensation was of Mother 
Hilda's hand; so small was it and soft that it seemed like a little 
crushed bird in Evelyn's band, and Evelyn did not think that hers 
was a large hand. 

** 1 am sure, Miss Innes, you feel that you have been thanked 
sufficiently for all you have oone for os, but you'll forgive us if we 
feel that we cannot thank you often enough. Your singinff at 
Benediction to^y was a great pleasure to us all. Whose ' Ave 
Maria' was it. Miss Innes ? *' 

Evelyn told them, and thinking it would interest the nuns, she 
admitted that her father would not allow it to be sacred music. 
This led the conversation on to the question of Palestrina, ud 
how the old music had rescued the Jesuits from their pecuniary 
embarrassments. A casual mention of Wagner showed her that 
the Reverend Mother was interested, and she said that she might 
sing them Eiizabetb's prayer. Evelyn spoke of the Chorale in 
the first act of the ** Meistersinger,'* ana this led her into quite 
a tittle account of the music she sang on the st^. It pleased 
her to notice the different effect of her account of her art on the 
four nuns. The conversation, she could see, carried die prioress 
back into the past, but she put aside these memories of long ago 
and affected a polite interest in the stage. Mother Philippa 
listened as she nught to a story, too far removed from her for her 
to be more chan vaguely interested; Sister Mary John Usten^ 
in the hopes that Evelyn would illustrate her experience with 
some few bats of the music—with her it was the music and nothing 
else; Mother Mary Hilda listened very ptetdly, and Evelyn 
noticed that it was she who asked the most (niestiona. Mother 
Mary Hilda was the most fearleu, and showed the least dread in 
the conveisation. Yet for no single moment did Evelyn think 
that she wsa the worldliest of the four nuns. Evelyn thought 
chat probably she was the least. Her trivial utterances were the 
necessity of the unimpoitant moment, and she seemed to bring to 
Chun toe enlightenment of her own vivid fsith. The holing 
that shone out of her eyes iospiced the calm, tender smile, and was 
in her udiole manner. speaks,” Evelyn thought, "of 

worldly thii^ without affectation, but how dm it is that they 
lie outside, ter outside, of her real life.” 

Evelyn was saying that it vm a long wMIe wnce she had sui^ 
any saoed music, s^ referring to the difference of the niJe in 
France and b England, she mentioned chat in Puia the opera 
sifteeri frequently sang in the churches. 

*^lc must be hm on Gitbolica with beautHul voices like yours 
that they may not be allowed to sing in church chohs, for there 
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can be nothing so delightful as to bring a great gift to God's 
service.*' 

It was the prioress who broke off the conversation, to Hvelyn’s 
fegret. 

*' Mother Hilda, I am afraid we arc forgetting your young 
charges." 

*' Yes, indeed, I must run back to my children. Good-bye, 
Miss Inncs, I am so glad that you have come to us;" and the 
warm, soft clasp of the little hand was to Kvelyn a further assur¬ 
ance of friendly welcome. 



CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 


She was ashamed not to be able to follow the Office in chapeh 
so at the Reverend Mt>ther*$ sug^;estion she consented to employ 
pan of her long convent leisure in talcing lc$s«jns in Latin. 
Mother Mary Hilda was to be her instructress. 

The library was a long, rather narrow room, once the drawing¬ 
room of the Cjeorgian mansion. Only a curved Adams’ chimney- 
piece, now painteauver in imitation of oak, remained of its former 
adornment; the rail windows were eighteenth century, and with 
that air they looked upon the terrace. The walls laid been lined 
by the nuns with plain wooden shelves, and upon them were what 
seemed to be a thousand books, cverj^ one in a grey linen wrapper, 
with the title neatly written on a white label msted on the back. 
Evelyn’s first thought was of the time it must nave taken to cover 
them, but she remembered that in a convent time is of no conse¬ 
quence. If a thing can be done better in thrt'c hours than in 
one, there is no reason why three hours should not be spent upon 
it. She had noticed, coo, chat the sisters regarded the library with 
a little air of demure pride. Mother Mary Hilda had told her 
chat the large tin boxes were filled with the convent archives. 
There were piles of unbound magazines—the Month and the 
Dublin Revuw. There was a ponderous writing-table, with many 
pigcon-h(»]es; Evelyn concluded it to be the gift of a wealthy 
convert, and she turned the inintense globe which showed the 
scars and planets, and wondered how the nuns had become 
possessed of such a thing, and how they could have imagined that 
tt could ever be of any use to them. She grew fond of this room, 
and divided her dnne between it and the garden. It had none of 
the primness of the convent parlour, which gave her a little 
shiver every time she entered it. In the further window there 
stood a deep-seated, venefabk arm-chair, covered in worn green 
leather, the oiv* comfortable chair, Evelyn often thought, in the 
convent. And in this chair she spent many hours, cither teaming 
to construe the Office with Mother Mary Hilda, or reading by 
herself. The investigation of the shelves was an dfecupation, 
and the time went quickly, taking down book after book, and she 
seemed to penettatc further into the spirit of the convent through 
the medium of the convent books. 

The light literature of tbe convent were improvmg little talcs 
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of convetsion, and edifying stories of Catholic girls xrho decline 
to enter into mixed marriages, and she thought of the novkes 
reading this artless literature on Sunday afternoons. There 
were endless volumes of meditations, mostly transJarions from the 
French, full of Gallicisms and parenthetical phrases, and Evelyn 
often began a paragraph a second time; but m spite of her efforts 
to control her thoughts they wandered, and her eyes, lost in 
reverie, were fixed on the sunny garden. 

She returned the volumes to the shelves, and remembering 
Mother Mary Hilda's recommendation, she took down a volume 
of Faber's works. She found his effusive, aentimental style 
unendurable; and had turned to go to her room for one of the 
books she had bro^bt with her when her eyes lighted upon 
Father Dalgaims* rnqumt Commtotion, The fathers account 
of the various customs of the Church regarding the administra¬ 
tion of the Sacrament—^the early rigorism of the African fathers, 
and the later rigorism of the Jansenists at once interested her, and, 
lifting her eyes from the book, she remembered that the Sacra¬ 
ment had always been the central light around which the spiritual 
beUef of the cnurch had revolved. Her instinctive religion had 
always been the Sacrament. When Huxley and Darwin and 
Spencer had undermined tnc foundations ot her faith, and the 
entire fabric of revelation was showering about her, her belief 
in the Divine Presence had remained, burning like a lamp, 
inviolate among the debris of a temple. She had never been able 
to resist the Sacrament. She had put her belief in the mystery 
of transubstantiation to the test, and when the sanctus bell rang, 
her head had solemnly bowed; sc^r than rose leaves or snowflakes, 
belief bad rained down upon her choked heart. She had never 
been able to reason about the Divine Presence—she felt it. She 
had believed whether she willed it or not. Owen's arguments 
had made no difference. Her desire of the Sacrament had more 
than once altered the course of her life, suid that she should have 
unconsciously wandered back to the Passtontst Convent, a con¬ 
vent vowed to Perpetual Adoration, seemed to her to be hill of 
significance. 

Father Dalgaims* book had made dear to her that wherever 
she went and whatever she did she would always believe in the 
Divine Pieseooe. His book had discovered to htf the instinctive 
nature of her belief in the Sacrament, but it had not widened her 
spiritual perceptions, still lest her artistic: the delidous terror 
and irresistible curiosity which she experienced on opening St. 
Teresa's Book of Htr Uf* she had never experieneed before. It 
was like le-birth, being bom to a new experience, to a purer 
seosadoo of life. It xiras like throwing opm the door of a small, 
*'confioed garden, and look^ upon the wide land of the world. 
It was like breathing the wide air of eternity after that of a doae- 
scented room. She knew that she was not c^iable of such pure 
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ecstasy, yet it seemed to her very human to think and feel like 
t^; and the 8aint*s holy rapture seemed as natural—she thought 
for a moment—even more natural, even more truly human than 
the nmture which she had found in sinful love. 

Before she had read a dozen pages, she seemed to know her 
like her own soul, though yet uiuware whether the saint lived 
in this century or a dozen centuries ago. For all she said about 
the matcrisi facts of her life St. Teresa might be alive toKlay and 
in ^gland. She lived in aspiration, out of time and ^lace ; and 
like one who, standing upon a hill top, sees a bird aoanng, a wild 
bird ui'th the light of the heavens upon its wings, Evelyn seemed 
to see this soul waving its wings in its fligl;|t towards God. The 
soul sang love, love, love, and heaven was overflowed with cries 
for its Divine Master, for its adorable Master, for its Bridegroom* 
elect. 

The extraordinary vehemence and pattion, the daring realism 
of St. Teresa reminded Evelyn of Victoria. She found the same 
unrestrained passionate realism in both; she thought of Velas* 
quez’s early pictures, and then of Ribera. Then of Ulick, who 
had told her that the great artist dared everything. St. Teresa 
had dated everything. She had dared even to discriminate 
beewcen the love of Cod the Father and God the Son. It was 
God the Father that inspired in her the highest ecstasy, the most 
complete abandotunent of self. In these supreme moments the 
human form of Jesus Chmt was a hindrance, aa in a lower level 
of spiritual exaltation it was a help. 

The moment my prayer began to past from the natural to 
the supernatural, I strove to obliterate from my soul every 
physical obstacle. To lift my soul up, to contemplate, I dared 
not; aware of my imperfection it seemed over bold. Never¬ 
theless 1 knew the presence of God to be about me, and I tried 
to gather myself in him. And nothing could then induce me 
to return to the sacred humanity of the &iiviour.** 

But how touching ta the saint's repentance for this infidelity 
to the Divine Bridegroonu 

*' O Lord of my soul, of all nw goods, Jesus crucified, I shall 
never remember without pain that 1 once thought this thing. 
I shall think of it as a great treason, and 1 stand convicted before 
the Good S^ter; and though it proceeded from my ignorance, 
1 shall never es^iate it with teara.** 

Just as every variation of lud>tt, of fashion is noticeable to those 
who live outside themselves, to^ the changes and complexities 
in the l^e of the soul are perceived by them who live within 
themselves. The saint relates how for many months she refrained 
from prayer, and as we know that prayer was the source of all 
her joy, a joy touching ecstasy, often above the earth and re* 
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splendent with vision, we can imagine the anguish that these 
aostinences must have caused hex. 

** To destroy confidence in God the Demon sptead a tnate, 
his most insidious snare, lie persuaded me that owing to my 
imperfections I could not, without being wanting in humility, 
present myself in prayer to God. This caused me such anguish 
that for a year and a half I refrained. For at least a year, for the 
six months following I am not sure of my memory. Unfortunate 
one, what did 1 do I Fy my own act 1 plunged myself in hell 
without demons being al^ut to drag me there." 

I'his scruple is followed by others. The saint suspects the 
entire holiness of her joy in prayer, and she asks if these transports, 
these ravishments, these moments in which she lies exhausted 
in the arms of the Beloved Bridegroom, were contrived by the 
l^cmon or if they were granted to her by God. flcr anxiety is 
great, and men learned in holy doctrine are consulted. They 
incline to the belief that her visions proceed from God, and 
encourage her to persevere. Then she cries to her Divine Master, 
to the Lord of her soul, to her adorable Master, to the adorable 
Bridegroom. 

" Oinnot wc say of a soul to whom God extends this solicitude 
and these delicacies of love that the s^ul has made for our Lord 
a bed of ruses and lilies, and that it is impossible that this adorable 
iNfastcr will not come, though he may delay, and take his delight 
with her." 

This saint, in whom religion was genius, was one of Ulick's 
most unquoliticd admirations. He never spoke of her that his 
voice did not acquire an accent of conviction, or without alluding 
to the line of an old Lnglish poet, who had addressed her: 

*Oh, thou undaunted daughter of desires.’ 

She recalled with a smile his contempt of the Austins and the 
Hliots, thfwc most materialistic writers, he would say, whose 
interest in humanity and whose knowledge of it is limited to 
social habits and customs. But St. Teresa he placed among the 
highest writers, among the great visionaries. ** Her d^ire 
sings," he said, " like the sea and the winds, and it breaks like 
tire about God’s feet." He had said that the soul that flaahed 
from her pages was more intense than any soul in Shakespeate 
ot Balaac. " They had created many, she but one incompsucable 
soul—her own, and in turning drift ci vehement aspiration, and 
in rec^ion of temporal things we hear the singing of the ttars, 
> the beating of the ctemstl pulse." 

On Friday she had fiiushed the autobiogtaphy, and before 
going into the garden she took down another of the aaint’a wocka. 
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TSi Wojf of Per/otHcn, intending to look through it in some sunny 
comer. 

She had slipped easily into the early hours of the convent. 
After breakfast she had the morning to herself, and she divided 
it betu'ecn the hbrary and the garden. The leaves were be* 
ginning to fidl, and in the thinning branches there seemed to be 
an appcarsuicc of spring. From St. Peter's walk sIm strolled into 
the orchard, and then into the piece of uncultivated ground at 
the end of it. Some the original furze bushes remained, and 
among these a streamlet trickled through the long grasses, snd 
following it she found that it led her to the fish pond in the 
shrubbery, at the back of St. Peter's walk. There was there a 
pleasant, shady place, where she could sit and read. She stood 
for a moment wstchkg the £sh. They were so tame that they 
would take the bread from the novices* hands. She had brought 
some bread, but she had to throw it to them. She divided it 
amongst cb^, not forgetting to favour the little ones, and she 
thought it strange that t^y could distingiush her from the tu>vices. 
That much they knew or the upper air. 'Ihe lish watched her 
out of their beady eyes, stirring in their dim atmosphere with a 
strange, finny motion. 

At that hour of the day the sun was warm enough to sit out; 
the little shiver in the air W'as not unpleasant; and sitting on the 
garden bench, she opened her book in a little tremor of excite* 
ment. Her thoughts fluttered, and she strove to imamne what 
book the saint could have written to justify so beautiml a title. 
Her expectations were realised. I'he character of the hook is 
dearly defined in the 6 rst pages : she perceived it to be a complete 
manual of convent life, a perfect compendium of a nun's soul. 
On its pages lay that shadowy, evanescent and hardly appre* 
hensibk thing—the soul of a nun, only the soul, not a word 
reg^urding her daily life: any mother-abbess could have written 
such a materialistic book: St. Teresa, with the instinct of her 
genius, addressed herself to the task which none but she could 
ralfll—the evolution of a nun’s soul. And as Evelyn read she 
marked the passages that specially caught her attention. 

**Oo not imagine, my daughters, that it is useless to pray, 
as you are constantly praying, for the defenders of the Church : 
Have a care lest you should share the opinion of certain folk So 
whom it seems hard that they should not pray much c^tener for 
themselves. Believe me that no prayer is better or more profit* 
dble than that of which I am sp»king. Perhaps you feat that 
it will not go to diminish the pains which you will suffer in 
pu^tory : 1 answer that such prayer is too holy and too pleasing 
to God to be useless. Even if the time of your expiation should 
be a little longer—well, kt it be so.’* 

**Oh, to be good like that,** she thought. And her soul 



362 EVELYN INNES 

raised its eves in a little tby emulatiofL ... A ew pages 
urther on she read— 

** That all may take heed. For neglect of this counsel a nun 
may find herself in an entai^lement from which she may not 
find strength to free herseliT And then, great God t What 
feebleness, what puerile-complaisances this particular friendship 
may not be the source of. It is impossible to say what number, 
none but an eye-witness may believe. They are but trifles, and 
1 see no reason for specifying them here. I merely add: in 
whosoever it is found it is an evil, in a superior it is a plague 
spot*» ■ • « 

** An excellent remedy is to be together only at those times 
enjoined by the rule, on other occasions to refrain from speech, 
as is now our custom, and to live separately each in her cell as 
the rule ordains. And, althouf|h it be a praiseworthy custom 
to unite for work in a community room, I desire that the nuns 
of the convent of St. Joseph shall be freed from this custom, 
for it is much easier to keep silence if each works in her cell. 
Moreover, it is of the first important to accustom oneself to 
solitude, in order to advance oneself in prayer; and as prayer 
should be the mortar of this monastery, we should cherish all 
tiiat which increases the spirit in us.** 

Glancing down the pages, her eyes were arrested by a passage 
of even more subtle, more penetrating wisdom. 

** Would you know a certain sign, my daughters, by which 
you may judge of your progress in virtue ? Let each one look 
within herself and discover if she believes herself to be the un- 
worthiest of you all, and if for the benefit of the others she makes 
it visible by her actions that she really thinks that this is so, that 
is the certain sign of spiritual advancement, and not delight in 
prayer, nor ravishment, nor visions, and such like favours which 
God grants to souls when he is so pleased. We shall only know 
the value of such fiivours in the next world. It is not so with 
humility—humility is a money which ia always current, it is 
safely invested capiu^ a perpetual income; but cxtcaordinary 
favours arc money which is lent for a time and may at any moment 
be called in. 1 repeat, our true treasure is profound humility, 
great mortification, and an obedience which, seeing God in t^ 
superior, submits to his every order." 

The saint's delicate yet virile perception, and her power of 
expressing the shadowy and evanescent, filled Evelyn with 
admiration; and the saint speared to her in the light of a great 
novelist; s^ wondered if Eauac had ever read th^ pages. 

** The best remedy. In my opinion, that a nun can employ to 
conquer the imperfect aflecnon which she still beats her parrats, 
ia to abttain mom seeing them untU by patient pt^er the faaa 
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obtained from God the feoedom of her soul; when she is so 
disposed that their visit is a cross, let her see them by all means. 
For then she vill bring good to their souls, and do no harm to 
her own.** 

This seemed not a little grim. But how touching ia the 
personal confession which appears on the following page. 

**My parents loved me extremely, according to what they 
said, and I loved them in a way that aid not allow them to forget 
me. Nevettbeless I have seen from what haa happened to me, 
and what has happened to other nuns, how little we may count 
upon their agection for us.** 

The unselfishness of such conduct seemed open to doubt. 
But unselfishness is a word that none may speak without calling 
into question the entire conduct of hts or her life. Evelyn 
remembered that she had left her father for the sake of her voke, 
and that she had refused to marry Owen because marriage, 
especially marriage with Owen, did not seem compatible with 
her sours safety. Looked at fVom a certain side, her life did 
seem self-centred, but allowance, she thought, must be made for 
the ^ificultics—the entanglements in wh^h the first falM step 
had involved her. But in any case she must not ^estion the 
efficacy of prayer, that was a dogma of the Church, llie mbsion 
of the contemplative orders is to pray for those who do not pray 
for themselves, arid if we believe in the efficacy of prayer, we 
need not scruple to leave our parents to live in a monaateij 
where, by our prayers, we held them to eternal salvation. We 
leave them for a little whUe, but only that we may live with them 
for ever. 

** Believe me, my dear sisters, if you serve him well yon will 
not find better parents than those the Divine Master sends you. 
I know that it is even so.** 

*' What beauty there is in her sternness,** Evelyn thought. 

**I repeat that those whose trend is toward worldly thinga 
and who do not make progress in virtue, shall leave ws mon- 
aatery; ahould she persist in remaining a nun let her enter another 
convent; for if she doesn*t she will see what will happen to her* 
Nor must the complain about me; nor accuse me of not having 
made known to her the prsetiod life of the monastery I founded. 
If riiere b an earthly paradbe it b in this house, but only for soub 
who desire nothing but to please God, who have no thmight 
for themselves; for these the life here b infinitely agreeable.^ 

Tbbpaaaage b one of the very few in which appears the 
ptscdcai womaiL the founder of an orderand of many monatceries, 
who lived aide by aide in the aame body, the constant aasoebte 
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of the lyricil saint. Evelyn tried to {rictote her to henelf, and 
two pictures alternated In her thoughts. She saw deep, eager, 
passicmate eyes, and a frail, exhausm body home alo^ easily 
by the soul, and doing the work of the unconquerable souL In 
the second picture, there were the same consuming eyes, the 
same wasted body, but the expression was quite difierent. The 
saint's manner was the liveliest, happiest maiuier, and Evelyn 
thought of the privilege of such com|^nionship, and she envied 
those who had walked with her, hearing, her sp^. 

The little p<.>nd at her feet was full of fair reflections of the skv 
and trees, and the idea of convent life lay on the pages of the book 
even as fair. In itself it was disparate and vague, but on the pages 
of the book it floated clear and distinct. She asked if any m the 
Wimbledon nuns lived a life of that intense inward rapture which 
St. Teresa deemed essential if a sister were to be allowed to remain 


in the convent of St. Joseph at Avila, and the coincidence of the 
names gave her pause. This convent's patron saint was St. 
Joseph, and she sought for sonic resemblance between the 
Reverend Mother and St. 1 cresa. She wondered if she, Evelyn, 
were a nun, towards which of the nuns would her persoruil 
sympathies incline: would she love better Sister Veronica or 
Sister Mary John ? It might be Mother Mary Hilda. It would 
be one of the three. There was not one among the others likely 
to interest her in the least. She tried to imagine this friendship: 
it assumed a vaimc shape and then dissolved in the distance. 
But would the Reverend Mother tolerate this friendship, or 
would it be promptly cut down to the root according to the 
advice of Sc. Teresa ? 


Her thoughts pursued their way, now and then splashing as 
they leaped out of the soul's dimness. Only the splashing ot the 
tiah broke the stillness of the garden, and startlra at a sudden 
gurgling sound, she rose, in time to sec a shadowy shape sinking 
with a motion fins amid the weeds, lluit she should be living 
in a convent, that she should have repented of her sins, that 
the fish should leap and fall back with strange, gurgling sound, 
filled her with wonderment The vague autumn blue exprcaaed 
tome vague yearning, some indistinct aspiration ; the air waa like 
crystal, the leaves were falling. . . . Wc have peroeptiofis of 
the outer forms of things, but that is all we know of thm. The 
CHnly thing we ate sure of is what is in ourselves. We know 
the diffetdice between right and wroi^. She stood for a long 
time at the edge of the nsh pond, gazing into the vague depths. 
Then she walked, exalted, overcome by the mystery of things. 
She seemed to walk upon air, the world was a-chnll with spirits 
aipiificances, all was symbol and exaltation. Her past life shrank 
to a tinv speck, and she knew that she had been hiq:^ only since 
she haa b^ in the convent. Ah, that littk chapd, haunted by 
prayett I it breathed prayer, in that chapel contemplatioa was 
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nerer fiir off. She hsd pnyed these a* she had never peayed 
before, and she wondeeea it she should atcributs the diitetence 
in her prsTcrs to the ch^l or to herself. She had always felt, 
in a dumb, instinctive ww, that to her at least everything d^wnded 
on her chastity. . . , She had been chaste now a long while. 
The explanation seenied to have come to her. Yes, it is by denial 
of the sexual instinct that we become religious. 

As she passed through the orchard she caught si|^t of the 
strange littic person whom she had seen in cha^ wim a pile of 
ptaycr books beside her, and who alwt^t wore something start¬ 
lingly blue, whether skirt, handkerchief or cloak. She had met 
her in the garden before, but she had hurried aw^, her eyes fixed 
on the ground. Mother Philippa had spoken of a Miss Dingle, 
a simpk^minded person who had been sent by her family to the 
convent to be lookod after by the nuns, and Evelyn concluded 
that it must be she. But at that moment other thoughts engaged 
her attention, and she lingered in the orchard, returning slowly 
by St. Peter's walk. As she passed the Georgian temple or 
summer-house, she was taken by a desire to examine it, and 
there she found Miss Dingle. She was seated on the floor, 
engaged, so Evelyn thought, in a surreptitious game of Patience. 
Th^ was only how she could account for Miss Dingle's con¬ 
sternation and fear at seeing her. But what she had taken for 
cards were pious pictures. Evelyn stood in the doorway, and 
for the first time an opportunity of seeing what Miss Dingk 
was really like. It was difficult to say whether her face was ugly 
or pretty; the features wcK not amiss—it was the expression, 
vague and dim like that of an animal, that puzxlcd Evelyn. 

** Please let me help you to pick up your pictures." Miss 
Dingle did not answer, and Evelyn fcarra for a moment that she 
had offended her. ** Won't you let me help you to pick up 
your pictures ? " 

** Yes," she said, " you may help me to pick them up, but you 
must be very quick." 

** But why must I be quick ? Are you in such a very great 
hurry?” 

INEss Dingle seemed uncertain of her own thoughts, and to 
reassure her, Evelyn asked her if she would not like to walk with 
her in the orchard. * 

** C^" the said, looking at Evelyn shyly—it was a sort of 
chtld-like conbsit^', ** I dare not go into the orchard to<<iay. . . . 

I brought thm pictures to keep lum from me. I know that he 
is about." 

is about?" 

" rm afraid he might hurt me." 

*^at who would hurt you ? " 

r Well,” she said cautiously, " perhaq>s he'd be afeald to come 
^l&ar me uxlay,” and the ghuiywl at hu frock. " Bat I'm sure 
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he's about. Did you see any one as you came through the fiine 
bushes ? ’* 

** No/* Evelyn answered; and tr^g to conceal her astonish¬ 
ment, she said, “ Tm sure thete's no one there.** 

** Ah, he knows it would be useless." She glanced again at 
her frock. '* You see my blue skirt, that has perhaps frightened 
him away.** 

" But who has gone away ? ** 

** Oh, the devil is always about.** 

** But you don*t think ^ would hurt you ? ** 

Miss Dingle looked suspiciously at^ Evelyn, and some dim 
thought whether Evelyn was the devil in disguise must have 
crossed her mind. But whatever the thought was, it was but a 
flitting thought; it passed in a moment, and Miss Dingle said— 
** But the devil is always trying to hurt us. That is what he 
comes for.’* 

" So that is why you surrounded yourself with pious picttiies 
—to keep him away ? ** 

Miss Dingle nodded. 

" What a nice dress you have on. 1 suppose you like blue. 
I always notice you wear it." 

" I wear blue, as much blue as 1 can, for blue is the colour of 
the Virgin Mary, and he dare not attack me while 1 have it on. 
But I wear sometimes only a handkerchief, sometimes only a 
skirt, but now that he is about so frequendy, 1 have to dress 
entirelv in blue.** 

Evelyn asked her if she had lived in the convent long, and 
Miss Dingle told her she had lived there for the last three or four 
years, but she would give no precise answer when Evelyn asked 
tt she hoped to become a nun, or whether she liked her home 
or convent the better. 

** Now,** she said, ** 1 must really go and say some prayers in 
the church.** 

Evelyn offered to accompany her, but she said she was well 
armed, and showed Evelyn several rosaries, which in case need 
she would wave in his face. 

Sister Mary John was digging in the kitchen garden, and 
Evelyn told her how the hM come upon Miss Dingle in the 
summer-house surrounded by pious pictures. Leaniiw on her 
spade. Sister Mary John looken across the beds thinking and 
Evelyn wondered oi what. She said at last that Mist Dingle 
thought too much of the devil. 

** We should not waste thoughts on him, all our thowbtt 
should be for God; there is much more pleasure and prom in 
such thoughts.*' 

** But it does seem a little absurd to imagine that the devil 
is biding behind gooseberry bushes." 

** llie devil is cveiywherct temptation is always near.** 
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BTdyn taw that the nun did not cue for dkcomon on the 
•object of the devil’s objectivity, end in the pause in the con- 
vemtion ^ noticed Sister Mecy John’s enormous boots. They 
looked like e men’s boots, and sm had a full view of them, foe 
Sister Mi^ John wore her skirt very short, so that she might be 
able to dig with greater ease. 

** One of the cuMulvantages of convent life are the few fiicilities 
it affords for ejcerdse and for music,” she added, with her beautiful 
smile. ”1 must have exercise, I can’t live without it. . . . 
It is extraordinaiy how difierently people are constituted. There 
is Mother Mary Hilda, she had never been for what I should call 
a good sharp walk in her life, and she does not know what an 
ache or a pain is.” 

The nun pointed with admiration to the bed which she had 
dug op that morning, and complained of the laaness of the 
gardener: be had not done this nor that, but he was such a good 
man—since he became a Catholic. 

** He and 1 used to talk about things while we were at work : 
he said that be had never had it properly expluned to him tlat 
there should only be one true religion.” 

** Since he beaune a Catholic, has be not done as much work 
as he used to do ? ” 

**No, I’m afraid he has not,” Sister Mary John answered. 
” Indeed, we have been thinking of sending him away, but it 
would be difficult for him to ^t another Catholic situauon, and 
his faith would be endangered if he lived among Protestants.” 

At this moment they were interrupt^ bv a loud caw, and 
looking round, Evelyn saw the convent jackdaw. The bird bad 
hopped within a few yards, cawing all the while, evidentlv 
desirous of attracting tb^ attention. With grey head a-slantei^ 
the bird watched them out of sly eyes. ” Pay no attention to 
him ; you'll sec what he’ll dc^” said Sister Mary John, and while 
Evelyn waited, a little afraid of the bird who seemingly had select 
her for some puipose ci his own, she listened to w story of his 
domestication. He bad been hatched out in the hoi-hoose, and 
had tamed himself; he had declined to go wild, evening a sage 
convent life to the incgularity of the world. The bird nopped 
about, feigning an interest in the worms, but getting gradually 
nearer the two women. At last, with a triumphant caw caw, 
he flew on to Sister Mary John’s shoulder, eyeing Evelyn all the 
while, cfeaiiy bent on making her acquaintance. 

” He'll come on your shoulder presently,” said Sister Mazy 
J<^, and after some plaosive coquetting the bird fluttered on 
to Evelyn’s shoulder, and Sister Ma^ John said— 

** You wait; you’ll sec what be will da** 

Evelyn remained quite still, feeling the bird’a bill caiesslng her 
neck. When she looked taaod ihe noticed a wicked expraiaion 
gathering in his eyes. 
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** Pretend/* said Sister Ma^ John, ** not to see him/* 

Evelyn did as she was bidden, and, satisfied that he was fM> 
lonnr observed, th^ bird plunged his beak into Evelyn's hair, 
pulled at it as hard as he could, and then flew away, cawing with 
delight. 

** That is one of his favourite tricks. We are so fond of him, 
and so afraid that one day a cat will take him. But there is 
Mother Mary Hilda coming to fetch you for your lesson/* 

Evelyn bade Sister Mary John good-bye, and went forward 
to meet her instructress. 

The morning seemed full of adventure. There were Miss 
Dingle, her pir)us pictures, and the devil behind the gof>scbcrry 
bushes. There was the picturcsi|uc figure of Sister Mary John, 
dlgRing, making ready for the winter cabbages, llicre was the 
ja»daw, his story and his humours, and there was her discovery 
of the genius of St. I'crcsa. All these things had happened that 
morning, and Evelyn walked a little elated, her heart full of 
spiritual enthusiasm. 'Fhc proicct was already astir in her for 
tne acquisition of an edition in the original Spanish, and she 
looked forward to a study of that language as a pleasant and 
suitable occupation when she returned to London. She ques¬ 
tioned Mother Mary Hilda regarding the merits of the English 
translation ; the French, she said, she could read no longer. 
She describe the worthy father’s prose as asthmatic; she laughed 
at his long, wheezy sentences, but Sister Mary Hilda seemed 
inclined to set store on the Jesuit's pious intentions. The spirit 
was mote essential than the form, and it was with this argument 
on their lips they sat down to the Ijitin lesson. 'I'hc nun had 
opened the book, and Evelyn was about to read the first sentence, 
when, raising her eyes and voice, she said— 

** Oh I Mother Mary Hilda, you’ve forgotten . . . this is my 
last lesson, 1 am going away to-morrow.” 

** Even so it need nut be the last lesson ; you will come and 
see us during the winter, if you arc in London. 1 don’t remember 
that you said that you are going abroad to sing.” 

** Mother Mary Hilda, I’m thinking of leaving the stage.” 

The nun turned the leaves of the breviary, and it seemed to 
Evcljp that she dreaded the intrusion on her thoughts of a aide 
of life the very existence of which she had almost succeeded in 
forgetting; and, feeling a little humbled, Bvclvn applied herself 
to the lesson. And it was just as Mary Hilda^s hand closed the 
books that the door opened and the Reverend Mother entered, 
bringing, it seemed, a new idea and a new conception of life into 
the room. Mother Mary Hilda gathered up her books, and 
having answered the Reverend Mother’s questions in her own 
blithe voice, each word illuminated by tbe happy smile which 
Evelyn thought so beautiful, withdrew like an apparition. 

Tm Reverend Mother took tbe place that Mother Mary Hilda 
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had left, and by bet very manner of sitting down, showed diat 
she had come on some special intention. 

'* Miss Inncs, 1 have come to ask you not to leave tO'4nonow. 
If you are not already tired of our life, it would give us great 
pleasure if you would stay with us till Monday.*’ 

It is very good of you to ask me to stay, 1 have been very 
happy ; indeed, 1 dread returning ; it is difficult to return to the 
life of the world after having seen what your life is heie.” 

** We should only be too happy if 3 rou will prolong your stay. 
Vou are free to remain as long as you please.” 

** Thank you. Reverend Mother, it is very good of you, but 1 
cannot live here in idleness, walking about the garden. What 
should 1 do if it were to rain ? ” 

** It looks like rain to-day. We have had a long term of fine 
weather.” 

The nun’s old white hand lay on the table, a little crippled, 
but still a nervous, determined hand, and the pale, sparkling eyes 
looked so deep into the enigma of Hvcl]rn*s soul that she lost 
her presence of mind; her breath came more quickly, and she 
hastily remembered that this retreat now drawing to a dote had 
solved nothing, that the real solution of her lire was as fur off 
as ever. 

** Then I may ukc it that you will stay with us till Monday. 
I will not wear)' you with our repeated thanks for what you have 
done for u$. You know that we are very gratcfiil, and shall 
never forget you in our prayers, but you will not mind my thanking 
you again for the pleasure vuur singing has given us. You have 
sung every day. You really have been very kind.” 

” 1 beg of you not to mention it, Reverend Mother; to ting 
for you and all the dear sisters was a great pleasure to me. I 
never enjoyed singing in a theatre so much.” 

“ I am glad you have enjoyed your stay. Mist Innes. Your 
room will always be ready. 1 ho^ you will often come to see 
us.” 

” It will be a great advantage for me to come and Btw with 
you from time to time.” Nci^r spoke for a time, then £vel 3 m 
said, ** Reverend Mother, is it not strange that 1 should luve 
come back to this convent, my old convent ? 1 never forgot it. 
I often wondered if 1 should come here again. When I was here 
bdfoie, it was just as now; it was in a great crisis of my life. 
It was just before 1 kft borne, just before 1 went to Paris to leam 
tinging. 1 don’t know if Monsignor has told you that 1 have 
decided to leave the stage.” 

** Monaignor has entrusted vou to me, and 1 ahould like to 
count you as one of my childien. All the nuns tdl me tfa^ 
little trouUca. Though 1 have gtieased there mutt be acxne gnat 
troidiJe in your life, 1 should Ukc you to feel that you can teO me 
everything, if to do so can be the least help to you.” 
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Evel]rn*s eyes brightened, and, tronbling widi emotion, she 
leaned across the table; the Reverend Mother took her hand, 
and the touch of that old benign hand was a delight, and she felt 
that she must confide her story. 

** 1 have been several times on the point of speaking to you 
on the subject of my past, for if I am to come here again 1 feel 
that you should know something about me. But how to tell it. 
1 had thought of asking Father Daly to tell you. To-day is your 
day for confession, but last week 1 confessra to Monsi^or, and 
do not lilu to submit myself to another director. Do you 
understand ? '* 

** Father Daly is an excellent, worthy man, the convent is 
under the greatest obligations to him, but 1 could not recommend 
him as a very enlightened director of souls. That is why the 
nuns tell me all their troubles. I should like you to feel that you 
can tell roe everything." 

" Reverend Mother, if you did not pass from the schoolroom 
to the convent like Veronica, yew will have heard, jrou must 
know, that the life of an opera sinnr is generally a sinful life. 
1 was very young at the time, only one-and«twenty. I knew 
tliat 1 had a beautiful voice, and that my father could not teach 
me to sing. But it was not for self-interest that I left him; 1 was 
genuinely in love with Sir Owen Asher. He was very good to 
me; he wanted to marry me; from the world's point of view 
I was very successful, but 1 was never happy. I tclt that 1 was 
living a sinful life, and we cannot go on doing what we feel to be 
wrong and still be happy. Night after night 1 could not sleep. 
My conscience kept me awake. I strove against the inevitable, 
for it is very difficult to change one's life trom end to end, but 
there was no help for it." 

Her story, as she told it, seemed to her very wonderful, more 
wonderful than she had thought it was, and she would have 
liked to have told the Reverend Mother all the torment and 
anguish of mind she had gone through. But she felt that she 
was on very thin ice, and trembled inwardly lest she was shocking 
c he nun. 

It was exciting to tell that it was her visit to the convent that 
had brought about her repentance; how that very night her mres 
had opened at dawn, and she had seen dearly the wickednesa of ^ 
life, and she could not refrain from saying that it was Owen 
Asher's last letter, in which he sud that at all hazards he would 
save her from los^ berielf in relimon, that had sent her to 
Monsignor for advice. .She noticed her omisaion of all mendoo 
of Ulick, and it seemed to her Strang^ that she could tdli he 
inteteited in her sins, and at the same time genuindy determined 
to reform her life. The mm sat looking at her, thinking what 
answer she should make, and Evelyn wondered what that answer 
would be. 
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"We shall pny for you* . . • Yoo wUl n<M fidl into tin 
again; it it our ptayen tlmt eoaUe men to ovefcome their 
patttont. Were it not for our ptayen* God would have long ago 
destroyed the world. Think of the times of persecution and 
tacriltM, when prayer only survived in the monasteries.'* 

Evelra could not l^t acquiesce: a world without prayer 
would be an intolerable world, as unendurable to mao as to God. 
But if the Revnend Mother's endanatioo were a true <»e) 
If these poor forsaken of the worm were in truth the savioun 
of the world* without whose aid the world would haveperished 
lo^ ainoel 

when she had gone, Evelyn sat thinking, her head leaned 
on her hand* her eyes fixed on the distant garden* seeing lifie 
from afar. stxanM and distant, like refiections in still waters. 
She could see d»tant figures in St. Peter's walk, tending the 
crosses and the statues of the Virgin placed in nooks, or hanging 
on the brandies. Some four or five nuns were playing at ball cm 
die terrace, and in the plaintive autumn afternoon* there wiw 
something extraordinarily couching in their simple amusement; 
and she had, perforc^ to feel how much wiser was their child¬ 
ishness than the vanity of the world. 

Ulick had said that their adventure was the same* only their 
ways were difietent. He had said that he sought GcmI in art* 
while she sought him in dogma. But if she accepted dogma, 
it was onlj as a cripple accepts a crutch, Githolicism was essential 
to her, without it she coula not walk; but while conforming to 
dogma, it seemed possible to transcend its oanownest, ana to 
attach to evety pet^ belief a spiritual significance. It it right 
that we shoulci acquiesce in these beliefs, for they are the symbols 
by which the faith was kept aUve and handed down. God lesda 
os by difierent ways, and though we may prefer to wofsh4> God 
in dw open air, we should not despise him who builds a house for 
worship. The Real Being is all mat we are sure of, for He ia in 
oUr hearts, the rest is as little shadows. Ulick had quoted an 
Eastern mystic— 

*Hs that sees hlmseilf sees (3od, and In him there is aettber 1 nor thou.* 

And, reflecting cm the significance of these words, she turned 
with pmsivc fingers the leaves of Ttt IPey of Per/$fihn, 

But she was going back to London on Monday t In London 
die would meet Og^n and all her former life. She knew in a 
way bow she was going to csc^m him. But her former lifis was 
ev er yw here. She got up and walk^ about the room* then the 
stood at the window, her bands held behind her back. She waa 
sorely tried, and felt so weak in spirit that she was tempted* or 
fimeira chat she was tempte^ to go away with Owen in die 
MoAua, Or she might teU him that she would marry him* and 
•o end the whole matter. But the knew chat she would do 
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neither of these things. She knew that she vouU sacrl£k» Owen 
and her cateer as an opera sin^ so that she might lead a chaste 
life. Yet a life of prayer and chastity was not natural to her; 
her natural preferences were for lovers and worldly pleasures, 
but she was sacrificing all that she liked for all that she disliked. 
She wondered, quite unable to account for her choice to herself. 
Her life scem^ very mad, but, mad or sane, she was going to 
sacrifice Owen and her career. She might sing at concerts* 
but she did not think such singing would mean much to her and 
she thought of the splendid successful life that lay before her if 
she remained on the stage. Again she wondered at her choice, 
seeking in herself the reason that impelled her to do what she was 
doing. She could not say that she liked living with her father 
in U^lwich, nor did she look forward to giving singing lessons, 
and yet that was what she was going to do. She strove to 
distinguish her soul; it seemed flying before her like a bird, 
making straight for some goal which she could not distinguish. 
She could distinguish its wings in the blue air, and then she lost 
sight of them; then she caught sight of theni again, and they 
were then no more than a tremulous sparkle in the air. Suddenly 
the vision vanished, and she found herself face to face with herseu 
•—her prosaic self which she had known always, and would know 
until she ceased to know everything. She was here in the 
Wimbledon Convent, and Ou'cn was in London wasting for her. 
She knew she never would live with him again. But how would 
she finally separate herself from him ? i low would it all come 
about ? She could imagine herself yielding, but if she did, it 
would not last a week, lier life woidd he unendurable, and she 
would have to send him away. For it is not true that Tannhfluser 
goes back to Venus. He who repents, he who had once felt the 
ache and remorse of sin, may fall into sin again, but he quickly 
extricates himself; his sinning is of no long duration I it was 
the casual tin that she dreaded : at the bottom of her heart she 
knew that she would never live a life of sin again. But she 
trembled at the thought of losing the f^rfect peace and happiness 
which now reigned in her heart, even for a few hours. Her face 
contracted in an expression of terror at the thought of finding 
herself again involved in the anguish, revolt and despair which 
she had endured in Park Lane. She recalled the moments when 
she saw herself vile and loathsome, when she had turned from 
the image of her soul which had b^n shown to her. Then, to 
rid herself of the lememhtance, she thought of the joy she had 
experienced that morning at hearing in the creed that God*s 
kingdom shall never pass away. Her soul had kindled like a 
fiame, and she had praised God, crying to herself* ** Thy kingdom 
shall last for ever and ever.’* It had seemed to her that her soul 
had acquired kingship over aU her faculties, over all her senses, 
for the time being it had ruled her utterly ; and so delicious was 
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its subjecttcxi thgt she bad not dared to move lest she should lose 
this sweet peace. Her lips had murmured an Our Father^ hut 
fo slowlv that the Sanctus bell had rung before she had finished 
it. Nothing troubled her, nothing seemed capable of troubling 
her, and the torrent of debght which bad flowed into and gently 
overflowed her soul had intoxicated and absorbed her until it 
had seemed to her that there was nothing further for her to desire. 

She remembered that when Mass was over she had risen from 
her knees elated, feeling that she had prayed even as the nuns 
praved, and she had retired to her room, striving to resttain her 
looks and thoughts so that she might prolong this union with 
God. 

To remember this experience gave her coun^. For she 
could not doubt that the intention of so special a favour was to 
convince her that she wrnild not be lacking in courage when the 
time came to deny herself to Owen Asher. At the same time she 
was troubled, and she feared that she was not (juite sincere with 
herself. She would easily resist him now; but in six months* 
time, in a year ? Besides, she would meet other men; her 
thoughts even now went out toward.^ one. Ah I wretched 
wealmess, abominable sin I She was flJlcd with contempt for 
herself, and yet at the bottom of her heart, like hope at the bottom 
of Pandora^s box. there was tolerance. Her sins interested her; 
she would not be herself without them, and this being so, how 
could she hope to conquer herself ? 

Saturday and Sunday were monotonous and anxious days. 
She had begun to w'onder what was in the newspapers, and she 
had written to say that her carriage was to come to fetch her on 
Monday at three o'clock. 

There had not been a gleam of light since early morning, 
only a gentle difliised tw'ilight, and the foliage in the garden was 
almost human in its lisilessncss ; a flat grey sky hung about the 
trees like a shroud. Mother Philippa and Mother Mary Hilda 
were walking with her about the grass-grown drive. They were 
waiting for the Reverend Mother, who bad gone to fetch a medal 
for Evelyn. She heard her chestnuts champing their bits ready 
to take her back to London, and she could not listen to Mother 
Philippa's conversation, for slie had been suddenly taken w'ith a 
desire to say one last prayer in the chapel. She must say one 
more prayer in the presence of the Sacrament. So, excusing 
herself, sbe ran back, and, kneeling down, she buried her face 
in her hands. At once all her thoughts hushed within her; it 
was like bees entering a hive to make hcyiey. Prayer came to 
her without dilHcuItv, without even asking, and she enjoyed 
almost live mirmres' breathless adoration. 

The three nuns kissed her, and as the Reverend Mother hung 
the nredal round her neck, she told her that prs^rs would be 
constantly offered up for hex preservation, iht chcsuiuta 
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plunged et itarting. ... If she were killed now it would not 
matter. But the horses soon settled down into their long swin^ 
ing trot of ten miles on hour, and all the wa 7 to London she 
rdiected. The Reverend Mother had said that the prayers of 
nuns and monks were the wall and bastion tower which saved a 
sinful world from the wrath of God. and she thought of the fbme 
of prayer ascending night and day from this convent as from a 
censer. Men hsui always prawd. since the beginning of things 
men had prayed, and as Uhek had said, wisdom was not invented 
yesterday, rie agreed with the naturalistic philosophers that 
force is indestructible, only objecting that the naturalistic phil* 
osophers did not go far enough, the theory of the indestructibility 
of force being equally applicable to the spiritual world. The 
world exists not in itself, but in man's thought. . . . Often 
an intense evocation has brought the absent one before the seer’s 
eves, and that there are sympathies which transcend and overrule 
the Jaws of time ^d spaix hardly admits of doubt. Life is but a 
continual hypnotism; and the thoughts of others reach us from 
every side, determining in some measure our actions. It was 
theraore certain that she would be influenced by the praters 
that would be offered up for her by the convent. She imagined 
these prayers intervening between her and sin. coming to her aid 
in some moment of perilous temptation, and perhaps in the end 
determining the course of her life. 











